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PUFF-KK 


Is* n.innni; ihs icf. nJ p,,ft t.\ i he l orj)ie Chronulcj *A 
Muslim C'limMlv' thi ..I'lni'uh liircuhcd, 

•Is l.ir.iN (iicv\'irJ S,i;,M u.iiMrrtilird tocover ihc lirNi pirr 
Ar { i < r. w !>ut ,i Jrt new fan he t.ikcn, w li.it hut 
‘•li'iii'ii.inco J, i>f bO reNri\e a period -h 
m wrc li ue hue IncJ niiko tlkC \s,iri Art A^’c whitb 

k:i' 'As m-t uli.it It IV,im*-, m Us intensely ptcoctupicii willi 
IT* itjur If, f'iust 1 vc'ke .1 sfnile, it r.itlit r ri h.ni one. 

j'. rtnJif ifie liTins .inJ Li>]<uirs id an epoch )s luvond 
iho pM^^< fs i«t .in\ niiVilht, ,irui Mr} fa: U-tond the poucrj 
ol Wiis l!o\eli*t , hill UI try and cicprcis .1 liule td ItH Spirit 
u.is iiikhiuhtcJly ai the liaek ot iiK mind in peitnini; ihnt 
tnloitc Like the irkshnijids ehiekni, our Present runs 
ahniit so f.tsi th,it It cannot be summed up ; it can at most 
he snapsitoiud aIhIl it hurries l<joicin|^ for its Future 
without notion sshtrr, wliat, or when tiiat Future will Kc. 

Tlie Fnt'l.ind of jSKh, when the Forsyte bc;^an,aNo 
had no Future^ for Fmil.inJ then expected its Present to 
endure, and rode its busek in a sort of dream, disturi>ed 
on]v b\ two bogles—Mr Ctadstotie and the Irish Members. 

The Engfartd td when the Modern Comedy closes 
—with one foot in the air and the other m a Morris Oxford, 
19 g^nng round and round like a kitten after its tail, mut' 
tering : H one could only see where one wants to stop ! 

Evervthinj; being now relative, there Is no longer absolute 
dependence to be pl.iced on GoJ, Free Trade, Marriage, 
Consols, Coal, or Ca'^te. 

vij 
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Everywhere bcinp dqw overcroiviieilj there is no plnce 
where pnyuDec.iii St .1) h>r lung, except tljc mere liLpopuLtcd 
cDuntr^slJc, Rdniiucdly UO dull, and certainly too un- 
profit,iblc to dwell iiu 

Ks’cnune, havin^^ been in an cariliquake which listLd 
fnur vcjfB, has Inst the habit of standintt still- 

And vet, [he English ch.iMctcr has very lit[]e, 

if !it all. The General Strike of 192b, with which the 
part of thii trilogy begins, supplied pnoi of that \W 
are sttll a people ihat cannot be rushed, distrustful of 
extremcif lavcd hy the gr,n.c of nur defensive humniir, 
welbtempered, resentful ot interfcrc-ncc, improvident and 
wasteful, but endowed with a certain gcniu'^ for r^u'V^rv. 
If we believe Is mithitig much else, we ?till bditve in 
selves. That aaliciit cliar.iclcristic of the Liighsh vi}]] bear 
thinking about. Why. for instance, do we rontmual'v run 
ourselves down f Simply because we have not g>ii the 
inferiority complex ,ind arc indidcrctit to »liat \»thvT people 
think of U5. No people in the world seems openly less ^ufc 
of itself \ no people is sc'crctly mare sure Incidcntallv, it 
might be worth the while of those who own certain public 
mouths inclined to blow the British trumpet to remember, 
that the blowing of one's ow^c trumpet u the insidious 
beginning of the inferiority complex, Only those strong 
enough to keep silent about self are strong enough to be 
tore of self. The epoch we are pai>>sing tlirough is one 
which favours misjudgmeot of the English character, nnd 
of the position of England. There never was a country 
where real deterioration 0/ human fibre had less chance 
than in this island, because tlierc is no other country ts lit loe 
climate U to changeable, to tempering to character, so 
formative of grit, and bo bnsdcally healthy. What follows 
in this preface should be read in the light of that remark. 

In the present epoch, no Early Victorianism survives. 
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By Early V’lttorianism is iiic.int thai of the oM Forayt(s, 
already on the ivane in 11)^6; sshat has sutvH'cd, and 
yotcnily, is the ^'lclo^i.^nisIn of Soamrs and his generation, 
mure scll-cunscioas, hut nut SufTiL'ienily self-cotisciuus to 
he either sell-deslructive or sttl-furyelfnl. It is against 
the hachgriiuiiJ of this nwrc or less fined quantity that «•? 
ean best '•ec the sh.ipe and ruJuur iif the present intensely 
selt-CunMunis and all-quejtioning generation. The old 
J ur.'Ues—(lid Ji'hun, bniihili .itid J.iincs, Rugrr, Nichiihu 
.inJTimotliy—held their lues Mithnut escr ashing whether 
hie was worth being Thee found it interesting, very 
.ihsorbing froni d.iy lu dae, and even if they had no very 
intimate heliil in a luture liic, they li.ad very great faith 
in the p^og^L^s of tJieir own peisitions, and in laying up 
treasure for tlicir children. Then came Young Jolyon and 
boames and tiirir con temporaries, who, although they had 
imbibed with Darwinism and tJie ’Varsities, definite doulits 
about a future life, and sulKeient intr'ispeetion to wonder 
wliether thev ilieniselees eeerc progressing, retained their 
sense of pro perry and their desire to provide for, and to 
live on in their progeny 'I'he gencr.ition which came in 
whin Quern Victoria went out, tiirnugh new ideas about 
the treatment of children, Ucause of new modes of loco¬ 
motion, and owing to the (Treat War, has decided that 
everything requires rc-v.iluation. And, ilna there is, 
seemingly, very little future beioie properly, and less before 
life, Is determked to live now/ or never, vrithotit bothering 
about the fate of such offspring as it may chance to have. 
Not that the present generation is less fond of its chiUirca 
than were pst generations—human nature does not change 
on pints so elementary—but when everything is keyed to 
such pitch of nneertaioty, to sec ore the future at the 
expnsc of the present no longer seems worth while. 

This is really the fundamentai difference between llio 
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I'Kscrs arid tLc pnst pcrii-ruions iVnpIc will not provide 
tli.U whuli tliiv i.inrkf^T sve iiIk.uI 
All tlii^, of ci»urM\ rvdiT^ only to rh^kt ti-iuh nr so of the 
pnj'ul.ncnn whos{ tVLS .ire ohove ilio property line ; below 
rh.1t line there .ire ni’ hursvtis, .iiv.i flierifore no need for 
tlih prefitc to djp W h.<c .uer.iL’c J'nLdidim.iT'i, moreover, 
wjilk th.kn sliree hundred ,\ \e.imrr th"UL'ht ("r 
the fuikirc-, even jn K.irly Viciikrj.in d.i^N ' 

Tins Modern Lnincdy, then, is s[jo“d rii.Min'.t .1 I'.ich- 
prouitd Ilf tiuit mikr<* or less !l\< d L|u.kn‘U\, So,imcv :i:ut l.i-* 
lo-f.ithcr-md.tw, liL’lit ^^vll:ht .uid ninth li.irotu-t, Mr 
I^owrcrtce Mom, w itlj s^ui li subsj^h ir\ ii«’o-\ uMorj*tn'. tl'V 
^rif*rj^,ditcou5 Mr D.knby, i'ddvr'.ou, Mr lUv the, ^^r 
]-<isk]svoti, Wilfred llertittnrih, .md Hilary Ch.irw<lh 
[hi<i|ingfheiruUosMKr.is]L'<, qu.tU'u*-, and mental aiitindts, 
one gcis n f.iirly comprihensivc and steady pa*:! aLMin-t 
isliiih tel limn ilir feaiure'^ of the- present—-F'lnr .md 
Mictucl, \Vilfrid Desert, Aubrey Greene, Marjorie I err..r, 
Norah Curfew, Jon, the Uafaclitc, .^nd other minor char- 
cetera. The multiple tvpe^ and .Ktivitiets of in-dav—even 
above t]ic Plintsoll lino of propertv—weiuld escape the 
conhncj of ive-fniy nm-eK 'h.it this Modern Comnly is 
botind to he a gross undcr-staicmcnt of the present genera¬ 
tion, but not perhaps a libel on it. bymb<dism is boring, 
I4i let lis liopc tliai a certain resemblance between the ljiSC 
of Fleur and thnr of her generatnm clusin^ the scrcnltv 
of which It has been dcfr.iuded mav rsc.-ipe notice. The 
fact rcinalm th.it fur ibc irinTnent, at least, south is V.-ibnc- 
ing, twirling on the tiptoes of uncertamtv. What is to 
come f W*ill contentment yet be caught } }low will it all 
settle dow-ti f Will things ever again settle down—who 
knows ? Are there to ctimc fresh wars, and fresh inven¬ 
tions hnt-fnoi on thn^ not jet mastered and digested 
Or will Fftte decree another pause, like that of \‘[ctori<.n 



PRF.FACE 


XI 

tine^ duriTij? litc will And 

ciif fr<'j\rt5, kiid It'? kinJ uf dijinjtc Ulitfs ,x further 

jnf.ms ' 

)'* ji, f.- xwM. r niurh or lit! lie " A Mi idem Cnmedy “ m.iy 
K dvm'ii u< reilcii ‘J;c spirit nl ,in Aui. Jt I'tmtJiiues m 
{l\ rjNiin t<i rtlite li^c t.il< of life wlikh from iUk 

tnatitii' '■! Ni.inns hiu-; in i Hn^jrneminnh linwini,*- 
r<.--in iti iSsr. ,i t,d<’ uljkii U'uli Imt uid ulait lt^ '^pinc 
'li-ipi ;d, .md >o irrk:^ * tof.k ihc ^ rrs ’ y .ir^Lkter. 

Tla* eiiH-nkicr, catcelu'eJ (.I'i uHcn h) konpvrmni; 
N-inns., !.!’.■<«> nfi! prei'j'siilv >vli,ii he st.iihk fur Tukini; 
l.iiTi f'-r .i] in ■>!! he hone^r, .myw.ij Uc Im-d ,inJ 
jn.i ji.id fii> peudi.kr hL'!iu\ ,nid, nipw he sleeps 
] L' <Ti r rti.A hi p.irJuneJ fipr iJnnkmij tlie.v w.is surnr- 
iljjfii: liinnj .kKn:' liis end; hT, hinM.vcr far wo have 
rrastilcJ from (^rcoh cuhurt- and philrjsophy, there is still 
irijili in ilu old tircek priktrh “ That wjneh a in.m nn'-t 
]u'. ci ihall HI the ecd destrip\ him 
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PART I 

CHM’ILR I 

PhOMINADT 

C')MiNr Jnv.n t)ii vti j's ,.i • ^lUHik-. ’ Club, .^n nickn.imcd by 
I nr^\ u III Uk 1.1 k «. ii^hlK ih.it nmmintous mid- 
Oai-btr .iikrnonn n| Sir I^.h-srikc Mont, ninth 

sn hi tiiK iio'i. tow.irJ-. the p.ist \MnJ, and moved 
III' tiiin k),’'. with 'pud. Ih'htK.il bv birth r.ithcr tii.in by 
iMiuR, lie rcMowcd tlic rvudution whicli lud restored hjs 
!’.iri\ t" power with a vk-i uhmeni not devoid of humour. 
Passim^ the Rtmow Club, he thout,dii : ‘Some sweating 
into 'hoe', there ' No more confectioned dbhes. A wood- 
eotk—vMthout trimmine'^, for a ch.mL’e ! ’ 

The e.iptaini* and the kinc' liad departed from ‘ SncKjks ’ 
before he entered it, for he v\.t!> not of ‘ that calch-pcnny 
crew, now paid off, no bir, fellows vvlio turned their tails 
on the land the moment the war wasover. Pah!’ But for 
an hour he had listened to echoes, and his lively twisting 
mind, embedded in dcpsiis of the past, sceptical of the 
pTesenP and of all political protestations and pronounce¬ 
ments, had recorded with amusement the confusion of 
patriotism and personalities left behind by the fateful gather¬ 
ing. Like most landowners, he distrusted doctrine. If he 
had a political belief, it was a tax on wl^at; and so far as 
he could sec, he was now alone in it—but then he was not 
seeking election ; in other words, his principle was not in 

3 
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d.mpcr (if cxtini ti'in from the \ otes r.t t}io-.f v\lu) h.iJ to p.n* 
for bread. RnncipLs Ik mu«d -a/; v\(rc potl.ct, 

and he wished llie me people \soijlJri I pretend lhe\ 

weren’t ' I’m ket, in the deep '•e ri-i o| th a vmitJ, ot coiir'i., 
self-mteresi as nuniK r of a d( Mnin eomnainitx And hou 
ijie de\ il was this definite ii.rniPunite, the h Mulish ti Uion. 
1(1 exist. v\)k n .dl jis 1 ind was l'omi': out nt e u!ii \ .ition, an i 
all Its --hips .md doel.s in d ine* r <-! d-,'iruiiion In a'n ■ 
planes ^ lie h ul li'iemd th d l.our p -• t'T . sine'h nuniiop 

oflhtiand Not one ' It was n..t j'r u i u d pohtu ' ' C-'ii 

found llie f( lhn\s ' 'I )■ \ had |o nc ir tini; 1 fi n !m - out 
kcepini; seats <ir unttint: them \o (.oiiiKetion Ixivee-n 
posteriors and po'ti ni\ ' N", (nor-ji ’ ’rtiU'ri nimded 

of pusicritv, It (lecurrtd to h.nn ritiur uddeiil', th.it hi- 
son’s wile showed iio as _\e t !wo\e iTs ' 1 mu th<\ 

vMTe thinktni; ahmit e iu]\lrcn it w n d \ rom <;ct inU' 
the halm of not ha\ini: tin in, v^^^n t tiite ,iTui (side d<- 
pended .\ snnlo twisted hi' lips an I e\cbrows ulmh 
rc^embltd spmiuns ot dark pothooU A prett\ \oiini: 
creature, most takin-.: , and knew it, loo ' Whom was she 
not getlini^ to know ’ laotis .md tiijers, monkews .md cat' 
— her house w.is bteomiiiL: quite .i men.n,u rie ot ni' >re (tr k '> 
celebrities. There was a certain unre.iliic about that sort 
of tlunp’' And opposite a liruish lion in Trafaltjar ^quar. 
Sir i..iwTence thought: ‘She'll be getting these to her 
houtMr next! She's got the collecting halm Miciiael must 
kxik out—in a collector’s house there’s, alw.ivs a lunihe‘r 
room for old junk, and husb.mds' are liable to get inicj it 
Thu reminds me: I promised her a Chinese Minister 
Well, she must wail now till after the (iencral Election ’ 
Down Whitehall, under the grey easterly sky, the towers 
of Westminster came for a second into view. ‘ A certain 
unrcalitv ill t)^al, too,* he thought. ‘ Michael and lus fads I 
WcU, it^i tl.c fashion—Socialistic principles and a rich 
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wife Surlficc with K.kc with plenty! No‘- 

trams- U'li a pennv '' 

Passim; the newspaper luihhuh uf Charim* Cro^s, frcn/ici 
In the p''lni<. ;1 erisi-, he tunuJ up to the left towards 
l),inb\ ami Winter, puMi-liers, where his son was junior 
piriiur A ruw ilunie t"r a honk h ul just Ix'^jun to bend 
.1 mind wlikh h ul ,ilr m\\ prudm-od a * lafe of Montros.*,' 
• ! ar Cat}ii\.’ that work ol Kistcrn traud, and a fanciful 
voiuirsation I'dwien the sh.ides ot (ilidstone and Oisra'di 

' rmth d ‘ A Dm t ' W uli (\er\ st<.p i.dien, from ‘ bnooks’ 
',astw.ird. his irut tiuii hmir- in \sirakhan-eolIarcd t.oat, 
his ihm yrm moust.iDud lue, and lorioiso-'^lieil rimmed 
monoi.l(. und'.r riu !nil\ J irk i.elmow, liad sicmed nv're 
rare It he<,i!ne aliiv-si a phenomenon in this dini;v baik 
-tr" I. wht re (arts stuek like winti r thes, and persons went 
In with !>o..| s lifuli r iheir l^In^, is ii ,dueatcJ 

fie had reaehed the door <it Danhv’s when he 

emountend two \ouni; iimn One of (liem was elearlv In* 
son, better dresses! simt It's niarrLmu, and smokinij a cij^ar™ 
Diank i.'(>odn< ss—instt ad of those eternal cii»arcltes; the 
other-all' \es Mkhael’s sucking ptxi and best man, 
iieaJ in air, rather a sleek he id iiruler a \elour hat ! He 
sai^f 

“Ha, MiehaeP'* 

“ Hidlc, Jiart! You know my governor, W'llfrid ? 
Wilfrid l)<-seri ‘Copper Coin’—some poet, Eart, I tell 
\tHi You must read him. Wc’rc going home. C!ome 
along! ” 

Sir Lawrence went along. 

“ What happened at ‘ bnooks ’ ? ” 

“ Lf rut fsi mori. Labour can start lying, Michael— 
election next month ” 

“ Bart was brought up, Wilfrid, in days that knew noi 

Demos.'* 
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** Well, Mr. Dcficft, do \ou find reality in politics now ? ” 

** Do vou find re. liny in .in\ sir ? ” 

*' In income t.ix, pt-rh.ip' 

Mil li.icl jjrinned 

“ Alvnx knichihood,” lie v.nd, " thirc's no such ilnni: a> 
simple f.utli ” 

“ Suppose yiHir frunds c.tm<- into power, MkIukI - 
in some wa)s not .1 had ihinu, help Vm to L'row up- 
wh.it could they do, th* Could they r.iisc nalU'n.d 
t.istc ? Abolish the cinim.i ? Tunh I neh' h people to 
<.>H»k ? Present oilier countries fr<im thrcatenini; ss.tr' 
Make us grow our own to id ' ^top the incrc.ise 0} to\sn 
iilc ? Would they h.ine dihhlcrs in p<<i'.on g.is ' C-uikl 
they prevent fisini: in war-time' Could thev weal in 
the possesMse in-.tinct ainwhtrc^ Or do anstlune, in 
f.iCt, but .liter the imidenee ot possession .1 little ' A 11 

p.irtv ptditics .ire top dressini: \\t're ruled b\ the in 
\entors, and hum.m nature ; and v\c iive m Queer hirect, 
Mr. Desert.” 

“ Much my sentiments, ^ir.” 

Michael flourislicd his cic.ir 

” Bad old men, )ou two ! ” 

And removing their hats, they parsed the Ccnoi.iph. 

” Curiously symptom.uic—that thing,” said Sir Law¬ 
rence; “ monument to the dread of sw.ink—most charac¬ 
teristic. And the dread of swank-” 

” Co on. Ban,” said Mich.iel. 

” The fine, the large, the florid—all off! No far-sighted 
views, no big schemes, no great principles, no great religion, 
or great an—aestheticism in cliques and backwaters, small 
men iti small hats.” 

“ As’panteth the heart after B> ron, Wilberforcc, and the 
Nelson Monument. My poor old Bart 1 What about it, 
WiUrid I " 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


7 


“ Vcc, Mr IX'scn—uh.it iKiUt it ^ ” 

Dtscn’v J.irk f.Tu* otntr.K'trd 

■' It’s .in f)t p.ir.iJdv/’ Ik ‘'.nd “ Wc .ill kick up for 

frcidi'in, .ind the onl\ in'tiiutioii'; ^.iininp strength .ire 
Suu.ili^im .ind the Roman C.uholic Church We’re Incht- 
fulK '(l!-t.Mnsui>us .ihout .in—.ind the unlv art dovclop- 
nunt !' the (inem.i We're nut-^ on peac<—and all weTc 
doiriL’ .ih'-ut IT i-. to puieet p'-ioin l,'.w ” 

>ir L.i.vreme id.mud ,it .i \oun^’ man so bitter. 

“ .\nd hou'- puhibliiMi:. -Mh!) lel ' ” 

“Well, ‘Copper Com' ^ sellinir hke hot cakes; and 
there's quite .i movement in ‘ \ Duct ’ What about tins 
lor .1 new .id ' A Dua, h\ .^ir L.iurence Mont, Hart. The 
mo,t dhtinLiiiislifd Con\(.r'.ition e\<r held between the 
Di.ld ’ 'ill.It ouidlt t<' pci ilk p-^vihic Wiltnd siippestcd 
and I)i//\ - broadc.isteJ Irum Hell’ Wnieh do 
\ou lik(, bc'^t ^ " 

d'ik) li.id come, houever, to .a policeman holding up his 
hand .ipainst tin no-,e pI a van h<Tse, so that everything 
m.irked time Tlic enpiiu-» oi tin cirs whirred idly, their 
drivers' l.ices set towards the sp.icc withheld from them ; a 
girl on a hicvcle looked vacantly about her, grasping the 
back of the van, where a )uuih sat sideways with his legs 
stretched out towards her bir Lawrence glanced again at 
voung Desert. A thin, pale-dark face, good-looking, but a 
iiitch in it, as if not properly timed ; nothing outre in dress 
or manner, and yet socially at large; less vivacious than 
that lively rascal, his own son, but as anchorless, and more 
sceptical—might feel things pretty deeply, though I The 
policeman lowered his arm. 

“ You were in the war, Mr. Desert ? ** 

“ Oh, yes.” 

“ Air service f ** 

“And line. Bit of both.” 
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'* Hard on ;t pru-t ” 

“Not .u .d! Pf'Ctr\'s onlv possiMo when vou may he 
blown up .It .»ny moment, or uhm \-’U live in Piitncv 
.''ir e\ihrou tom ” Yes ' 

Icnn\sf>n, Brouninu*, W i-rJ'.wwrth, Suinhurne—t}it\ 
tould turn It <iut , il' m./i- ju u " 

“ K there not a third <.ondition I aoi.r.d'k r ’’ 

“ And ih.it, sir ” 

“ How rIj.iII I exf^ress ji .1 i. «. rt tin i. 'Tchr.il ,iuit Jiion in 
Connection with wuimn ’ 

Desert's f.ice iwitilud, .irul sei-ined tod irken 
Michael pul his Ijichkcv ini*) tlic lock oJ hi5 front dcxir 



CHAPTFR If 

HOMI. 

Till imu^c m South Squiri,. \V(Ntmin-^tcr, tn uliich the 
vnuni; umic jlicr thtir ^p.irihh lione\nioon two 

\cirs hcN'n. miijht h.ivc been i.tiled ‘ eni.iiKi{Mied ’ It 
tin \\i>rk of .in irthiteet whoM dream v\.is .i new hou^e 
perfc t!\ <tld, and an obi houM ptrfe(.tK new It followed, 
llurdore. no rcto^mi'td \t\lc or tradition, and was de'voul 
of 'triu tur il j'rtjudke, hut it soaked up liie ^muts of the 
nKtropoll^ with >iiei>''peual rapidite that its stone alread) 
respect.ibK resembled that ot Wren Its windows and 
doors had ^'entK rounded tops The hifth-slopin^' nK>f, of 4 
fine s(M)t\ pink, was almost Danish, and two * duckv little 
windows ’ looked out of it, an impression that very 

tall .>er\ ants heed up there There were rooms on each side 
of the front door, which was wide and set off by bay trees 
in black and ^old bindings. The house was thick through, 
and the staircase, of a broad chastity, began at the far end 
of a hall which had nnim for quite a number of hats and 
Coats and cards. There were four bathrooms ; and not even 
a cellar underneath The Forsyte instinct for a house had 
co-operated m its acquisition. Soames had picked it up for 
his daughter, undccorated, at that psychological moment 
when the bubble of inflation w'as pricked, and the air 
escaping from the balloon of the world’s trade. Fleur, 
however, had established immediate contact with the 
architect—an clement which Soamca himself had never 
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quite fjot over —and decided not to ha\c more than three 
styles 111 )icr house : Clnnc^e, Spanish, and lier own The 
r(K»m to the left of the front vloor, running the brcadtli ('f tlic 
Jiousc, was Cliincsc, v\it)i i\or\ pan(.ls, a copper floor, ceniml 
heating, and cut glass lustres ll contained four pictures- - 
all Chinese -the onK school in which her t.ither had not \ei 
dabbled. The firephue, wide and optn, liad Climese do-s 
with Chinese liks fur them to .stand <in riie -ilk was 
chiefly of jade green. Then were two wondcrlul old black 
lc-1 chc*ivis, picked up with Soames’ mone\ at Jobs^rr,—not 
a bargain. There was no pi.mo, partlv because pi.mos were 
too uncompromiMiigU iHcidental, .md p.irtK because it 
would have taken up much room 1 kur aimed .it sp uc--- 
collcciing people r.itlier than furniture ur hi The 

light, admitted b\ windows .it both t nJs, vv.is unfortun.iicK 
not Chinese. She w<iuld st.md sonu times in the centre ot 
this room, thinking how to ‘ bunch ’ her guests, how to 
make her room more Chinese without making it uncom¬ 
fortable; how to seem to kne)W .ill about literature .md 
politics; how to accept c\er\thing her father gave her, 
without making him aware that hi'> taste had no sense of 
the future ; how to keep hold of Sibley Swan, the new 
literary star, and to get hold of Gurdon Minho, the old ; of 
how Wilfrid Desert was getting too fond of her; of what 
was really her stjk in dress; of why Michael had such 
funny ears ; and sometimes she stood not thinking at all- 
just aching a little. 

When those three came in she was sitting before a red 
lacquer tea-table, finishing a vcr\’ g(»od tea. She alw.ivs 
had lea brought in rather carl)', so that she could have a 
good quiet preliminary ‘ tuck-in ’ all by herself, because 
she was not quite twenty-one, and this was her hour for 
remembering her youth. By her side Ting-a-ling was 
standing on his hind feet, his tawny forepaws on a Chinese 
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■^nuhEcd^aok ,111.1 i.tunv mu//.lc turned up 
t^u,ird^ the [rint-. <>t his pli'l . 

“ Til It’ll d<i. Till'.: No more, dm kv ’ A’o more ! *’ 

The e\p^<s^lltn of Tin*:-.! lint:. incurred : 

‘ \\ 01, the!!. ''tp>p, t.i-i ' |),.n’t '.iS’iU't me to torture ’ ’ 

\ ’.e.ir .iiid threi mouth' oh!, he li.ivi been honulit hv 
Mkh'd out oi I I; pud >irt.a slii*p iMiidnw on rieur’s 
t\o :Uk ih hinhd.u, ; h \ <.u month' 

'1 Up' \(Mr*) "1 m irri' 1 hh h.kl iioi itn^nlicned her short 
d.irk di(.'tnu; h ir. h il.hd i little more deu-ion t‘t her 
cj.t.ir li[''..ihtth more .i!lvirem.:m (•( Ik r uiiite-liddcd, d irh- 
1.1 ' p-v! hao 1 e\'a little iiiori ppU't, .md '^wint: to lur car* 
n iL'e.a littl' nioredie'l and hip mea'uremeiil, had i ik'en a 
h'lle fpui) u U't iikl <. dl ini p'urtnieiu, a little colour from 
d.p ds a litih- le" round, aii.l a little s\^eetne■.s from a 
vp'Ii. I litil'’ more taressim: 

'lopul up behind tlk. ira\, h'lldin^'oui her white round 
arm a'llioiii a word She a\oideJ unnecessary preetings or 
tare-ae!]' She wouhl h.ue had to say them so often, and 
their purpo'e was iK-tter served b\ look, pressure, and slight 
intimation of ht ad to one side 
With circular movement of her squeezed h.and, she said : 
“Draw up Cream, sir ? Sucar, Wilfrid? Ting has 
had too much—don’t teed him ! Hand things, Michael. I’ve 
heard all about the meeting at ‘ Snooks ’ You’re not going 
to canvass for Labour, Michael—canvassing’s so mUv. If 
an\' one canvassed me, I slioiild vote the other way at 
once ” 

“ Yes, darling ; but j'ou’re not the average elector.” 
Fleur looked .it him. Ver)' sweetly put! Conscious of 
Wdfrid biting his lips, of Sir Lawrence taking that in, of the 
amount of silk leg she was show ing, of her black and cream 
teacups, she adjusted these matters. A flutter of her white 
!id»-~Dcsert ceased to bite his lips; a movement of her silk 



12 


A MODKRN COMIUY 


-Sir I.n\vrcn(i- i t(. look at him Hnlding cmt Ij'T 

i u{M, ^hc s.lld 

“ I supp<)''( I'm noi rnoilt rn c ' " 

Dcmti, .» bnelii lufL sp'--n rtmnd in Kis nt.iepi'- 

flip, •'-nd willidut I'M.kim,' up 

“As nuuh nioR iri'ajirn ili.in ilic iiiud^rp". \oii ..rc 
niorr .imirnt ” 

“ 'Wart p"c tr\ ' ” '.ud Mu )i a ] 

lint wlicn hr h.i\l i il.tn In-' l.itlu r u> '• ilu lu t.irtiK,!!' 

Auhrc \ (lU i Ik. iu s.nd 
“ Kind]\ t(ll riK kli It \nii UK tni. WilinJ ” 

I)rsen’s \ tilet SCI nk d l'» ]« ip iri'in ri -i r.iint 
“ \\ h.u dots ii m.ati.r • I d>-n t .\..ni !>• vs.i-u nine v\u)i 
that ” 

“ ilut I \\.mt to kridVN h s"und( J liki. .i sneer ” 

“ A sneur ^ Iddiu nu* ? 1 kiir! " 

“ riicn it)I nu 

“ I meant iliat \('u h.i\t ail tiuir ris;l< s-vne?< and pr.uMi-.d 
j;t*t-lhcrtiicss. hut \itu }ia\c what t}k\ ha\cn’i. I'Kur— 
power to turn one'- luad \nd rnitu k turned You know 
ii.“ 

“ How wv*uld Mkiiarl like that—Irt>m his best man?” 
l)esen rno\cd quukK to the windows 
blcur t<H»k Tin^'-a-hnp on her lap Such things had been 
said to her before , but from Wilfrid it was serious. Nice 
to think she had liis heart, <d course! Onl\, wIrtc on 
earth could she put it, where it wouldn't be seen except by 
her ? He was incalculable—did sirantre lhinj;> ' She was 
a little afraid--not of him, but of that quaht\ in him. He 
c-.mc back to the hearth, and said : 

“ I'gK, isn’t it? Put that dam’ dog down, Fleur; 1 
can’t sec y<»ur face. If you were really fond of Michael—1 
swear I wouldn’t; but you’re not, you know,” 

Fleur said coldly: 
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” V<iU kn-iu \cr\ hirl'-. I .:m fonvl nI MkIi.icI ” 

!)(srrt V ills )ir:)' ]< rk\ 1 aid’ll 
“ Oh \CS . nnt ’!k '.'.n ill 't vi.1,1)^ " 

1 Icur lisTnl vy 

■ It i.tnini' i]uii( t tihulT ii' in i! l one snlc.” 

■ \ l]M\\i.r i), ii I t.iik: j k " 

1 h ur iiM.iJi ki 

" (Jiiiti , 1 ](. ur ' (J'lit- . qiiiii iir< ' ” 

] it iir si.m d . iM-r «-M s"tun.di .i litil--, lit r cvclitK, so 
r. (.1\ w iiiit,-.IrM, .pt ' o r til in, shtjuKlJtd I)(.>crt 
- 'id •It'uK 

“ 'I in pn''iiit p.i 1 1 hIk tii.ii, I ^i,.lll 1:0 1'a- 1 .” 

, 1 - W c'st, I'ui iinnliiln sanu -m»u 

J-rn’i fonit h i> k 

I I< ur til' lli.i’1 ‘ 1 in’ 1' -isl ' I ''llollid lo\( lo knoVN till 
I )si ' i’liv one can't rnanaije tint, to" l*il\ !’ 

** You vM-n't k(Lp inr in \our /"o, my dear I shan’t 
iianc around and Iced on truinhs You know what I feel 
1’ ituMns a '.madi 'if '■onic sort " 

“ It iiasn’t been nn lault, li is il ' ” 

“Yts, \ou'\e C'llccted me, as \on collect e\crybod> 
ih..! comesnc.*r \ou ” 

•• I don’t know what \ou mean ” 

Desert bent dov^n, and draei^cd her hand to Ins lips. 

•• Don’t be riled uith me ; Dm ino unhappy.” 

Fleur let her hand sia\ apainsl ills hot lips. 

“ Sorr\, W ilfnd.” 

“ .All ri^tht, dear I'll po.” 

“ But \ou‘re eominp to dinner tomorrow ? ” 

Desert ^.nd \jolcntly 1 

*' To-morrow? G(x)d God—no ! What d’you think Pm 
made <»f ? ” 

He flung 3icr hand away. 
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“ I don’t like violence, Wilfrid ” 

“ Well. j^(K>d-h\e , I’d belter ” 

I’he words *■ And vou’d bettir n-'t (om/' .v>'iin ” trembled 
up to jicr lips, bjt were not spok ” Eirt from Wiltrid— 
life would a little w.irmtli ' >!k w i\ed lu r h.iriJ lie 

w,is gone She beard ilu door \.l> iin: I’"or Wilirid ' — 

nice to think of .1 tl.inu ,it whkh t'l w.inn Iter h.mds' Nke 
but rather dn .id hi I ’ And ^udd< nl\. JroppniL' 'ri:n:-a-!h'i.. 
she got up aikl b« eMH to w.ilk about i!i( T^om To-morrow ! 
Second anniversar\ o! ),< r we Idine d i\ ! Still an aehc 
when vshc tliought <■! v-h a it had not ’ n Ibit th- r* w is 
httlc time to ihirds and 'he ni uh d - Wlnt jo.*d 
thinking? Onls’i'M' Iiie, full of p<uj'H, oi thnijs to do i-id 
have, of things wanted a lih nn]\ \.'di.i one il.ing, i’ 1 
that- Well, if people had it, tlu\ tu . • r h ul u long' tin 
her lids two tears, whieli had gallar-d. dried wnhon: 
falling Sentimem.ihsin ' No' The L.-i ti ne ii- the 
world—the unforgivable othmee*' Whom .sh-mid she put 
next whom to-morrow ? And whom slmuld she get in 
place of Wilfrid, if W iUrid Wouldn’t eonv. 'ilK bo\ ! (ine 
da\—one night—what ditferencc ? U lio should 'it on j'c.r 
right, and who on her left : Was Aubrey (irvere nu-re 
distinguisheil, or Sible) Swan? W'crc they eiilur .is 
^jUstingvn.slied as Walter N i/ing or Charles Cpsldre ? 
Dinner of twelve, exclusiveU literary and artistic, o ^cept for 
Michael .md .Alison Charvvell. Ah ! Ch'uld Alison get her 
Gurdon Minho— ^just one writer of the old school, one glass 
of old wine to mellow effervescence ? He didn’t pubhsli 
with Danb)' and Winter ; but he fed out of Ali<von*s hand. 
She went quiekly to one of the old tea chests, and opened it. 
Inside was a telephone. 

“Can I ipcak to Lady Alison—Mrs. Michael Mont . . . 
Y« . . . lliatyou.^Wison ? . , . Flcar speaking. Wilfrid 
hat fallen through to-morrow night . . . Is‘there any 
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ch.ince of ymr l>finL-ini; (JurJon Minlio? I don’t know him, 
(■*' ciiursc, hut Ik- nn<_,'lit h<- mtcrc'^ted You*!] trv ? . . 
Tii.ii'll bc‘(.-\cr sodOi^htful l‘'n’t the ' hnook-i’ Cluhnu-etim; 
r.itfitr c\(itin^»' Hart s.us tht“\’ll rat each other ivm 
ihe\’ve split . . Abcait Mr Minlu*. Could you let me 
knt'W t(»-niL’)it ? Thank-' thanks .nsfully! . . . {i<>od- 
b\ i ! ” 

E.ulini' Miiiho, uhom ^ Her mind hovered over the 
naiiKs in hir avldress hook \t so j itc a minute it munt be 
some ont who didn't stand on cerenionv , but except Alison, 
iioiR oi MkharJ's rtliti'ins would be safe from Sibley Swan 
or Ncita (lor-e, and th. ir sulncrsue -shafts; as to tlic 
hor^s tes—out of ^be (.jin stum , ihev had their own sub- 
acid humour ('oph of tlitpi), but thev were not modern, not 
reallv modern HcMdcs, s|k saw as little of them as she 
could—they dated, behm^K-d to the dramatic period, had no 
stn-e of life without hc^innine or end No I If (Jurdon 
Minho was a trost, it wcmlJ have to he a musician, whose 
works were hicroc’lvphical with a dash of surgery; or, 
better, perhaps, a psveho-anaKst Her fingers turned the 
pages till she came to thf)se two categories. Hugo Solstis ? 
A possibility ; but suppose he wanted to play them Bomc- 
tlung recent ? There was onU MichacHs upright Grand, 
and that would mean going to his study. Better 
Hanks—he and Nestn Gorse would get off together on 
dreams; still, if they did, there would be no actual k»8 of 
life. Y'es, failing Gordon Minho, Gerald Hanks ; he would 
be free—and put him between Alison and Nesta. She 
chased the book, and, going back to her jadc-green settee, 
sat gazing at Ting-a-ling. The little dog’s prominent round 
eyes gazed back ; bright, black, very old. Fleur thought: 
‘ I thn't want Wilfrid to drop off.’ Among ail the erwd 
who came and went, here, there and everywhere, she cared 
for nobody. Keep up with them, keep up with everything. 
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of course! It a\\ irmlitfullv .imusin^, frightfully 
ncccss.irv' Onlv 4 >nls uli.ii ^ 

Voices! Midi.HI uiul Hart t-iinini' hack Ikin fKid 
notucd Wilfrid Hi- ./.o a nutuini: <>ld liart >}k- ua'- 
never verv Coinfortalde wIkH Ik \\a^ ah'iut -]i\d\ and 
twi.stmj:, hut \Mth Miiiulliinc '"'.ttkd and aiHi.''tral in liim . 
a little like Tini^ a line "'Mk thine judeniaue, e\er tdlnie 
her that she \sa^ fiutlenne and mu He \\a^ andioRd. 
tould onh moM 111 tlu Km.'t'inl In-"ld-ta->)ii''iic J o'td, hut 
he could ilrop un in ilnne' di'eniKertinel\ Mill, la 
admired her, she UIt <>h ' 

W’ell ! Wlial had he ihnui^ht ot i1k e lrlnnn^ ’ Ou^ht 
Michael to puhlisii them, .mu uiih htterpre'"- nr uiihnut ' 
Didn’t he think ih.tt tlu '.uhn. i ailed ‘ ^tiil lah ' nl the 
(iovernnunt, too In^httuih luniu e'pei.iilK the ‘old 
Ixan ’ reproentini; the rrmu ' lor answer shi. UJ^ 
conscious ot .1 twisting, r.ipid n^Nc . yir l>.iur<.iui ua.s 
lclljn)» her of his fa liar’s colhtiion ot eh i-ti'-iai rnmv. i noons 
She did wish Harr would nut tell lar il' >ut his t.ither , he 
had been so distin^uiished. .ind la must h.ue kui so dull, 
p.ninx all his lalU on liorvchatk, with trousers strapped 
under his hoots. He and Hurd Ch.irles Cariboo and the 
Marquis oi EorDr li.ai Ken the list three ‘ c.dlrs ’ ol that 
sort. If onl\ tlay hadn't, they'd h.ne been cle.in forgot 
She had that dress to tf), and tourteen thini»s to sec to» and 
Hugo’s concert began at eitrlit-fiftecn ! Why did people 
of the last ucmcration alwa\N have so much time ? And, 
suddenly, she ItKikcd down. Tmg-.i-ling w.is licking the 
copper floor. She took him up : “ Not that, darling , 
nasty!” Ah! the spell was broken! Han was giung, 
reminiscent to the last. She waned at the foot of the 
stairs till Michael shut the dcnir on him, then flew. Reach¬ 
ing her room, she turned on all the lights. Here was her 
own style—a bed which did not look like one, and many 
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mirrors. The couch of Timj-.i'hni; otiupioJ a corner, 
vxhence he couM ^ce himN(.h in three She put him down, 
.md said “ Ku-p Cjuict, novN ' " His .ittitudc to the other 
doLT-- in the room h.u] lonij hecomc mdirf'.rent, though of 
Ills own breed .ind prti.isel\ Ills eolounnit, they had no smell 
.md no liekini: power in their toni^ues nothing to be done 
with them, inm.itive creuiuri-s, mcredihls unresponsive 

Strippinir otf lar dress. I hur luld the new froi.k tinder 
her ehin 

“ M.iv I Kiss \ou ? " s.iid .1 voice, .md there w.ts Michael’s 
im.ice [tehind Iwr ow n rethciion in tin >,'1 iss 

“ Mv de.ir hov, tliere isn’t time! flilp me with ihi> ” 
bhe slipped ilu troth over her he.id Do those three top 
lio.'hs How do \ou like It ' Oh ' .md Muh.iel ' (lur- 
doji Minho m.iv he eomin^ to dintur to-niorrow Wilfrid 
e.m’l H.ive \i*u read Ills thtnijs ’ Sit down .md tell 
me sonuthinc .d^out them .\1! ne)\els, aren’t they? 
Wh.it sort ^ ” 

“ Well, he’s .dwavs had s<jmcthm^' to s,i\ And his cals 
arej^iMid He's a bit rom.intK, ol <ourse.” 

“ Oh ! H.ive I made a j,Mtf ? " 

“ Not .1 bit; jolK ji^’ood shot The vice of our lot is, they say 
It pretiv well, but ilicv 'vc nothing; to say. Thev won’t last.” 

“ Hut ih.it'' just why thev will lust. They won’t date.” 

“ Won’t thev ’ My j^urn ! ” 

W iltrid will 1 1st " 

“ Ah ! Wilfrid has emoiums, hates, pities, want.s; at least, 
sometimes; when lie has, his stuff is jolly j;o<jd. Other¬ 
wise, he just make^ .a Ming alnjut nothing - like the re.st.” 

Fleur tucked in the top of her undergarment 

“ But, Mich.'icl, if iha^s so, we—I’ve got the wrong lot.” 

Michael gnnncd. 

“ Mv dear child ! Hie lot of the hour is always right; 
only you’ve got to watch it, and change it quick enough.” 
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** Bt't d‘)()u mc.in to^.iy that \ I'n't e''ins to live ^ ” 
“ ^ih ? I/ffil. nc ' " 

“ But )ii’\ so pirli.ctK sure that almost c'V(.r^l'odv chc 
H dead or wImiv' .^unh he }i..s iritu d ' " 

** If I lia«ln't moff jiuli^tnuu than ^jh, I'd l'o out of 
puhli>hin^’ tf.-morn-w 

“ You- more than hil>ks .''vsan 

“{)l course, I've more judemLiit thin Sih Whv ' Sib's 
judgment is just lus (»piiiion of >ih-u'ininon or eardtn 
impatience of .mv <inc tlse lie Joisn't evin read them 
He'll read one specimen ot cvtrv .mrlor md sav '<)}>' 
that fellow ! He's dull, or he's rnor.d, or he’s scniinienca!. 
or he dates, or he driveb I’ve Iieard him do/ens ol tunes 
That’s if they’re alive Ot course, if thev'n di. id, n's 
different. He’s alwavs digging up md i..inonisingf}ied(..id ; 
tli.tt’s how he's got his name There’s .ib\a\s a ^il> in 
literature. He’s a standing i \ample of how peoph- c m »et 
taken at their own valuation. But .is to i inline -of t<mrsc 
' he won’t ; he’s never creative, even hv mistake ” 

Fleur had lost the thread Yes! It suited her—quite a 
nice line ! Off with it! Must write ili<»sc three notes before 
she dressed. 

Michael had begun again. 

Take my tip, Fleur. The really big people don’t talk— 
and don’t bunch—they paddle their own canoes m what 
seem backwaters. But it’s the backwaters th.it m.akc the 
main stream. By Jove, that’s a mot, or is it a bull; and are 
bulls motsOT mou bulls ? ’* • 

“ Michael, if you were me, would you tell Frederic Wilmer 
that he’ll he meeting Hubert Marsland at lunch next week ? 
Would it brtng him or would it put him off ? ” 

“ Marsland’s rather an old duck, Wilmcr’s rather an old 
goo*e—I don^ know'.” 

”0h! do be serious, Michael—you never give me 
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.mv help in nrranging--Nu 1 Don't maul my shoulder^, 
please.” 

“Wi.!!, dar'in-j, f kr. >\\ Txe no c^niui for ^uch 
things, likf u>u Maf'-lanJ paints windniilN, clitfs anJ 
things—1 doubt if lie'*- hoard ol the future He’s a 

Mathe\^ M in', tor ketpinir out ol the swim. It you think 
he’d like to null a Wrtiuiiiist —” 

“ 1 didn't ask \i'U it he'd like to meet Wilmir; 1 asked 
\ oil if W liiiu r would like to meet him ” 

" W ilmi r will ji.st ‘ iv ‘I like hull Mr^^ Mom. shi gi\efi 
deuced i^ood grub’ - iiul SI' \oii do, diak). A \ ertiginist 
wants HouiI'hing, vnu kii' 'U , or It wouldn't go to iuv he.id *' 

Heur'' I en resun)«vl its swift sir..kes, alre.idv becoming 
slightK ilkeM'-le Mu murnoired 

I tliink \\ ilfrid would help \ou won't be there , on* — 
two —three What women " 

'• For paituers-priti) .ind plump; no intellect,” 

I leur said cros<;ly : 

“ 1 c.m't get them plump ; they don't go about now.” 
And her pin llowed on . 

“ DhAR Wti FRit), Wednesday—lunch ; Wilmcr, Hubert 
Maryland, two other wuiiien Do help me live it down. 

“ Yours ever, 

” Fleur.” 

“ Mich.ul, yur ihin is like a boolbrush,” 

“ Sorry, old tlung ; \ our shoulders shouldnT be so smooch. 
Bart^avc Wilfrid a tip as we were coming along.” 

Fleur stopped wntinc “Oh!” 

“ Reminded him that the state of love was a gm>d stunt 
fur poets ” 

“ J propos of what ? ” 

** Wilfrid was complaining that he couldn’t turn it out 
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“ Nnnsc-fT'C ! Fijs] '•t ,ir<. Ills hf>t ” 

“ \\(11. th.it's vOi.it I tliinlv Pirii.ip he's for. died the 
up H.l'^ h<-, d'\nu I.HoW ' 

I'liHir turned her (\( ii'vv ird' tin f.ut inhin.! lur 
>.h«»uKler No. It h.ui its n.jir.t h.i<k Ir.mk, irrespon'd-l', 
silOilK f.iuii-ltke, with tt.s |‘"int(.d i.irs, quiek lips, ,'iid 
nostril's 

^he Sriid s].mlv . 

If <h'n't i.ii'iw. nol'odv d"'-s " 

\ snullli inurrupted Miih.ul's ..tisuer illne, 

lon^, lou, sliL'litlv higher .it . nd . w.i- st ,ndinn hi twi. n 
tlum, VMth hl.uk muzzle iipiurnevi ‘ M\ p.JiL'rt. is 
lonp'd lu satined Ui s,i^, , * but iii) i(^’s arc shori - vvh.it 
.d>out It ’ 



anPTFR III 

Ml "U AI. 

Amormsc, to n cro.it inJ L-ui.linL- [’niuiplc. I’hur .iikI 
Muii.kI M'int .iiKTuk.! i[i( Hu^m Snlsih ^(lna•^t, not Ix- 
wui'i ilu\ .tiiiu ip.iit J pli.i'ur*, I'll! Im < .uist ihc\ knew 
IIiil:o 'I Ik \ till, h'-ul.tli.n ''ol-tts, .m Fn^'lislim.in of 
Riis'o-1 )uti }i ('tr.H fion. mhi- ot fho-^c- ulio ;m rc rt^ior- 
ini: 1 iiirli'h mil'll, l'imiil,' to jt .1 wiJi .m.i sp.uir.us trci-Jorn 
iTMin rmioiK .itul rli\ilini, while tn\tstmi» it with lilet ir\ 
..nJ in lii.irnis \!ul oiu mwer could to .1 

uuKi.n irr.cn h\ .uu ot thi' wnliout usin^’ tlu word 

‘ inurc'tmj; ’ .i'« one w.is uunin^ .iw.i\ To sleep to tins 
re'-ti-riii Fni'lish nui>n, too, vva'. impo'^siblo Fleur, .1 
M'und 'kepi r, li.id ni \ 1 r I\en tried Mii li.iel h.id, .ind cum- 
pl.iimd aftir\\.irds that it had Fein like a nap in Lic^c rail- 
wav station On this occasion lhe\ ouupicd those gangway 
seats in thi tronl row ot the drtss circle of which Fleur had 
a sort of natural mon(»pol\ There Hugo and the rest could 
sec lier taking her place in the Knglish restoration move¬ 
ment It was eas\, t<Ki, to escape into the corridor and 
exchange the word ‘interesting" with sidc-whiskered 
cogno'centi, or, slipping out a cigarette from the little gold 
case, wedding present of Cousin Imogen Cardigan, gel a 
whifl or two’s repose. To speak quite honcstlv, Fleur had a 
natural sense of rhythm which caused her discomfort during 
thos^ long and ‘ interesting ’ passages which evidenced, 
as It were, the composer’s rise and fall from his bed of 
thorns. She secretly loved a tune, and the impossibility of 
ever confessing this without losing hold of Solstis, Baff, 
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Cl"r-.n'.\ .md oilar rcst«)r.iti'''n 

compcmTs, somctinu^ i.ixid to itv limit .1 nature uIikIi h id 
its Spartan 'ude J-ac n to Mi^li.ul ^iu. would not ‘ conft 
and it was addiljonal!) tr\inu when, wuh hl^ natr.o di'- 
rcspcct of persons. ai centintod In lit' in the irtm lie> and i 
PuMhIict's office, lu Would mutur “(hid! (jctonwiih 
it ’ ” or : “ Criptn ' Vni't !;■ ioi.ki>id'"( [hu.iIK i>- h'- 
knew that Michael wjn re dl\ puittnc* up wi:ii it Ikiic r tli m 
herself, havinj; a nion liicrarc di'j'os)u.,n, and a 1<.%n vlaiu- 
u\i: itch in lu> toes 

The first nioci-nunr of the new Soltis conipii'iiii>-'-- 
‘ Phaniasmaijorn Ihe nu-nt'. ’ to whicli the’, i. id 

Chpcciall) come to listen, hi— m witii me dr.twn-oui 1 1 ,. ids. 

“ What oh ! ” said Mu n.;. ’ ' . oi I in her i .ir “ 11 r. c 
pieces of iurniture moved '•o'uiU oii >iaK on a jar^j.. t 
floor I 

In Fleur's involuiuarv smile wa- the whole 'cecrel oi w!i\ 
her marria^v had not been intohr ihl< Alter all Muh.e.l 
v^’ns a dear ! Devotion and mer^urv p ^^^ng and lovali — 
combined, they pujiicd and toiKheJ even a licart i^'oen 
away l>cforc it was k'si.iwtd on him. 'Touch’ without 
‘pique’ would have bored; ‘pique’ without ‘touch’ 
would have irritated At this moment he was at peculi.ir 
advantage ! Holdingon t<> lus kimcs, with hiscars standing 
up, eyes glassy from lo\ alt\ to Hug\), and tongue in cheek, 
Ke was listening to that opening in .1 wjy wiikh tvokcJ 
Fleur’s admiration. The piece would Ik ' interesting 
she fell into the state of outer oh.^erv.ltlon and inner calcjl.i- 
tion \-cry usual with her now .1 j.iys. Over there wa» L S D., 
the greater dramatist; she didn’t know him—)'et. He 
looked rather frightening, his hair stood up so str.ilght. 
And her eye began picturing him on her copper floor against 
a Chinese picture. And there—yea! Gurdon Minho! 
Imagine Us coming to anything so modernHis protile 
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'u'ds rather Rfiman— <jt the Aureltan period ! P.'jssing on 
Ironj that antique, \MiIi the pleaxd thoujfht that by this 
time to-morr(iv\ she micht havt n>l]ectcvl it, she quartered 
th( .i^sembK face by face—-he did nut \sant t*) miss any 
one important 

“ The furniture " h.iJ come to .1 -udden stand-till. 

*' Int^^e^tlng ’ ” said a \mu o\ir lar shtmlder. Aubrey 
(ifeene ' Illusive, rather iiKionlit, uith his silke fair hair 
brushed straicdit back, .ind hi- cruni-h eyes- his smile 
always made la r fu ! tliat he was ‘ petting ’ al her. But, 
alter all, he w.o a t ..rCuoniM ! 

“ Vc-, isn’t It ? ” 

He curUd away. He miphi have stayed a little longer— 
there wouldn't be time lur anv<-nceNt before those songs of 
Birdipars! Merc came the smc’cr Charles Fowls! HtJW 
stout and cfTuieni he looked, drapeunp little Birdipal to the 
piano 

Clurminp icrt)mpanimcni- npphnp, melodiou.s! 

The stout, efficient man began to sing. How different 
from the accompaniment I The song hit every note just 
off the solar plexus, it mathematically prevented her from 
feeling pleasure Birdipal must have written it in horror of 
some one calling it ‘ vocal ’ ViKai! Fleur knew how 
catching the word was ; it would run like a mcasle round the 
ring, and Birdigal w(»uld be no more! Poor Birdigal! 
But this was ‘ interesting.’ Only, as Michael was saying : 

0 , my Gawd I ” 

Three songs! Fowls was wonderful—so loyal! Never 
one note hit so that it rang out like music ! Her mind flut¬ 
tered ofl to Wilfrid. To him, of all the younger poets, pco*'^ 
accorded the right to say something; it gave him such a 
position—made him seem to come out of life, instead of 
iiicrature. Besides, be had done things in the war, was a 
son of Lord MuUyon, would get the Mercer Prize probably, 
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^>r ‘ Copper Com ' If Wilfrid «ih.mdi)ned her, st.ir \\ould 
fall from the lirm.mu-nt .ihove her topper Hour. He hud no 
ri^ht to have her m the lurch. Ht must learn n-rt to be 
violent - not to think pliN^ualK No! .slie couldn’t let 
Wiltrid slip , nor could she h.i\e .m\ more ^ob-^lutf 
in her hte, sc.irim: passions, ml Jr on', altcrmaths 
had t.isfcd of th.U , a dulled at he still vsarned her 

Htrdii»al was bowini;, MKh.icl sasin^' Conn out tor a 
whiff! The ne\t thini'N a dud ' ” Oh' ah' Ileatnoen 
Poor ('Id Heclho\cn ! bo out ol date c-ne did r.ah. r cnj"\ 
him ! 

The corridor, and refettorc be\ont!, were swanmne ^Mth 
the restoration niocemcni Youn^’ rnt n .md women with 
faces and heads ot livelv and distorted tharatttr, were 
cxchan^’in^' the word ‘ interestinic'’ Men ot more ni issue 
type, resemblintJ scdcntar\ matadors, blocked all tircula- 
(um. Fleur and Michael pasjjcd a little wav alona, stood 
against the wall, and ligliled ugaretlcs Fleur smoked hefs 
dchcatcK—a very little (»ne in a tinv amber lioldcr bhe 
had the air ot admiring blue smoke rather than of makiiii;,' 
it ; there were spheres to consider bevond this sort ot crowd 
—one never knew who might be about 1 —the sphere, for 
instance, in which Alison Charweil moved, polituo-hiirarv, 
catliolic in taste, hut, as Michael always put it, “ Convinced, 
like a sanitary s\ stem, that it's the onl\ sphere in the world , 
look at the way they all write books of reminiscence about 
each other ! ” They might, she always felt, disapprove of 
women smoking m public halls. Consorting delicately with 
iconoclasm, Fleur never forgot that her feet were in twi> 
w^Ms at least. Ending there, observant of all to left and 
right, she noted against jhc wall one whose face was screened 
by his programme. ‘ Wilfrid,’ she thought, ‘ and doesn’t 
mean to sec me I ’ Mortified, as a child from whom a 
sixpence ii filched^ she laid: 
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“ Tliero''^ Wilfrid ' Fetch lam, Mithael ' 

Muli.K-l ;rt>'=sed, and tiuu'hcd liis best man’< ’^Iccvc ; 
Desert's face emerged, friasnin^ Nhc v.iw him '^hrug hi< 
''hi'ulder-N, turn and ualL latn ilu thnme MKhael came 
Fa.k 

“\\ilfnd^ the hump to-niulit , sa\'> hc’'« not fit fur 
liuman MKierv-- quetr olii s<>n ' " 

Hiiw obtuse nan utre' ilecaust Wilfrid uas his pal, 
Mkhael did lint stt . and tlial WU" Kuk\ ! S' Wilfrid 
rcalK nuani i" avoid In r! Wtll. sin vv«tuld sec ! And slie 

Tm tired, Mu hue! ; k t’s eo Imnu ’’ 

Mis hand slid n>und lu r arm 
“ ^orr\, old thini:, lonu alont:' “ 

Thc\ siixid a nioiiKiif in a nei.'}eacd liooruav, uatchini^ 
W oont.iris, lilt c ondiit tor, launt Ik d towards lib arthcstr.i 
“Look at him," said Mithatl, “ yuv hum: out of an 
Italian window, legs and arms all stufTtd and flvmg ! And 
look at the Frapkaand licr piano- that's a lurhulcni union!” 
Tliere v..ts j vtr.inm’ sdunJ 
“ 1>\ ' ” s.nJ Muh,u-1. 

An .ittcnd.ini muitrrcd m timr c.ir*i; "Now, sir, I’m 
pomp to sliut the door ” Fleur l..id .1 flectinp view of l,.S 1 ). 
sittinp upnpht .'IS his h.iir, with elnscd eyes The dmir w'.is 
shut— ilicy wen outside in the h.dl 

" W.iit here, d.irlmp, I'll nkh ,1 ricl<sh.iw ” 

Fleur huddled her chin in her fur It w.is easterly .ind 
e'old 

A voice behind her s.nd ; 

" Well, Fleur, am 1 pomp F.ast ! " 

Wilfrid ! His collar up to his ears, a cigarette between 
his lips, hands in pockets, eyes devouring. 

“ You're ver}’ silly, Wilfrid ! ” 

" Anything you like ; am 1 poinp East ? ” 
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“No; Sundny morniny—ck\cn o’clock at the Tate 
We’ll Calk It out ’’ 

“ Convenu! ” And he w.t'' c'onc 

Alone Middcnlv, like tli.it, Meur felt the firtt shook of 
rcnlitv. W.is WiltnJ iruK L'luni: to he unni.in,it,Tabl(. ' A 
laxK.ib ^f.'und up ; Michael btckoiuJ , I'lcur ^lopped in 
P.issin^' a p.ls^lon,^te]\ liiclited oi l.idkN Jis* 

playing to the inttre-ted l/tndi'rur the .lome o\ Parisian 
undrcBS, she felt Mioh.iel iruhne low trJ- her If slk were 
going to kap Willrid, ^h.e must be him tii MiJuicl (hiK 
“ You nctdn’i kiss me in Pn^ >dill\ Cirui'. Michael ' 

** Sorr\', duckic ' liN a litth pr<\ious- 1 meant to cot 
you opposite the Partin ru um " 

Meur remcmbircJ h‘>w li< had slept on a bp inish sofa I t 
the first forttmtht of tlmr InmcsmiMin, how lie alwus 
insisted that she must not spend an\ ilnng on him, l>ut must 
always let him gi\c her what he likid, though she' had three 
thousand a u*ar and he twelve hundred, how jump\ he 
was when she had a cold—.md Ikwv he alwav^ came home 
to tea. Yes, he was a dear! Hut would ^he break lur 
heart if he went East e^r West lo-morrow ? 

Snuggled »igaim*i hira, she was surprised at her own 
cynicism. 

A telephone message wnticn out, in the h.dl, ran : 
“ Please tell Mrs. iMont Tve got Mr. Gurding Minner. Ladv 
Alisson.” 

It was restful. A real antique! She turned on the 
lights in her room, and stood for a moment admiring it. 
Truly pretty i A slight snuffle from die corner—Ting-a- 
ling, tan on a black cushion, lay like a Clunese bun in 
miniature; pure, remote, fresh from evening communion 
with the Square railings. 

“ I sec you/^ said Fleur. 

Tmg-a4ing did not stir; his round black eyes watched 



THE WHITE MONKEY 27 

his mistress undress When she returned from the huih- 
room he w.is curled into .1 ball Fleur ilntughi • ' Queer! 
H<nv d<'CS he kn<*v\ Michael UMn’t be omiin? ? ’ And 
slippins; into her well wanned bed, slie too curled herself up 
.ilkl '•kpt 

Ikit in the nic'hr, contrary to her custom, she awoke. A 
^rv-h'ni:, v.urd. trailini:, from sonuwhere-the river— 
tlx s]inu-.ii (he back r<>u<ini'numore—poipnanl, aching 
—of her hont>ino-m —(jr m.ul i. its roots below, jct,ivorv, 
pukl, the waujimanhs cr\, ilu lines m Jon's letter : 

“ \’oue m the night tr\in'j. down in the old sleeping 
Spanish Cilv darkened under iicr white stars. 

Wli.il sa\ (he voiie—Its <k.ir, lingering anguish ? 

Just tile. w.iK hin.m, Itlling liis d ilt kss tale of safely ? 
just ,i road-m.m, tliiiging to ilu snoo^ hts.song ? 

No' 'Ti'oik dtprivid, whose lover’sluartisv\ccpinp% 
Just li!s«.ry: ‘ Ih-w long ? ’ ” 

A erv, or had '^he dre.inied it ? Jun, Wilfrid, Michael 1 
No Use lu ha\c a heart I 
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Lady Ai.isos Char\\ in, Kirn 11( jiiihcl.l, d.uiclifor of ilu.- 
firsi ^^^rl of C.tinpdtn, .jiid \m1( io IjontI Ch.trudl, K C , 
Mith.itTs sorTK'wli.ii \oiiiii,' urult, u.^^ i tkliuhtlui f'nL'li'’Ii- 
wonuin f>roui;la up in .. mi uuf'ud .i^ the m.uI oI M)nn\ 
I’ull of hr.^1n^, < nt ri:\. rn"iu\, .in-l tinif.irid in ir- 

poluuo U'iT.il .uuestrv In Miic fdood, thi'. Nt i \\,i. hnkt d o.. 
but .ip.irt from ‘SnooU’ .mJ tin vlulKr li iiint' ol birth m.i 
pri\ili*p( h di.irmiHL;, ir'c i.v, atul, 

.HCorJinp to MuIi.kI, “ bnoMmli, ,,M ihint^, .enhnu ilb. 
.jnd intcllfc(u.ill), but thc_\‘li nn^r ''i. it Tin ^ ti.ink 
tlic)Tc the lop not«.h qiikk, h(ihh\, up-io d tu-, u^H 
bred, inioihgcni, rhc\ sintplv i-.in't im.ti,»inc their iqu.ii' 
Hut you see their mi.ii'in.ition is Jehcieni Thur re tli\ 
creative energy would vo into a piiu pot Inmk ,u 
their bti^iks — tfuwTc .ilw.ivs on n>riieihini^—philo>r>ph\, 
.spiritu.dKsm, poetr\, tithing, t^lem^cl\cs, \\h), c\cn their 
sonnets dry up before the)'re twents live Then know 
everything— except mankind outside their own set Oh ' 
they work—the) run the >how— the) fiavc t(», there’s no 
one else with their brains, and cncrg\, and taste Hut the \ 
run it round and round in their own blcximing cirelo It's 
the W‘orld U) them— and it might be worn Thc\’\e 
patented their own gtdden age, but it’s a trifle fl\ blown 
since the war/' 

Alison Charwcll—in and of this world, so spr)ly soulful, 
debonnairc, free, and cos\—lived w'lthin a stone's throw of 
Fleur, in a house pleasant, architecturally, as any in London. 

2 » 
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?'t)rty old, ^lic li.tj thn-f iluUrcn and omsjdcr.il'lo 
bcautv, wt.inni: a huit tineirom nu-nial and bodilv acnviiv 
of an l^(, ^1 r \\a> fond ot Micli.ud, in 

spue of Ills sir.tiurt. irituisni^, so tiiat his matrimonial 
venture had piqut. J 1m r from the st.irt I leur was d.iinlv, 
had i.]UKk natur.il intellimiU' this nieve \\as wortli 
iiiltuation lUu, thoiii:!) .id.ipt ibii. and assimilative, 

I I'-ur li.id rtrn-iiind i uri.>usl\ un issinidated . she continued 
ti> whet tlu lurioNiiv ot l,.id\ Mi-on, accUstonud {<> tlie 
ch.sc l'or<iu_'li oi ch"Ke spirits, and tindiif,^' a certain 
|oiLr!i.im\ in toiuict with tlic \c\v \k,'e on Meur's Copper 
ih, ,r ,^lic me! with ail irrc v ^ n m i tin rc, whkli, not taken 
to(j siriou-I\, Hij['td iur mind (hi ih it th>ur she almost 
felt .1 back mimlK r It w.is timul kipl: 

Keecniim 1 liar’s [i.UpiionK ciujuirv about (lurdon 
Minho, sfn h .d runj: up the novelist She knew him, il not 
W'W Nol'odv siLiiiid to know him vvcdl . amialdt, polite, 
sihnt. rallur dull .uid austere . but with a disc«inc.cruni' 
smile, son*etinU' ironical, sianeiimes tricndlv Ills Kioks 
were now ..,.u>tK, now sentimental On both counts u was 
r.ither the 1 ohion to run Inm down, ihuu^di he sull seemed 
to exist 

She rani: him up Would he omie to a dinner to-morrow 
at licT \ oung nephew, Mkhacl Mont’s, and meet the younger 
generation Mis answer came, r.uhcr high-pitched ; 

'* R uher! Full hi:, or dinner jacket ? ” 

“ How awtulK nice ot vuu ! ihev’l! be ever yi pleased 
Full tig, I believe. It’s the .second anniversary of their 
wedding.” She hung up the receiver with the thought . 
‘ He must be writing a boi)k about them ! ’ 

Conscious of responsibility, she arrived early. 

It was a grind night at her husband’s Inn, so that she 
brought nothing with her but the feeling of adventure, 
pleasant after a day spent in fluttering over the decision 
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at ‘ Sno<»ks*. She wa ^ rcui\ cd only by who had 

his Kick to the fire, anJ took no notice bevond a st.ire. 
Sitting down on the jade irretn s, she ''Aid : 

“Well, you funrn little Lrc.iture, dj-n’t \nu know me 
after .ill tills time ? " 

Tinc-a-Iing\ bl.uk shin\ y.i/e seemed s.iving “You 
recur here, I know ; mi'-'t t]iinL:s recur There is nothing 
new .ibtiut the future ” 

Iv.idv Ah'^on fill into a ir.iin of tliought The new genera¬ 
tion ! I)id she want her own girT to be (<f it ' She would 
like to talk to Mr M inli>' il'out ili.it - they h.id IlrI .l \er\ 
nice t.tlk .it Ih n lieruvt s htinre the v\.ir Nine \e.irs 
•ipn— S\’lnl onh' v;\, )'i.iii nnlv tour then ! Time went, 
lliinRS tli.inyeil ' A new pemr.itien ' .And wli.it w.is tlic 
difference ! " I think \m h.id mure tr.iditMn ' " ..nj to 

hcr^elt Mtftly 

A Jiitht sound drew hir c\es up from eontenipl.ition of 
her feel Ting-.i-line w.l^ inoMn); ins t.iil from side to side 
on the he.irthriiy, .us il .ippl.Hiding. I'lcur’s voice, liclund 
her, s.iid : 

" Well, d.irling, I’m .iwfully hue. It avu good of )ou to 
get me Mr. Minh'o. 1 Jo hope thev’ll ,tll heh.tve. He’ll be 
between you nnd me, .in\w.i\ ; I’m sticking him .it the top, 
and Mith.icl .it the bottom, between Pauline L pshtre and 
Amabel Nazing, You’ll h.ivc biblcy on your left, .ind I'll 
have Aubrey on my right, then Ncsta Gorse and Walter 
N.izing; opposite them Linda Frewe and Charles Upshirc. 
Twelve. You know them all. Oh ! and you mustn’t mind 
if the Nazings and Nesta smoke between the courses. 
zVmabel will do it. She comes from Virginia—it’s the 
reaction. I do hope she’ll have some clothes on ; Michael 
always says it’s a mistake when she has; bnt having Mr. 
Minho makes one a little nervous. Did you see Nesta’s 
skit in ‘ The Bouquet ’ I Oh, too frightfully amusing— 
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clearly meant for I.v'' i) ! Tmi:, mv Tinir, ^rc you goine 
to Slav aPvl SOL' all t)ic<c people ^ Well, then, up here 
or v<iu’ll l»L troJvlen on Isn’t he Cluiiesc ? He docs so 
r<'und otf the rooin ” 

liny-a-line laid iiis mon his paws, m the centre of a 
jade uTeeii cushion 

“ Mr (lurdinj.' Miiuu r! ” 

Tile wdl-ln.'un novelist looked pale and composed. 
Mialam; the two extuuKd li.iiuls, he jfa/cd at Timj-a-ling, 
and s.iid 

" How niic ' Mow .ire \'>u, niv Imie man ? ” 

TinL:-a-linLr d.id mu •■tir '‘You take me lor a common 
I'.ni'lisli d< iL', ir ' '* hi" -lienee si cineJ to sav. 

Mr and Mr- W .ilur N.won. Miss Ecnda Frow,” 

Am il'W .\.i uii: e.uiu nrst, Hear alah.ister fn-m her fair 
hair down to liic st\ inehes ol c’hamin>,' back above her 
Waist line, sliii-udtd alabasttr Irom lour inehcs below the 
knee to tlie beaming toes of her shoes; the eminent 
novi-hst miHianically ceased to commune with Ting-a-linjf. 

Walter N.i/in^% who followed a lonp way up above his 
wife, had a tin) line of collar cmer^»cnt from sw,ithci of 
black, and a f.ice, cut a hundred )cars ago, that slii^htly 
resembled bhelley’s Hn> literary productions were some¬ 
times felt to l>e like the poclrv of that bard, and sometimes 
like the prose of Marcel Proust. “ What oh ! ” as Michael 
said. 

Linda Frewc, whom Fleur at once introduced to Gurdon 
Minho, was one about whose work no two people in her 
drawing-room ever agreed. Her works ‘ Trifles ’ and *The 
Furious Don’ had quite divided all (^nioo. Genius 
according to some, drivel according to others, those books 
always roused an interesting debate whether a slight 
madness enhanced or diminished the value of art. She 
herself paid little attention to criticism—she producoi. 
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** 7he Mr MInho ? Hf»w inicrc^ting ! I’ve never rc.id 
.'invlhinp of \uurv ” 

Fleur gave :i liltle 

“ Wh.it—don’t v<ni know Mr Minlio's rnr-^ ? But 
they’re wonderful Mr Minlio, I do w.mt Mr^ ^V.liter 
\a-ting to know \ou Ain.ibel - Mr (oirdon Mmlio ” 
“Oh' Mr Mmho how prrficiK i l‘\i. vsanicd 
to know \ou ever sinci m\ (r.ulli 
Fleur heard the no\i hst ‘•av quu tl\ • 

“ I ctiuld vMsh K li.id l'(cri loiiL’tr,” ind passed on in 
doubt to greet N\sla (Join-and >ihli \ S\\ an. w ho < ame in, 
as if ihcs lived together, t^uarri.lluie "v^r LsD. ^\^^a 
upholding liini 1 h eau'^i of his ‘ p.m u he', SihU \ m nniaining 
that wit liad died with the H<'-foration , this hll-.w was 
alive ! 

Mkhacl followed with the I p-liires and Auhrev (irteiie, 
whom he had encountered in the hill ’Ihe p.inv was 
e(»mplete 

Fleur loved perfection, and that evening was something 
of a nightmare Was it a -success ? Mmho was so clcarlv 
the least brilliant person there ; even Alison, r.ilked better 
And vet he had such a nnc skull. She did hope he would 
not go away early. Some one would be almost .sure t<t sav 
‘ Dug up ! ’ or ‘ Thick and h.^ld ! ’ before the door closed 
behind him. He was pathetically agreeable, as if trying to 
be liked, or, at least, not despised too much. .And tlicre 
must, of course, be more in him than met the sense of 
hearing. After the crab souffle he did seem to be talking 
to Alison, and all about youth. Fleur listened wuh one 
car. 

“ Youth feels . . , main stream of life ... not giving it 
what it wani.s. Past and future getting haloes . . . 
Quite I Contemporary life no earthly just now ... No 
, . . Oily comfort for us—we’ll be antiquated, some day, 
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like Congreve, .''rerne. Ddoc . . . have our ch.incc .ig.un 
. . . If'by? What ij driving them out of the main current ? 
Oh' Probabl) surfeit . ncw«^p.ipcrs . . . photographs. 
l)on't see life Uscll, onl\ reports . . reproductirms of it ; 
.ill seems shudds, lurid, commercial . . Youth says 

‘ A\s.i\ with It, let’s have the past or the future ! ’ *’ 

He t'K.k s(jnie s.dted almonds, and Fleur saw his eves 
str.u to tlu uppt r part of Amahil N'a/ing Down llicre the 
I on versa t ion w.ts hke \sso( laiion Jooth.ill -no one kept the 
ball lor more than one kkk It shot from head to head. 
\nJ ifter cverv sit <if p.js>cs v>me one would reach out and 
t.ike .1 iigarette, and blow a blue cloud aiross the unclothed 
ntcitory table Fleur in)o\ed the glow of her Spanish 
room--Its tiled floor, richlv coloured fruits in porcelain, its 
tooled leather, copper articles, and Soames’ Goya abov'c a 
MiHiridi divan ^he headed the bail promptly when it canu 
her way, but mitiatid notliing Her gift was to be aware of 
t \Irv rhmi; at once “ Mr< Michael Mont presented ” the 
bniiiant irrelev.ineies ol Linda Frewe, the pricks and 
stimulations of Nesta Gorsi, the mixmlit sliding innuendoes 
ot Aubrey Greene, the upturning strokes of Sibley Swan, 
Am.ibel Nj/ing’s little cool American audacities, Charlc.s 
L’p.shire’s curious bits ol lore, Wultcr Na-ting*a subversive 
contradictions, the critical intricacies of Pauline Upshirc ; 
Michael’s happy-go-lucky slings and arrows, even Alison’s 
knowledgeable quickness, and Gurdon Minho’s silences — 
she presented them all, showed them off, keeping her eyes 
anJ ears on tin. ball of talk lest it should touch earth and 
rc-i. Brilliant evening ; but— a success? 

On the jade green settee, when the last of them had gone 
and Mich^acl w seeing Alison home, she thought of Minho^s 
‘ Youth—not getting what it wants.’ No! Things didn’t 
fit. “ They don’t fit, do they, Ting ! ” But Ting-a-Iing was 
ured, only the tip of one ear quivered. Fleur leaned back 
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and sighed. Ting-a-ling uncurled himself, .md putting iiis 
forepaws on her thigh, looked up in her f-icc " Look .it 
me," he seemed to say, “ I’m all rieht. I get uliat I n.int, 
and i want what 1 get .\t present I want to go to bed.’’ 

" But I don’t," said I'lcur, without rao\ iiig. 

" Just take me up I " s.iid Ting- i-ling 
“Well,” said l-'leur, “ 1 suppose— It's .i nice person, 
but not the right p'crson, '1 ing " 

Ting-a-ling settled lilniself on her b.ire inns. 

“ It’s .ill right," he seemed to s.i\ “ Ttien ’.s a great de 
toomuthsenimieiil .ind ,di that, out ot tiuna. Come on 1 


■n * 



CHAPTFR V 

L\I 

Thf Hnnoural'lc Wiltnd Dtktrt's roomi were opposite « 
pituire gallav 'dt Cork htrect. The only male meniher of 
the aristocracy writing verse that any one would print, lie 
l,.ij chosen them for seclusion rather than for comfort. His 
' jiink,’ however, was not devoid of the taste and luxury 
which overflows from the greater houses of England. Furni¬ 
ture from the Hampshire seat of the Cornish nobleman. Lord 
Mullyon, had oozed into two vans, when Wilfrid settled in. 
He was seldom to be found, however, in his nest, and was 
tell to be a rare bird, owing his rather unique position among 
the younger writers p.inly to his migratory reputation. He 
himself hardly, perhaps, knew where he spent hU time, or 
did his work, hating a sort of mental claustrophobia, a 
dread of being hemmed in by people. When the war broke 
out he had just left Eton ; when the war was over he was 
twenty-three, as old a young man as ever turned a state. 
His friendship with Michael, begun in hospital, had lan¬ 
guished and renewed itself suddenly, when in 1920 Michael 
joined Danby and Winter, publishers, of Blake Street, 
Covent Garden. The scattery enthusiasm of the sucking 
publisher had been roused by Wilfrid’s verse. Hob-nobbing 
lunches over the poems of one in need of literary anchorage, 
had been capped by the finn’i surrender to Michael’s insist¬ 
ence. The mutual intoxication of the first book Wilfrid had 
written and the first book Michael had tpoiuored was 
crowned at Michael’s wedding. Best man 1 Since then, so far 
aa Desert could be tied to anything, he had been tied to thoM 

35 



A MODKRN COMEDY 


36 

two ; nor, to do him ju.sticc, had Ik realised till a month 
that the attraction was ma Mteli.itl, hut i Icur ])cscrt 
never spoke of tlic war. it was not possible to learn from his 
own mouth an ctTc^t wliuh he lia\c summed up thus 

" 1 li\cd .s(» lon^' with horror and death , \ ''uw men so m the 
raw ; I put hope of an\ thirn,' out oi ni\ mind s.. utterlv. that 
I can never more liave the faintest rtspcLt for tlKorics, 
promises, conventions, niorahtus, am] principles 1 jia\<. 
hated t(H) nnuh the nun who wallowtii in th>-in whih f w.is 
wallowinj^ in mud and bl )od Illusion is otf No r<ht.M(*n 
and no pliilosophy will satist\ nu words, ill words I 
have Mill my sense > - - no thanks to ilu m , nn •'I ill i ap-ddi. 

I find—<»f passion ; can still i;rii ni\ tietli and c'fin . liavi. 
still some feclini» of trench lo\ .ilt\ , but wlKiher il or just a 
complex, 1 don't \ct know I am J.inct rou-, but not s.. 
dangerous as those w ho trade in words, prineif'K s, tin <»ri' 
and all manner <d lanaiK.il kIukv to be worked out in the 
bi«H>d and sweat of otlicr nun Tjie war’s ilonc one thing 
for me-converted life to cunud\ Laugh at u—there's 
nothing else to do ! " 

Leaving the concert hall on the I'ndac night, he had 
walked straight home to liis rooms And King down lull 
length on a monk's sent of the filteenth ccniur), restored 
with down cushions and silk ut tJu iweniicth, lie crossed liis 
liands behind his head and dclncrcd himself to these 
thoughts : ‘lam nor going on like thu bhe has bewitched 
me. It doesn’t mean anything to her. But 11 means hell to 
me. I’ll finish with it on Sunda)—Persia's a good place 
Arabia's a goc^d place—plenty of bhx^d and sand I She*' 
incapable of giving anything up. How* has she hooked 
herself into me ! By trick of e\cs, and hair, bv her walk, 
by the sound of her voice—by trick of warmth, scent, colour. 
Fling her cap over the windmill—not she ! What then ? 
Am 1 to hang about her Chinese fireside and her little Chinese 
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dog; and have this ache and this fever because I c.m’i be 
kissing her ? I’d rather be flyinp again in the middle of 
Bochc whiz-bangs! Sunday ' How women like to drag 
out agonies! It’ll be just this aftcrniKm all over again. 

How unkind of you to go, when your friendship is so 
precious to me! Stay, and be my tame cat. Wilfrid! ” 
No, my dear, for once you're* up against it' And - so am I, 
by the Lord ’ . . 

When m that gallery which extends as\lum to British art, 
those two young people met so .iccidentailyon Sundaymorn- 
ing in front <tf Eve smelling at the flowers of the Harden of 
Eden, there were present abo six mechanics in various stages 
ot decomp»‘siiiun, a cust'Klt-in and a couple from the 
pr(»vmccs, none of whom seemed capable uf observing 
anything whatever And, indeed, that meeting was inex¬ 
pressive. Tw(i young people, of the disillusioned class, 
exchanging condemnations of the past. Desert with hi.s 
off-hand speech, his smile, his well-tailored informality, 
suggested no aching heart. Of tiic two Elcur was the paler 
and more interesting. Desert kept saying to himteU : 
“ No melodrama—that’s all it would be ! ” And I'Icur was 
thinking: ‘ If I can keep him ordinary like this, I shan’t 
lose him, because he’ll never go away without a proper 
outburst.’ 

It was not until they found themselves a second time 
before the Eve, that he said : 

“ I don’t know why you asked me to come, Fleur. It’s 
playing the goat for no earthly reason. I quite understand 
your feeling. I’m a bit of ‘Ming’ that you don’t want to h)sc- 
But it’s not good enough, my dear; and diat’s all about it.” 

“ How hoiribie of you, Wilfrid ! ” 

“ Well! Here we part! Give us your flipper.” 

His eyc»~>fadier beautifuD-lookcd dirk and tragic 
above the «"il^ on his lips, and she said ttaffimering: 
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“Wilfrid—I—I don’t know. I want time. I can’t bear 
you to be unhappy. Don’t go away ! Perhaps I—I shall 
be unhappy, too ; 1—I don’t know.’’ 

Through Desert passed the hitter thought ■ ‘ She can't 
let go—she doesn’t know how.’ But he s.aid quite softlv : 
“ Cheer up, my child ; you’ll be over all tliat in a fortnight. 
I’ll send you something to make up Why shouldn’t 1 make 
it China—one pl.ice is .is good .13 another ? I’ll send you a 
bit of real ‘ Ming,’ of a better period than this.’’ 

Fleur said passionately; 

“ You’re insulting ! Don’t ! ” 

“ I beg your pardon. I don’t want to leave you angry.” 

“ What is it you want of me ! " 

“ Oh ! no—come ! This is going over it twice. Besides, 
since Friday I’ve been thinking. I want nothing, Fleur, 
except a blessing and your hand. Give it me ! Come on ' ” 

Fleur put her hand behind her back. It was too mortify¬ 
ing ! He took her for a cold-blooded, collecting little cat— 
clutching and playing with mice that she didn’t want to 
eat! 

“ You think I’m made of ice,” she said, and her teeth 
caught her upper lip : “ Well, I’m not! ” 

Desert looked at her ; his eyes were very wretched. “ I 
didn’t mean to play up your pride,” lie said. ” Let’s drop 
it, Fleur. It isn’t any good.” 

Fleur turned and fixed her eyes on the Eve—rumbustious- 
looldiW female, care-irce, avid, taking her fill of Sower 
perfume 1 Why not be care-free, take anything that came 
along } Not so much love in the world that one could aSord 
to pass) Having it unsmdled, unplttcked. Runaway! Go 
to the Bajt 1 Of course, she couldn’t do anything extrava¬ 
gant like that I But, perhaps-What did it matter ? 

one man or another, when neither did yon really knre 1 

From tmdv her drot^ed, white, dark-lashed cyehdt ahe 
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saw the expression on his taco, and that he was standing 
stiller than the sratu<-v And •suddenly she said : " You 
will be a fool to go Wait!" And without another word 
or look, 'In* walked away, leaving Desert breathless before 
the avid L\c. 



CHAPTER VI 


*OLO FORSYTE’ AND ‘ OLD MOMT * 

Moving away, in the confusion of her mood, Fleur almost 
trod on the i<»cs of a too-familiar figure standing before an 
Alma Tailcma witli a ‘snri of grev anxiety, as if lost in the 
mutability of market v.ilucs 

“ Father! Tnu up m Kjwn ? Come along to lunch, I 
have to get home quick.” 

Hooking his arm and keeping between him and Eve, she 
guided him away, thinking . ' Did he see us ? Could he 
have seen us ? ’ 

“ Have you got enough on ? ” muttered Soames. 

“ Heaps! ” 

“Thai’s wlui y<»u women always say East wind, and 
your neck like that! Well, I don’t know.” 

“ No, dear, but I do,” 

The grey eyes appraised her from head to foot. 

“What arc you doing here?” he said. And Fleur 
thought: ‘Thank God he didn’t see He’d never ha\c 
asked if he had.’ And she answered : 

“ I take an interest in arc, darling, as well as you.” 

“ Well, I’m staying with your aunt in Green Street. This 
cast wind has touched my liver. How’s your—how’s 
Michael ? ” 

'* Oh, he’s all right—a little cheap. We had a dinner last 
night.” 

Anniversary! The realism of a Forsyte stirred in him, 
and he looked under her eyes. Thrusting his hand into his 
overcoat pocket, he said; 
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“ I was bringing \ou thu." 

Elcur saw a flat sub!>tancc>\ rapped in pink tissue paper. 

“ Darling, what is it ? ” 

Soames put It back intf> ht^ pocket 
“ We’ll ^ec later. Anvbudv to hint h 
“ Only Bart.” 

“Old Mont! Oil, Lord!” 

‘‘ Don’t you like Bart, dc u ^ ” 

“Like him ’ lie and 1 have uotlum,'m common ” 

“1 thought you Iratcrnisai rather over the slate of 
things.” 

“ He’s a reactionary,” said S>ames 
“ And what arc you, duckv ’ ” 

“ I ? What should I be ’ ” With iIunc words he 
affirmed that policy of non-comniiimeni which, the older he 
grew, the more he perceived to be the onl) attitude for a 
sensible man 

“ How is Mother ? ” 

“Looks well 1 bCC nothing of her - she’s got her own 
mother down—they go gadding about.” 

He never alluded to Madame Lamotic as Fleur’s grand* 
mother—the less his daughter had to do with her French 
side, the better 

“ Oh ! ” said Fleur “ There’s Ting and a cat I ” Ting- 
a-ling, out for a breath of air, and tethered by a lead in the 
hands of a maid, was snufHmg horribly and trj’ing to climb 
a railing whereon was perched a black cat, all hunch and 

eyes 

“ Give him to me, Ellen. Come with Mother, darling! ” 
Ting-a-ling came, indeed, but only because he couldn’t go, 
bristling and snuffling and turning his head back. 

“ 1 like to see him natural,” said F'lcur. 

“ Waste of money, a dog like chat,” Soames commented. 
** You should have had a bull-dog and let him slceo in 
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h»ll. No end of burplnrics Your aunt had her knocker 
Molen.” 

“ I wouldn’t fian wiili 'I'lng ftir a hundred knockers.” 

“One of these days you'll be having him stolen— 
fashionable breed.” 

Fleur opened her Iront door. “ Oil! ” she said, “ Bart’s 
here, already! ” 

A shiny hat w.is reposing on a marble eeificr, present from 
Soames, intended to hold co.its and discourage moth. 
Placing lus hat alongside the other, So.imes looked at them 
They were too simil.ir for words, tall, high, shinv, and with 
the same name inside. He had resumed the ‘ tall h.it ’ 
habit after the failure of the gener.il and coal strikes in 1921, 
his instinct having told him tli.it revolution would be at a 
discount for some considerable period. 

“ About this thing,” he said, taking out the pink p.arcel, 
“ I don’t know what you’ll do with it, but here it is.” 

It was a curiously carved and coloured bit of op.al in .1 
ring of tiny brilliants. 

“ Oh ! ” Fleur cried; “ What a delicious thing ! ” 

“ Venus floating on the waves, or something,” murmured 
Soames. “ Uncommon. You want a strong light on it.” 

“ But it’s lovely. I shall put it on at once.” 

Venus ! If Dad had known ! She put her arms round 
his neck to disguise her sense of i propcs. Soames received 
the mb of her cheek against his own well-shaved face with 
bis usual stillness. Why demonstrate when they were both 
aware that his affection was double hers ? 

“ Put it on then,” he said, “ and let’s see.” 

Fkni pinned it at her neck before an old lacquered mirror. 
“ It's a jewel. Thank you, darling 1 Yes, your tie is 
straight. I like that white piping. You ought always to 
wear it with Uack. Now, come along I ” And she drew 
ium into her Chinese .room. It was empty. 
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“ li.irt must be up with Michael, talking about hi-, new 
book " 

“ Writing at his age i ” said boames. 

“ \\ ell, ducky, he's a tear younger than you ” 

“ 1 don't write. Not suth a fool, tiot any more new- 
langled friends f " 

" lust one—Gurdon Minho, the nosebst.” 

"Anotlicr of the new scliool .’ " 

“ Oh, no, dear' hurtly Xiiu’u- heard of Gurdon Minho ; 
he’s older than the hills ” 

" They’re all ahke to me." inuttLreJ Soamcs “ Is he 
well thought of ? ” 

“ I should think Ins ineome i.s larger than yours. He’s 
almost a clas.sic—only waning to die.” 

" TU get one of his books and re id it. What name did 
you say ' ” 

" Get ‘ Big ..nd lank I l^lle^,' by Gurdon Minho. You 
c.in remember that, can't you r Oh 1 here they are ! 
Michael, look at what Father's given me.” 

Taking his hand, she put it up to the opal at her neck. 

‘ Let them both see,’ she thought, ‘ what good terms we're 
on.’ Though her father had not seen her with Wilfrid in 
tlie gallery, her conscience still said : “ Strengthen your 
respectabihty, you don’t quite know how much support 
you’U need for it in future.” 

And out of the comer of her eye she watched those two. 
The meetings between ‘ Old Mont ’ and ‘ Old Forsyte ’— 
as she knew Bart called her father when speaking of him to 
Michael—always made her want to langh, but she never 
quite knew why. Bart knew everything, but hia know¬ 
ledge was beautifully bound, strictly edited by a mind 
tethered to the ‘eighteenth century.’ ifer father only 
knew what was of advantage to bin, bnt the knowledge was 
unbound, and subject to no editorship. If be war lace 



44 


A MODERN COMEDY 


Victorian, he was not .ihovc profiting if necessary by even 
later periods. ‘Old Munt ’ had faith in tradithm, ‘Old 
Forsyte’ none. Fleur’s acuteness had lonj' perceived a 
difference which favoured lur father. Yet ‘Old Mont’s ’ 
talk was so much more up-t(>-daie, rapid, ^.dancing, garruKms, 
redtdent of precise inform,ilion , <ind ' Old Forsyte’s ‘ was 
constricted, matter-of-fact Reall\ impossible to tell which 
of the two was tin better nui'-eiim sj'ccimen ; and bf)lh 
so well-preserved ! 

They did not precise!} shake hands, but Soames men¬ 
tioned the weather And a!m<»st at once they all four 
nought that Sunday food whuh In a sustained effort of will 
Fleur had at last deprneJ of reference to the British 
character. They partook, in fact, of lobster cocktails, .md 
a mere risotto of chickens’ livers, .m omelette au rhum, and 
dc«scrt trying to look as Spanish as it could. 

“ I’ve been in the T.att," Fleur said , “ I do think it’s 
touching.” 

“ Touching ? ” c|ueried Soames with a sniff. 

“ Fleur means, sir, that to see so much old English art 
together is like looking at a baby show.” 

” 1 don’t follow,” said Soames stiffly. ” There’s some 
very good work there.” 

” But not grown-up, sir.” 

” Ah ! You young pfc»plc mistake all this crazy cleverness 
for maturity.” 

” That’s not what Michael means, Father. It’s quite 
true that English painting has no wisdom teeth. You can 
see the difference in a moment, between it and any Con¬ 
tinental painting.” 

“ And thank God for it! ” broke in Sir Lawrence. ” The 
beauty of this country’s art is its innocence. We’re the 
oldest country in the world politically, and the youngest 
aesthetically. What do you say, Forsyte i ” 
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"Turner ic old and enough for me/' viid Soamci 
u;nl\ "Are )i>u u>mini' tu the P I‘R S. Hoard on 
Tuesduv ’ " 

'’Tuisd.iv^ We uere to the spinnev.i, 

weren’t we, Muhnel ' " 

Souines j^riinied " I should let them wait," he ^ald. 
" We settle till report ” 

It was throu',,'h ‘Old Mont's' influtnec that he had 
reeeivcd a scat on tlie lio.ird (d that flouri'^hint’ toncern, the 
l*ro\ideniial Premium Rta<;^urancc Societx. and, truth lo 
tell, lie was Hot sUtine \erv easiK in it Though tlic law 
i4 .0 (.rapes was, perh.ips, the nut^t riliahlc thing in the 
world, there were uri umstanees which had begun to cause 
liini disquK tude He looked round his nose Eight weight, 
this narrow-headid, twisting-t)ebrowed bnronct of a chap 

lik(. his son before iiim ' And he added suddenly 
" I’m not eas\ It I’d realised how thnt dup Eldcffion 
ruled the hmcsi, I doubt it 1 should have come on to that 
Hoard ’’ 

One side of ■ Old M'mt’s' Oce seemed to try to leave the 
other 

" Eldersf)n ' " he sjiJ “ His grandfather was my 
grandfather’s parhamentarv agent at the time of the Reform 
Bill, he put him through the most corrupt election ever 
fought—Kiught every vote--used to kiss all the farmer's 
wives. Great days, For.'jytc, great days! ” 

" And over," said Soames. “ I don’t believe in trusting 
a man’s judgment as far as we trust Eldcrson’s; I don’t 
like this foreign insurance.” 

My dear Forsyte—first-rate head, Eldcrson ; Pvc 
known him all my life, we were at Winchester together/’ 

Soames uttered a deep sound. In that answer of ’Old 
Mont’s’ lay much of the rcasoa for his disquietude. On 
the Board they had all, as it were, been at Winchewer 
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tojifcthcr! It was the vcrv* cieucc ! They were all >1 
honourable that they ilarcil not scrurin^c each otnrr, <t 
even their own collective pohev Wor-ic than ihoir dn ad 
of mistake or fraud was their dread of ^eeming to dl■.•l:ll^t 
each other And thb was natural, for rti distrust each other 
was an immediate e\d And, as Soanu-s knew, imnuiiiati 
evils arc those whuh one avo!d^ Indeed, onlv that ten¬ 
dency, inherited from his father, Jainc h, to he awake U-t u i *. i* 
the hours of two and lour, when the elirvsalis of faint mis¬ 
giving becomes so readily the hutterlh of panic, had df \e 
loped his uneasiness. The P.I‘ K S, was so imposing a con 
cern, and he had beciuonmctui vMilut so short a time, th.u 
it seemed presumptuous to smell a rat, cspccialK .is 1 r 
would have lo leave the Board and the thousand a vear Ik 
earned on it if he raised smell of rat wulioui rat or rca.s<ni 
But what if there were a rat ? 'fhat was the trouble ’ And 
here sat ‘ Old Mont ’ talking of his spinness and his erand 
father. The fellow's head was too small! And visited In 
the cheerless thought: ‘There's nobody here, not even 
my own daughter, capable of taking a thing seriously,' he 
kept silence. A sound at his elbow roused him. That 
marmoset of a dog, on a chair between him and his daughter, 
was sitting up! Did it expect him to give it something ? 
Its eyes would drop out one of these da)s. And he said : 
“ Well, what do you want ? ” The waj- the little beast 
stared with those boot-buttons! “ Here," he said, offering 
it a sailed almond. “ You don’t eat these,” 

Tlng-aAing did. 

** He has a passion for them. Dad. Haven’t wu, 
darling } ” 

Ting-a-ling turned his eye» up at bournes, through whom 
a queer sensation passed. ‘ ^ieve the little brute likes 
me,’ he thought, * he’s alway^lookiog at me.’ He touched 
the dog's nose with the his finger. Ting-a-ling 
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g.ive It n ^ght lick with Ins curlv blackish tongue. 

“Poor fellow!’’ muiicrcJ Saames in^oluntartly, and 
turned to ‘ Old 

“ Don't mention w'hat I ^.ud ” 

“ M\ dear Porsyic, what wa^ that ? ” 

Good Heavens ' And he was on a Board with a man like 
this! What had made him come on, when he didn’t want 
the money, or an\ more worries—goodness knew'. As soon 
as Ik had bcvome a dircUor, Winifred and others of his 
lamih had begun to acquire sliarcs to neutralise ihcir 
mc<ime ta\---se\en per cent preference—nine per cent. 
ordinar\—mvtc.id of the siead\ five the\ ought to be con¬ 
tent w-iih Tliere it was, lie tatuldn’t move without people 
following him He had aIw.l\^ been so safe, so perfect a 
guide in the nionc\ mazef To be worried at his time of 
life ! Hi" lvc" sought «.onifori from the opal at his daugh* 
let’s neck- prut) tiling, preit) neck ' Well! Sheseemed 
h-ippy enough—liad forgotten her infatuation of two years 
ago ! That wa^ something to be thankful for. What she 
wanted now was a child t" steady her in all this modem 
scrimmage of twopenn)-ha’penny wnters and painters and 
musicians A lo»)sc lot, but she had a good little head on 
her. H she had a child, he would pul another twenty 
thousand into licr settlement. That was one thing about 
her mother—steady in money matters, good French method. 
And Fleur—so far as he knew—cut her cxiat according to 
her cloth. What was that? The word ‘Goya’ had 
caught hiscar. New life of him coming out } IPm ! That 
confirmed his slowly growing conviction that Goya had 
reached top point again. 

“ Think 1 shall part with that,” he said, pointing to the 
picture. “ There’s an Argentine over here.” 

“Sell your Goya, sir?” It-was Michael speaking. 
“ Think of the envy with which you’re now regarded ! ” 
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“One e.in'i have everything,” s.nd Snames 
“That reproduttnm we’ve got for ‘ The New Life ’ ha< 
turned out first-rate ‘ Propcrt\ of SoamcN For.svte, 
Ksquirc ’ Let’s get the hook out first, sir, anyway.” 

“ Shadow or substance, cli, For-uc ' ” 

Narrow headed baronet clup-was he mocking? 

''I've no famiU place," he said 

“ No, hut we lia\e, sir,” niurnuired Michael ; “ vou cmld 
leave it to Fleur, \<)U know “ 

“Well,” said hoaines, “we sluli see it ili.it's wt-riii 
while.” .And he k^ikcd at his daughter 

Fleur seldom blushed, hut she puked up Tmg-a-lmg and 
rose from the ^p.tnish table Mieh.iel tollowcd sutt 
“ Coffee in the iiih( r r-'orn,'’he s.iid ‘Old i'or.sv tc ’ and 
“Old Moiu ' stood up, wiping then nioustae-hcs. 



CHAPTKR VII 

* OLD MOS 1 ’ \SI) ‘ 01 IM OK^Y 11 ’ 

1 ’mf ofBcc'? I't the H K S ucre nen f.ir fn»ni tfit C'»llcgc of 
\rni'^ So.jnic'. \sli<> knevN ili.n ‘ three Jcxicr butklo on 
,1 siMe 1,'ruunJ i^viles * .jhvI t ‘ ph« .i'. int proper* had been 
obtained there at some t xpeiise b\ his I nele bvsithtn m the 
'sixties of tin last untiirv, had aUa\s piM)h-po<ihcd the 
biiildintj, until, iboat a \e ir il'o, he had been ^true'k bj the’ 
name (tt>ldine in i book hIiu li ht had abscnil\ taken up at 
tfie C'onnoissc urs’ Club I'lie affair purported to prove that 
Wiilnm ^hakespean uas re.dh Fdvvard dc VVre, Earl oi 
Oxiord Tin iiioiherot ihe (arl was a (ioldinj>-'-so was the 
mother of boarncs ' ']‘hi eoineidencc struck him ; and he 

\ve*ni on reading' The (onn left him with judgment 'sus¬ 
pended i>\cr the m.im is^ue, but a distinet curiosit) an to 
whether he was n<»t fit the same bl<M»d as Shakespeare. Even 
if the earl were not the bard, lie tclt that the connection 
lould onl\ be treditabU, thouj;li. so far as he could make 
out, Otford was a shad\ fellow Recently appointed on the 
Hoard of the P R R S , so that he passed the college every 
other Tucsda\, he had thfiught: * Shan't go spending a lot 
of money on it, but might l(X)k in one day.’ Having looked 
in, It was asionisljing how taken he had been by the whole 
thing Tracing his mother had been quite like a criminal 
investigation, nearU as ramified and fully as expensive. 
Having iKgun, the tenacity of .a Forsyte could hardly bear 
to leave him short of the mother of Shakespeare dc Vere, 
even though she would be collateral; unfortunately, he could 
not get past a certain William Gouldyng, Ingcrcr—what- 
19 
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ever that iniRhi be, .ind lie wa*? afraid tn enquire 

—(>{ the time of Oliver Cromwell There were still four 
generations to be unravelled, and he was losing money and 
the hope of getting anything for it This it was which caused 
him to ga/e askance at the retired building while passing it 
on his way t<j the Hoard on the Tiie-.dav after the lunch at 
Fleur’s. Two more wakeful cnrlv mornings had screwed him 
to the pilch of bringing his doubts to a head and knowing 
where he Mood in the matter of the P P R S., and this 
sudden reminder that he was spending money here, there and 
everywhere, when there was a possibility, however remote, 
of financial liability somewhere else, sharpened the edge of a 
nerve already stropped by misgivings Neglecting the lift 
and walking slowly up the twu flights of stairs, he ‘ went 
over’ his fclIow-Jirectors Jor the fifteenth time Old 
Lord Fontenoy was tlierc for his name, of course ; seldom 
attended, and was what they called ‘ a dud’—h’m 
nowadays; the chairman, bir Luke Murman, seemed 
always to be occupied in not being taken for a Jew. His 
nose was straight, but his eyelids gave caui.c for doubt. His 
surname was impeccable, but his ChribUan dubious; his 
voice was reassuringly roughened, but his clothes had a 
suspicious tendency towards gloss. Altogether a man who, 
though shrewd, could not be trusicd—Soames fclc 4 -to be 
giving his whole mind to other business. As for ‘ Old Mont ’ 
—what was the good of a ninth baronet on a Board ? Guy 
Meyricke, King’s Counsel, last of the three who had been 
* together,* was a good man in court, no doubt, but with no 
time for business and no real sense of it! Remained that 
converted Quaker, old Cuthbert Mothergill—whose family 
name had been a by-word for successful integrity throughout 
the last emtury, so that people still put Mothergills on to 
rbpatdi almost mechanically—rather deaf, dice dean old 
^pi, and qmte bland, but nothing A perfectly 
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hfinost lot, no doubt, but perfunctory. None of them rc.illy 
uivnif! their minds to the thinf;! In Eldcrson’s pocket, u^n. 
except pcrh.ips Sh.irmun, and he on the wobble. And 
l.ldctson himself—clever cli.ip, bit of an artist, pcrh.ips, 
managing director from the si.irt, with everything .it his 
tinger-tips' Yes! That was the mischief! Prestige of 
superior knowledge, and ye.irs of success—they all kow- 
losvcd to iiini, and no wonder' Trouble with a man like 
;!ijt w.is th.ii il he once admitiej to having made a mistake 
he destroud the legend ol hi- inf^illibility Soamerhad 
inoiigii int.illil'ility of hi' own to rt.ilise how powerful was 
iis impetus Mu.irJs .idmiiiing nothing. Ten months ago, 
when he h.iJ come on to the Board, everything had seemed 
in full sail; ejch.ingcs had reached bottom, so they all 
tliought—the ‘ rcassiir.inte of foreign contracts’ policy, 
winch I'.lderion had initiated .ib'iut a year before, li.id 
seemed, with rising exchanges, perhaps the brightest feather 
in the cap ot possibility ,'\nd now, a twelvemonth later, 
boamcs suspected darkly tli.it they did not know where they 
were -Jiiei the general meeting only six weeks off 1 Prob- 
•iblv not even Elderson knew , or, if he did, he wa.s keeping 
knowledge which ought to belong to the whole directorate 
severely to himself. 

He fptcred the board room without a smile. All there— 
even lajrd Fontenoy and ' Old Mont ’—given up his 
spinneys, had he ! Soames took his seat at the end on ihl 
fireside. Staring at Elderson, he saw, with sadden clear¬ 
ness, the strength of the fellow’s position; and, with equal 
clearness, the weakness of the P.P.R.S. With this tising 
and falling currency, they could never know exactly their 
liability —they were just gambling. Listening to the 
minutes and other routine business, with his chin clasped 
in his hand,'he let his eyes move frenn face to face—old 
Mothergill, Elderson, Mont opposite; Shaman at the head; 
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Fontenoy, Meynckc, hack to himself- dousicc hoard of the 
year. He could not, must not, he placed in .in\ dubious 
position ! \\ his first j^eneral meiiin^; on this lonccrn, he 

must not face the shareholders without knowing; cxactlv 
where he slmtd. He looked au’ain at Kldcrson—sweetish 
face, bald head ralhir like (uluis C.esar\. nothin^ to •^ul:ye^t 
irrcjijularitv or e^cc^s|\^. ■tptimism--m taa, s!)mewhai re¬ 
sembling that of old I'luk Nuhi'las Fnr>\lc, whose .ifi.tirs 
liad been such an examjde (<> the la-t 1 ,'cneration hut one 
The managing,’ direUor havinv: ininpltud his exposition, 
Soames dircued his ga/c at ’la pink face of dose\ old 
Morhcrgill, and said : 

“ Fm not Sriti'^hed that these .iccounts disclo-<. our true 
position. 1 want the Mo.ird adjourned to thi> da\ week, 
Mr. Chairman, and during the week I want c\tr\ mcmhei 
of the Board furnished with exact details of the foreign 
contract commitments whuli do nnt mature during the 
present financial ye.ir. I notice tliat those are lumped 
under a general estimate ot liability I am not satisfied 
w'ith that. They ought to he separately treated^’ Shilling 
his ga/c past Eldcrson to the face of ‘ Old .Mont,' he went 
on : “ Unless there’s a material change for the hotter on the 
Continent, which I don’t anticipate (quite the contrarv), 
I fully expect those commitments will put us inji^ueer 
Street next year.” 

The scraping of feet, shifting of legs clearing of throats 
which accompany a slight sense of outrage greeted the 
words ‘Queer Street and a sort of satisfaction svscllcd 
in Soames ; he had rattled their complacency, made them 
fee) a touch of the misgi\ing from which he himself was 
suffering, 

“ We have always treated our commitments under one 
general estimate, Mr. Forsyte.” 

Plausible chap! 
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And to my mind uronglv. Thi^ forci^ contnci 
busiiK-'S is a new p()lK\. Tor all I c.m tell, instead of 
pa) mg n dividend, we ought m he setting this year's profits 
against a certain loss next vear.” 

Again tliat --crape and rustle. 

“ My dear sir, absurd ! " 

The bulldog in Soanu''- snuffled 

“bo \o\i ^av he said “ \m T to have those 
di tails ' ” 

“The Board can have what details it likes, of course 
But permit nu to rcm.trk on the general question that it 
ctin only be a matter ol estimate A conservative basis 
has alwa\s been adopted " 

“That is a matter of opinion," s.dd Sfiamcs; “and in 
in) view It s}u>uld he the Hoard’s opinion after very cat^ful 
discussmn of the actual figures.” 

‘ Old Mont' was speaking 

“ Mv dear Forsyte, to go into every contract would 
take us a week, and then get us no further; we can but 
average it out ” 

“ What we have not got In these accounts/^ said Soames, 
“is the relative proportion of foreign risk to home risk— 
in the present state of things a vital matter.” 

TheChairman spoke. 

“ There will be no difficulty about that, I imagine, 
Elderson ! But in any case, Mr. Forsyte, we should hardly 
be justified in penalising the present year for the sake of 
eventualities which we hope will not arise.'* 

“ I don’t know,” said Soames. “ We arc here to decide 
policy according to our common sense, and we must have 
the fullest opponuniiy of exercising it. That is my point. 
We have not enough information.” 

That ^ plausible chap * was speaking again : 

“ Mr. Forsyte seems to be indicating a lack of confideoce 
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in the manacement ” Takin); the hull by the horns— 
Mas he ! 

"Am I to have that information ! ” 

The voice of old Motheri^ill rose cos)’ in the silence. 

“ The Hoard could he .idjourned, perhaps, Mr. Ch.iirman , 
I could come up m) self .u a pitu li. I’ossibl) uc could .ill 
attend. The times are ven pciuliar- ue mustn’t t.ike an\ 
unnecessary risks The pohes ot foreign contracts is 
undoubtedl)' somewh.ii new to us W'e h.ue no re.ason so 
far to compl.iin of ihe results .\nd 1 am sure we li.ne 
the utmost confideiue in tl e ludeiiient of our m.inaetn^ 
director. Still, as Mr hotsite li.is .i.4,cd foi this mforma 
tion, I think perhaps \\c oupht to li.ive it. Whai do vou 
Bay, my lord ( ” 

“ 1 can’t come up nest Meek I neree with the chairman 
that on these accounts we couldnT burke this scar’s 
dividend. No good pcttinp the wind up before we must 
When do the account.' i;o out, EUiersou = ’’ 

" Normally at the end of this week ’’ 

‘‘ These arc not nurni.il times,” said Soames “ To he 
quite plain, unless I have that information I must tender 
my resignation.” He saw very well what was passing in 
their minds. A newcomer making liimsclf a nuNance— 
they would take his resignation readilv—only it wofld look 
awk-ward just before a general meeting unless they could 
Announce wife’s ill-health " or something satisfactorv, 
which he would take very goevd care they didn’t. 

The chainnan said coldly : 

“Well, we will adjourn the Board to this day week ; 
you will be able tc get us those figures, Elderson 1 ” 

“ Certainly.” 

Into Soames’ min4 'flashed the thought: ‘ Ought to ask 
for an independent scrutiriy.’ But he looked round. 
Goiag too far—perhaps—if he intended to remain on the 
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Board—and he had no wish to resign—after all, it was a big 
thing, and a thousand .1 year ! No ! Mustn’t overdo it! 

Walking away, he savoured his triumph doubtfully, by 
no means sure that he had dune any good. His attitude 
hadonl) closed the ‘ all together’ attitude round Elderson. 
The wcakntss ot ids po.smon w.is that he had nothing to go 
on, save an uneasiness, winch when examined was found to 
he simply a feeling that he hadn't enough control himself. 
And vit, there couldn't be two managers—you must tru.st 
your manager! 

soKC behind him tittupped : " Well, borsyte, you gave 
Us quite .1 shock ttith veiur alternative. First time 1 
remember anything of the sort on that Board.” 

“Sleeps hollow,” said So.imes 

“ Yes, I getier.illy h.ne .1 nap. It gets very hot in there. 
Wish I'd slink to my .spinney.s I'liey come high, even as 
carlv as this " 

Incurablv frivolous, this tittupping baronet I 

" By the way, Forsyte, I wanted to say : With all this 
modern birth control and the rest of it, one gets uneasy. 
We’re not the royal family ; but don’t yon feel with me 
it’s timg there was a movement in heirs ? ” 

Soames did. but he was not going to confess to anything 
so indaicate about his own daughter. 

“ Plenty of time,” he muttered. 

" I don’t like that dog, Forsyte.” 

Soames stared. 

“ Dog! ” he said. “ What’s that to do with it ? ” 

“ 1 like a baby to come before a dog. Dogs and poets 
distract young women. My grandmother had 6ve babies 
before she was twenty-seven. She was a Montjoy ; wonder¬ 
ful breeders, you remember them—the seven Montjoy 
sister*— all pretty. Old Montjoy had forty-seven graiid- 
children. You don’t get it nowadays, Forsyte.” 



A MODERN COMEDY 


S6 

“Countrv’.s ovcr-populalcd,” said Soamcs grimly. 

“ JK ihc wrong .sort—loss of them, more of ourselves 
It’s alm(»st a matter for legislation." 

“Talk to )our son," said Soamcs 

“ Ah I but tiiev think us foge\s, \ou know. If we could 
onlv point to a reason for c.xisience Rut it’s diffieult, 
Forsyte, It's difficult " 

“They’ve got c\erything they want," said Soamcs 

“Not enough, my dear h<»rsyte, not enough, the con¬ 
dition of the world is tin the nerves of the \oung England's 
dished, they sa\, Europe’s dished lleaccn's dished, and 
so is Hell! No future in any thing Imt the air You can’t 
breed in the air, at least, 1 doubi it the difficulties arc 
considerable " 

Soamcs sniffed 

“ If only the j"urnalists yyould hold (heir confounded 
pens," he said ; for. more and more oi late, with the decre- 
scendo of scare in the daily Press, he ysas regaining the old 
sound Forsyte feeling of sccuniy “We’ve only t<i keq-* 
clear of Europe," he added 

“ Keep clear and keep the ring ' Forsyte, I bclieyeyou’ve 
hit it. (i<K)d friendly terms with Scandinavia, Holland, 
Spain, Italy, Turkey—all the outlying cuuniries that we 
can get at by sea .\nd let the others dree their weirds. 
It’s an idea !" Hovy the chap r.ittled on ! 

“ I’m no politician," said Soamcs. 

“ Keep the ring! The nevy formula. It’s what we’ve* 
been coming to unconsciously! And as to trade—to say 
we can't do without trading yvith this country or with 
that—bunkum, m> dear Forsyte The world’s large— 
we can." 

“ 1 don’t know anything about that," said Soamcs, “ I 
tmly know we must drop this foreign contract assurance." 

“ Why not confine it to the ring countries t Instead of 
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^ balance of power,’ ‘ keep ihe ring'! Really, it\ an 
inspiration ! ” 

Thus charged wiili inj.pir.iiion, hoames said hastily: 

“ I leave vou here, I’m going to my daughter’s.” 

“Ah! I'm going lo my son’s. ].ook at these poor 
devils!” 

Down by the Embankment at Ulackfriars a band of un- 
emploved were trailing diMn.dlv with monev-boxes. 

“ Revolution in the bud' There's one thing that’s 
a]v^ay^ forgotten, Forsyte, it's a great pitv.” 

“ What’s that ? ” said So.imes, with gloom. The fellow 
would lillup all the way to Fleur's ' 

“ Wash the working-class, put them in clean, pleasant- 
coloured jeans, tcacli ’em to spc.ik like you and me, and 
thcre’d be an end of class feeling It’s all a matter of the 
senses Wouldn’t \ou rather .share .i bcdrcwim with a dean, 
neat-clothed plumber’s assisiaiu who spoke and smelled 
like you than with a profucer wlio dropped his aitches and 
reeked of tipiponax ? Of course you would.” 

“ Never tried,” .said Soames, " so don’t know.” 

“ Pragmatist' But believe me, Forsyte—if the working 
<‘lass would concentrate on baths and accent instead of on 
their political and economic tosh, equality would be here 
in no time ’’ 

” I don’t want equahiv,” said Soames, taking his ticket 
to Westminster. 

The Mittupping* voice pursued him entering the tube 
hh. 

“ .Esthetic equably, Forsyte, if we had it, would remove 
the wish for any other. Did you ever catch an impecunioBS 
professor wLshing he was the King ? ” 

** No,” said Soames, opening hU paper. 
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Bfvfati! its Vfn«r <1 clmrlul irmpnnsiliilltv, tlic rlnr- 
actcr of MicIi.kI Mcmt haJ durinj; two voar-) of 

anchorajjc and continuity. He had lu'cn oblit^cd to think 
of others; and his time was occupied. Conv imic, from the 
fall of the fl.ig, tliat he was on ^ufTerance with Hcur, .idmit- 
ting as whole the h.ilf-truth : ' ll y a loup’uri un qm h.nsi'. 
el Pauire qui lend l.i jour' ho had developed real powers of 
domestic consideration ; and yet he did not seem to redress 
the balance in his public or publishing cKisience. He found 
the human side of his business too strong fur the monetarc 
Danby and Winter, however, were bearing up against him, 
and showed, so far, no signs of the bankruptcy prophesied 
for them by Soames on being told of the principles whicli his 
son-in-law intended to introduce, No more in publishing 
than in any other walk of life was Mich.iel finding it possible 
to work too much on principle. The field of action was so 
strewn with facts—human, \cgetable and mineral. 

On tliii same Tuesday afternwin, having long tu.ssled with 
the price of those vegetable facts, paper and linen, he was 
listening with his pointed cars to the pbint of a packer 
discovered with five copies of ‘ Copper Coin ’ in his over¬ 
coat podeec, and the too obvious intention of converting 
them to his own use. 

Mr. Oanby had ‘ given him the sack ’—he didn't deny 
that he was going to sell them, but what would Mr. Mont 
have dbac f He owed rent—and Ids wife wanted nourish¬ 
ing after pneomoiw—wanted it bad. ‘ Dash it! ’ thought 
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Michncl, * I’d snoop an edition to nourish Fleur after 
pneumonia ! ’ 

“And I can't live on my wa^»es with prices what they 
are. I can’t, Mr Mont, so help me! ” 

Michael swivelled. “ liut look here, Bicket, if we let you 
snoftp copies, .ill the p ickcfN \m!I .snoop copies ; and if they 
do, where art D.inln and Wmu-r : In the cart. Arid, if 
they're in the cart, where .ire .ill of you ? In the street. 
It’s belter that one of \ mi should be m the street than that 
all of cou bheuki. isn’t it ? “ 

“Ye?, sir, I (]uite see \mir point—it’s reason; but ! 
Can't live on re.i-oii, ihi k.ist ilnnv knocks you out, when 
vou’rc on the bri.iJ Ime Ask Mr. Danbv to give me 
anolluT e'hanei *’ 

“.Mr. Danin always ^:ns that a packer’s work is par- 
licularlv confiJtniial, because u‘s .dniosi impossible to keep 
a check on it.” 

“ Yes, sir, I should fe*il ih.it in future ; but with all this 
uncmplovmeni and no rv.Vrenie, I’ll never get another job. 
What .ihout my wife ? ” 

To Mich.ifl it was as if he had said “ What about Fleur f ” 
He began to pace the room; and the young man Bicket 
looked at him w ith larec dolorous eyes. Presently he came 
to a standstill, with his hands deep plunged into his pockets 
and his shoulders hunched. 

“ rU ask him,” he said ; “ but I don’t believe he will; 
he’ll say it isn’t fair on the others. You had five copies; 
It’s pretty stiff, you know—means you’ve had ’em before, 
doesn’t it f What ? ” 

“ Well, Mr. Mont, anything that’ll give me a chance, I 
don’t mind confessin’. I have ’ad a few previous, a&d it’s 
just about kept my wife alive. You’ve no idea what that 
pneumonia’s like for poor people.” 

Hichaei pushed h» fingers through hb'hair. 
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“ How old’s your wift* ? ” 

" Only a iucnt\ ” 

Twenty ! just Fleur’s .\^*c ' 

“i’ll tell you wh.it ril do. Ihcker; Til put it up to 
Mr. Desert : if he speaks for sou. pi.rh.ip' it m.i\ mo\c 
Mr. D.inby." 

“Well, Mr. Mont, thank \'iu vou're a i..Tnilcni.in, we 
all sy that " 

“Oh! iian^» it’ Kui look hen., Bickit, \>)u were 
reckoning on those ti\e eopu', T.ike this to male up, ,ind 
gel vour wife whai*' netes-'.irv OnK for goodnes'* -..ikt 
don’t tell Mr Danin 

“Mr Mont, i wouldn’t dueivc \ou for the world 1 
won't sv a word, sir And nu wife well ' ” 

A sniff, a shuffle- Mulu'l w.is .done, with hw hand' 
plunged deeper, his shoulders huiuhed higher \nd 
suddenly he laughed iht\ ' I’liv w,is pop' It was dl 
dam’ funnv. Here lie was rewarding Bitket for snooping 
‘Copper Coin!’ A sudden longing poss<'sscd him t" 
follow the little packer and see what he did with the two 
pounds—see whether ‘ the pneumonia ’ was real or a Hg 
ment of the brain behind those dolorous eves Impossible, 
though ! Instead he must ring up Wilfrid and ask him t«‘ 
put in a word with old Danby Hi.s own word was no 
earthly. He had put it in too often ! Bicket! Little one 
knew of anybody, life was deep .md dark, and upside down ' 
What was honesty ? Pressure of life trrvMj power of resist¬ 
ance—the result of that fight, wiicn the latter won, was 
honesty! But why resist ? Love thy neighbour as thysclt 
—4)at not more! And wasn’t it a darned sight harder for 


Bicket on two pounds a week to love him, than for him on 
twenty-four pounds a week to love Bicket ? . , . 

“ Hallo!... That you, Wilfrid ?... Michael speaking- 
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He’s ‘got the sack’—p(X)r devil! I wondered if you’d 
mind putting in j word for him—old D.in won’t listen to 
me . . . )es, got a wife—FIcur'i age; pneumonia, so he 
cs.ivs Won’t do it again \vlth vnurs an) way, insurance by 
common gramude—what! . . Thanks, old man, awfully 

good of you—will \ou Imb in, then ? We can go round 
home together . . , Oli ' WJI! You’ll boh in anyway 
Aurev ! ” 

(jood chap, (lid W ilfnd ! Real good chap—underneath ! 
I'ndcrncaih—what ’ 

Replacing the reiiivtr, Mitliacl saw a sudden great cloud 
ui eights and svcnts and sounds, so foreign to the principles 
ot his firm that he was in the habit tif rejecting instan- 
t.mcnuslv every manuscript which dealt with them. The 
v\..r niiglit he ' otT ’, but it was still ‘ on ’ within Wilfrid, 
.tnd hiniself. ’faking up a tube, lie spoke ■ 

“Mr Danb) in his room ? Riglit! If he shows any 
signs of flitting, let me know at once.” . . . 

Between Michael and liis senior partner a gulf was fixed, 
not le'ss deep than that between two epochs, though par¬ 
tially filled in by Winter’s miJdlc-agc and accommodating 
temperament. Michael had almost nothing against Mr. 
Danbv except that he w’as always right—Philip Norman 
Danby, of Sky House, Campden Hill, a man of sixty and 
some family, with a tall forehead, a preponderance of body 
to leg, and an cxpre.ssion both steady and reflective. His 
c\'cs were perhaps rather close together, and his nose rather 
thin, but he looked a handsome piece in his wcU-propor- 
tiuned room. He glanced up from the formation of a 
correct judgment on a matter of advertisement when 
Wilfrid Desert came in. 

“ Well, Mr. Desert, w hat can I do for you ? Sit down ! ** 

Desen did not sit down, but looked at the engravings, 
at his fingers, at Mr. Danby, and said: 
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" Fact la, I want \'<>u to let tlui pjcker chap off, Mr, 
Danby.” 

“Packer chap. Oh! Ah I lliLkct. Mont told ton, I 
juppose ! ” 

“ Ye* ; he's got a ymmi: uitV down with pnciimoni.a ” 

“ 'Hiey all go to our fricn.l .Mont with some t.alc or other, 
Mr. Desert—he In-. .1 \iry ^oit h -.irt Hut I'm .ifi iid I 
can’t keep this in in It's .1 iin i oM.iious thine We’ve 
been trying to tr.ue a le.il. I 'f -onto time.’’ 

Desert leaned .ig.unst tl. in iritelpiecc and stared into 
the fire. 

“ Well, Mr D.mbv,’’ he said, " tour generation m.i\ like 
the soft in literature, but you'tL prmous hard m hie. Ours 
won’t look at softness in literature, but we’re a dcurrd sii;!i'. 
lea* hard in life.’’ 

“ I don’t think it’s hard.” said Mr Danby, ” onh just.” 

“Arc you a judge ot justice ? ’ 

“ I hope so.” 

“ Try four years’ liell, and have anotlicr go.” 

“ I rcallydon’t see the connection. Tlic experience you’ve 
been through, Mr. Desert, was bound to be warping.” 

Wilfrid turned and stared at him. 

“ Forgive my saying so, but sitting here and being just 
ii much more warping. Life is pretty good purgatory, to 
all except about thirty per cent, of grown-up people.” 

Mr. Danby smiled. 

“We simply couldn’t conduct our business, my dear 
yoang man, without scrupulous honesty in everybody. To 
maite no distinctioD between honesty and dishonesty would 
be quite unfair. You know that perfectly well.” 

“ I don't know at^hing perfectly well. Jit. Danby; and 
1 mistnist these who say they do.” 

* Well, let us pot it that there are rules of the game which 
most be obaerv^ if society ia to function at alL” 
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Desert smiled, too : “ Oh ! hang rules! Do it as a favour 
to me. I wrote the rotten hook." 

No trace of struggle showed in Mr. f)anby’s face; but 
his deep-.set, do.se-together eyes shone a little. 

" 1 should he onh" too glad, I’ut it’s a matter—well, of 
consuence, if\ou like I'm not prioccuting the man. He 
must lease—that's all " 

Desert shrugged his .shoulders, 

" Well. g('()d-b\e ' " .ind he ivint out. 

On the mat was Midiad in two minds. 

■' Well > ” 

'■ No go The old blighter's too just.” 

Miduiel stnered his hair, 

" W.iit in nn riKmi live minutes vehilt 1 let the poor 
hegg.ir know, then I’ll come .thing " 

••No,'’ s.iid Desert, " I'm going the oiher way” 

Not the f.ict that Wilfrid w.is going the other way — he 
almost alwats was—but something in the tone of hU voice 
and the look on his f.uc obsessed .MicliacTa imagination 
whileheweni downstairs to seek Hickct. Willrid was a rum 
chap- he went “ dark ” so suddenly ! 

In the nether regions he asked ; 

" Bicket gone ! ” 

" No, sir, there he is.” 

There he w ns, in hi.s sh.ibhi overcoat, with hia pale narrow 
face, and his disproportion.! tely large eyes, and his sloping 
shoulders. 

“ Sorry, Bicket, Mr. Desert has been in, but it’s no go.” 

“ No, sir ! ” 

“ Keep your pecker up, you’ll get something.” 

“ I’m afryde not, sir. Well, I thank yoo very ’eartBy} 
and I thank Mr. Desert. Good-night, sir; and good-bye! *' 

Michael watched him down the corridor, saw him Wamr 
into the dusky street. 
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“ JoIK ! he .ind laughed . . . 

The natural suspajon'' of Michael .md his senior partner 
that a talc was hcing pitched were not in fact justified 
Neither the wife nor the pneumonia had been exaggerated ; 
and wavering awav in the direction of Blackfrtars Bridge, 
Bicket thought not of his turpitude nor of how just Mr 
Danby had been, but of what he should sa\ to her. He 
should not, of course, tell her that he had been dettcled m 
stealing ; he must s.i\ he had ‘ got the sack for checking the 
foreman’; but what would she think of him for doing 
that, when cvers thing a^ it were depended on his not 
checking the foreman ' I’lii'- w.i- oiu •>! iho^e melanchoK 
cases of such affection that he had been coming to his work 
day after day feeling as it he liad ‘kft half Ins guts* 
behind him in the rodin where '•lu Ia\, and when at last 
the doctor said to lutn 

“ She’ll get on novc, but it’" left her verv run down \t«u 
must feed her up/’ his anxiet\ had hardened into a reso¬ 
lution to have no more In the next three weeks he had 
‘ pinched ' eighteen ' Copper Coins,’ including the five 
found in his ocercoat He iiad onlc ‘pitched on' Mr 
Desert's book Ikcjusc k v\a> ‘ cns\ snld,' and he was sorrv 
now that he hadn’t pitched on some one else’s. Mr Desert 
had been ver) decent He ^topped at ttie corner of the 
Strand, and went over his mtmey. With the two pounds 
given him by Michael and his wages he had scvcniv-five 
shillings in the world, and going into the Stores he bought 
a meat jelly and a tin of Benger’s food that could be made 
with water. With pockets bulging he took a ’bus, which 
dropped him at the comer of his little street on the Surrey 
side. His wife and he occupied the two ground floor rooms, 
at eight shillings a week, and he owed for three weeks. ‘ Py 
that! * he thought, ‘ and have a roof until she’s well.’ It 
would help him over the news, too, to show her a receipt for 
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the relit and some pood food. How Incky they had been 
careful to have no baby! He nought the b.i 8 emcnt. His 
landlidy was doing the week’s washing. She paused, in 
sheer surprise at such full and voluntary payment, and 
inquired after his wife. 

■' Oiling nicely, thank you.” 

“ Well, I’mgljd of tli.1t, it must he a relief to your mind.” 

‘‘ It IS,” said Bicket. 

The landlady thought; ‘ He’s a thread-paper—reminds 
me of .1 shrimp before uiu hile it, with those eyes.’ 

"Here’s )our receipt, .ind thank sou Sorry to ’avc 
seemed ncrs'ous about 11, but times arc ’.ird,” 

“ The) are,” s, lid linkct. " So long ! ” 

With the receipt and the meat jelly in his left hand, he 
opened the door of his front room 

His wife w.is sitting before a very little fire. Her bobbed 
black hair, crinkly low.irds the ends, had grown during her 
illness; it shook when she turned her head ,md smiled. To 
Bicket—not for the first time—that smile seemed queer, 
‘ pathctic-hke,’ mysterious—as if she saw things that one 
didn’t see oneself. Her name was Virtorine, and he said ; 
“ Well, Vic. ? This jelly’s a hit of all right, and I’ve pyde 
the rent.” He sat on the arm of the chair and she put her 
hand on his knee—her thin arm emerging blue-white from 
the dark dressing-gown. 

“ Well, Tony > ” 

Her face—thin and pale with those brge dark eyea and 
beautifully formed eyebrows—was one that *‘ looked at yon 
from somewhere; and when it looked at you— well ! it 
got you right inside I ” 

It got him now and he said: “How’ve you been 
breathin’ I ” 

“ All right—much better. I’ll soon be out now." 

Bicket twisted himaelf round and joined his lips to her*. 
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The kiss listed some lime, because all the feeling's which he 
had not been able to express durm;j the past three weeks 
to her or to anvbod), ijot into it He sat up a^ain, “ sort 
of exhausted,” si.irinj^' at the fire, and said : “News isn’t 
bright—lost my job, Vic.” 

“Oh! Tnny! \Vh> ? ” 

Hnket swallovNcil 

” Tact IS, thint:' are slack, and the\’re reduern’ ” 

There lud sur^^'ed into his mind tlu 11 rtaini\ that sooner 
than tell her tin- truth he wi)uld put his liead under the 
Kas! 

“Oh ! dear ' What sli.ill we d", tlien ? ” 

Bicket’s voice hardened 

“Don’t y.>a worrv - I'll get somahing ”; and he 
wldstled 

“ But \ou liked that job ” 

“ Did I ’ I liked s(v(Tie o' the fellers , hut as for the job — 
why, what was ii ? Wra[’pirr books up in a Insemcnt all 
dy long Let’s ha\e st)melhing to eat and I'ct to bed 
early—I feci as if I could sleep for a week, now I'm shut 
of it.” 

Getting their suj>-vr rcadv with her help, he carefulK 
did not look at her face for fear it mi^ht “ get him agvne 
inside ! ” The) had onl) Ixren married a \ ear, ha\ mg made 
acquaintance on a tram, and Bickct often wondered whnt 
had made her take to him, eight \cars licr senior and C3 
during the war! And jet she must lx tond of him, or 
she'd never look at him as -^hc did. 

“ Sit down and try this jelly.” 

He himself ale bread and margarine and drank cocoa, 
he seldom had any particular appetite. 

“ Shall I tell you what I’d like ? ” he said; “ I’d like 
Central Anstrylia. We had a book in there about it; they 
sy Utere’t quke a movement. I'd like some sun. I 
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MlCVC if WC '.id i-un ni‘d hnth be IWKC the sue we urc. 
I’d like to >ec civlour in yuur ehtek^, Vic/’ 

“ H(i\\ muc)i docs It tost to out thtre i ” 

A lot more tli.in we c.m 1 \ h.ind.s on, ih.it’^ the trouble. 
Jiut l\e been ihinkm' I’diyl.md's .tlxjui done. There's 
too ni.in) like nit 

“No.” s.iid \iaoriiic, “then irtn’i enouL’h.” 

lin.kcl hxjktd .It lur f.itc, ilun ijuitklv .11 lii" plite. 

“Wli.ii nude \ou i.ikf A t,iri».\ lo me 

“ lttt.iu->c Sou don’t think til^t ot smirself, that’s whv.” 

“ INcd to bclorc 1 knew \ou liui I’d do ansthing for 
Vou, \ k 

“ ll.ist '■<»nK of lhl^ jtll}, llitn, It's .iwJui pxjd.” 

llkkcl ^llOok ilk' lit.id 

“It wt toilid wske up in Central .Xu^trylia,” he said. 
“ Ilut thtrt's (*nK one ihinp ctrt.iin. ut’ll w\ ke up m tins 
bhp'litid little ro<-m Nestr mind, I'll tjci a job and earn 
ilic monty set ’’ 

“ Could we win It on .1 rj^t ? ’’ 

“ Well, I’sc onK gilt lorts-^tstii bob all told, and if we 
lost It, where'll sou be You'st >jot to teed up, )0U know. 
No, I must gtt a job.” 

“’lilts'll gist )nu a good retommtnd, won’t they?’’ 

Bu'kei rose and stacked his plate and tup. 

“ Thes would, but that job's oH -overstocked.” 

Tell her the truth r Never! So help him ! 

In their bed, one of those just ukj wide for one and 
just not wide enough for two, he las, with her hair almost 
m his mouth, thinking what lo say to hw Union, and 
how to go to work to gel a job. And in his thoughts 
as the hours drew' on he burned his boats. To draw' his 
unemplosment money he would have to tell his Union 
what the trouble was. Blow the Union! He wasn’t 
going to be accountable to them! He knew why he’d 
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pi&chcd the books; but it noUidv cl'c’s business, 
nobody else (ould understand his feelings, N^.uclnng her so 
breathless, pale and thin. Strike our for himself! And a 
million and a half out o’ work ! Well, lie had a fortnight's 
keep, and something would turn uj —and he might risk a 
l)ob or two and win some rnomw, \ou never 1 new. She 
turned in her sleep. ‘Yes,’ he thought, ’I’d do u 
agync . . 

Next day, after some hour^ on to<a, he stood under the 
grey easterh sk> m the gr^y street, bifore a plate-glass 
window protecting an assortment of fruits and she.tee^ of 
com, lump? of metal, and bnlhani blue buiterllu in the 
carefully golden light of advertised ^ustraha T(» llnket, 
who had never been (lut of England, not often <>ut of 
London, it was like standing ouisidi I'.ir.idise The .iimo- 
sphere within the oHiee itself w.is not so gulden, and the 
money required considerable; but it brought Paradise 
nearer to take away panipldcts winch almost burned his 
hands, they were so warm 

Later, he and she, sitting in the one armchair-- idv.int.igo 
of being thin—pored over ilicsc alchonnscd pages and 
inhaled their gUmour. 

“ D*you think it'^s true, 'Pony ? ” 
if it’s thirty per cent true it’s good enough for me 
We just must get there somehow. Kiss me.’’ 

From around the comer in the main road me rumbling 
of the trama and carts, and the rattling of their window- 
pane in the draughty diy easterly wind increa.->cd their 
feeling of, escape into a gas-lu Paradise. 




CHVPTER IX 

COM 1.MOV 

Tivo liotir.- I1 UicUi, Ml' li H'l n.ncrej toivnrJs home. 
OM I).mb) v\.i' rij.;ht .is U'U.il - it )uu couldn't trust your 
p.ukcrs, you nnylit shut up ;liop' .'\i\.iy from Bidet’s 
c'\M, he doubted Peril,1(0 the chap luidn’t .1 wife at alt! 
Then Wilfrid'^ ni.inner ii'iirped tin pl.iee id Bicket’s morals. 
Old Wilfrid h id been ..briipt .ind queer the hist three times 
of meuinj' W as he boiline’ up for verse' f 

He loiind rmc'-a-hne' at the loot of the sl.iirs in a con- 
s.re..ti\e jiiuiidc “ I .ini not (.’oiii); up,” he seemed 
s.itinp, “ until some one e.irries me—at the .siinic time it is 
1 Iter th in iioi.il ' ” 

"Where’s )our mistress, you heraldic little beast ? ” 

Ting-a-lim; snuffled " 1 could put up with it,” he im¬ 
plied, “ if yo.s c.irried me - these stairs are laborious ! ” 

Michael took liim up. “ Let’s po and find her.” 

Squeezed under an .irm h.irder than Ins mistress', Ting-a- 
ling stared a.s if with tdack-glass eyes; and the plume of 
his emergent tail quivered. 

In tile bedroom Mich.iel dropped him so absent-mindedly 
that he went to his corner plume pendent, and couched 
tlierc in dudgeon 

Nearly dinner time .and Fleur not in 1 Michael went over 
his sketchy recollection of her plans. To-day she had been 
having Hubert Marsland .and that Vertiginist — what was hi* 
name ?— to lunch. There would have b«D fumes to clear 
off. Vertiginists—^like milk—made carbonic acid gas in the 
lungs! Still! Half-past seven! What was happening 
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to-nighr ? Weren’t th( v to th.it pl,t\ of L S D.’s ? 
No —that was to morrow ' Was there conecivablv nothing ? 
If so, of course she wouhl shoritn litr unoccupied lime as 
much as possible lie made, that rtlit i.(ion huinblv Miehael 
had no illusions, he knew iumsclt to In eommonplaec, with 
only a certain rodcetnnii; In(lint ss. .aid. of course, his atlec- 
tion for her. He c\t n nio::nisi.d that his .ilE t uon was a 
weakness, temptiiiir him to tiis'V ati\ii tics, vvhich on prin¬ 
ciple he restrained. To ciicjuiri, tor in-i.iiut, ot C<*akcr t>r 
Philps—their man and their maid • v\lu n die havi out, 
would he thoroupiil) ai^aiint that priiiiiple Tla Condition 
of the world was smh th.u Mu had t-otnt.uilK wondered it 
his own affairs were worth piMtic nuniion to, but then 
the condition of the world was .il.n sudi that somitimes 
one’s own affairs seemed all iliat ut ri worth p.i\ me .ittLiilion 
to. And yet his affairs were, practi» dl\ sp^akinc', I leur , 
and if he paid too much attt.ntion to tlum, he w.js .ilraid of 
annoying her 

He went into his dressing n»om and undid In- w.iistct>at. 

‘ But no ! ’ he* thernght , ‘ if she tinds nx. “ dressed 
already, it’ll put too much point on it.’ So he did u} his 
waistcoat and wxrni downsi.urs again Coakcr was in iltc 
hull. 

‘*Mr. Korsyte and Sir Lawrence hniked in .ibuui su, sir 
Mrs. Mont was out What time sh.ill I serve dinner ? ” 

“ Oh I about a quarter past tughc. I don't think we're 
gi>ing out.” 

He wrent into the drawing-room and passing down its 
Chinese emptiness, drew aside tlic curtain. 'I'he* square 
looked cold and dark and dr.iughty; and he thought: 
* Bicket—pneumonia—I hope she’s got )ier fur coat.’ He 
took out a cigarette and put it back. If she saw him at the 
window she would think him fussv ; and he went up again 
to see if she had put on her fur 1 
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Tini'-a-hn^', stil! couch.mt, greeted him plume d.msctti 
arrested a^ at disappouunu lu Muh.*el opened a wardrobe. 
She liad ' () 0 'td ’ He was taUnp a sniff round, when 
Tin^'-a-linji p.i^sid fum trolt tnt. .ind her voice said : “ Well, 
my darlins^' ” W I'luni: th.it he was, Micli.u'l emerged from 
behind the uardrok diwr Heaven’ She looked pretty, 
coloured h\ the wiud ' He sto'^d r.ither wi'^tKdK silent 

“ Hallo, Muh.up I'm r.ttiur Lite lieen to the Club 
and walked home " 

MkIi.u 1 had a .jiiite iinau ■ >’int tblc ftel!ni» that there w.ts 
supprcs'ion in that '(attnv'm He al.o suppressed, and 
said : “ 1 wa-. ju^t lo -kin^ to c tli it vou’d tjot your fur, 
n’s hcastlv (old Your did and Bart have been and w'cnt 
.iwav tastin” ” 

I’lcur sli<d lur VO.It ind dropped into a chair. “ Tm 
tired Voun itn irv stickini; up so niu Iv tu-niirhi, Michael.” 

Michavl went on liis knee' .ind joined hi> h.inds behind 
her waist Htr o\e^ hid .1 strani,»j look, ,i scrutinvwhich 
held him in su'pen^e, i hfllc sr.irtled 

*■ if irot pn-nmoni i," he s •id, *’ 1 should go clean out 
of curl ” 

“ Whv on earth should I r " 

“ V(»u dim’t know the connection —never mind, it 
wouldn't mtei( -it vou We're rv't 1 ,'oini: ovit, arc we ? ” 

“ Of course V e are It’s .\li on’s monthly.” 

“Oh ' Lord ! It you’re tind we could cut that.” 

“My dear! Impos 1 Mic’.s got all sorts of people 
coming ” 

Stiffing a disparagement, he sighed out: “Right-ol 
War-paint ? ” 

” Yes, white waistcoat. I like you in while waistcoats.” 

Cunning little wretch ? He squeezed her waist and rose. 
Fleur laid a light stroke on his hand, and he went into his 
dressing-room comforted. . . , 
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But Hour sat still for at least five minutes—not precisely 
‘ a prey to conflicting emotions,’ but the victim of very con¬ 
siderable confusion. Two men •within the hist hour had 
done this thing—knelt at her knees and joined their fingers 
behind her waist. Undoubtedly she h.id been rash to go to 
Wilfrid’s rooms. The moment she got there she had per¬ 
ceived how entirely unprepared she re.illv w.is to commit 
herself to w hat was ph) sical. True he h.id done no more th.m 
Michael. But—(londness!—she had .seen the fire she was 
playing with, realised what torment he was in. She h.id 
strictly forbidden him to say a word to Michael, but intui¬ 
tively she knew lh.it m his struggle between loyalties she 
could rely on nothing. Confused, startled, touched, she 
could not help a pleasant warmth in being so much loved hv 
two men at once, nor an itch of cuncoitv about the upshot. 
And she sighed. She had added to her collection of e.xperi- 
cncc.s—but how to add further without breaking up the col¬ 
lection, and even perhaps the collector, she could not see. 

After her words to Wilfrid before the Ece : " You will be 
a fool to go —wait! ” she had known he would expect some¬ 
thing before long. Often he had asked her to c< mic and pass 
judgment on his ‘junk.’ A month, even a week, ago she 
would have gone without thinking more than twice about it, 
and discussed his ‘junk’ with Michael afterwards! But 
now she thought it over many times, and but for the fumes 
of lunch, and the feeling, engendered by the society of the 
‘ Vertiginist,’ of Amabel Nating, of Landa Erewc, that 
scrnples of any kind were ‘ stuffy,’ sensations of all sorts 
‘ the thing,’ she would probably still have been thinking it 
avst now. When they departed, she had taken a deep 
breath and her telephone receiver from the Chinese tea chest. 

U WiHtid were going to be in at half-past five, she would 
come and ntse his ‘ jonk.* 

His ankwer t “ My God! Will you 1 ” almost gave hei 
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pause. But dismissing hesitation with the thought: ‘ I 
xi// be Parisi.in--Priiu!.t!' she had started for her Club. 
Three-quarters of an hour, with no more stimulant than 
three tups ot China tea, three back numbers of the 
'Glass of Fashion,’ three back views of country members 
‘ dead in chairs,’ h.id sent her forth a careful quarter of an 
hour behind her 11100 

On the top flc'ir Wilfrid was standing in his open doorway, 
pale as a soul in purgatory He took her liand gently, and 
drew her in I'lcur thought with .1 little thrill: ‘ Is this 
wh.it It’s like ’ Du ijh . 1 / htz Sujnn'’ Freeing her hand, 
she began .it onte to fiutter round the ' junk,’ clinging to it 
piece b\ piece 

Old English ■ junk ’ r.ailier maii.mal, with here and there 
.in eastern or 1 irst Fnipirc bit, collected by some bygone 
iX'sert, nnni nln, or att.iclieJ to the French court. She was 
afraid to .sit down, for fear that he might begin to follow 
the authorities; nor did slic want to resume the intense 
talk of the Tate G.illers ' Junk ’ was sale, and she only 
looked at him in those brief intervals when he was not look¬ 
ing at her. She knew she was not playing the game accord¬ 
ing to ‘ 1*1 Gar^innc ’ and .Vmabcl Nazing; that, indeed, 
she was in danger of going away without having added to 
her sens.itions. And she couldn't help being lorry for 
Wilfrid ; Ids e>cs yearned .after her, his lips were bitter to 
look'at. When at last from sheer exhaustion of ‘ junk ’ ihc 
s.it down, he had flung himself at her feet. Hidf hypnotiied, 
with her knees against Ids chest, as safe as she could hope 
for, she really felt the tragedy of it—his horror of himself, 
his passion for herself. It was painful, deep; it did not fit 
m with what she had been led to expect; it wai not in the 
period, and how—how was she to get away without more 
pain to him and to herself ? When abc W got away, wtth 
one kiss received but not answered, she lealued that she 
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had p.jsscd ihn’uph a quancr ot .jn hour t»f real life, and was 
not at all sure that she hk-.d it l^ut now, safe in her 
own room, undressing' for Ahvon’s nionihl), she felt curious 
as to what she would ha\c bs(.n Ic Oini: if thini's had -.'one as 
far as was proper accordtnt: to ilu authoruies Sureiv she 
had not experienced one t( nth oj the tliou'chts or sensations 
that would ha\e been .o-sij^ned to her in any advanced piece 
of literature ! It had been di''ilii]'«j,.nin‘t, or cKe she w•a^ 
deficient, and Elcur, could not luar to let l detieiem And, 
lightly powdering her slmuldcrs, she bent Ikt thoughts 
towards AImhiV nionihiv 

♦ ••••# 

Tliougli Ali'on uijoMil .m on.iM.irul ciuviunttr 
with t,hc vciunfri-r .ijfncrjtu.n, the Auhris (in-uK^ ,ind 
Linda Frcwc.sat this life wire not conspituoiis In tlmr pre¬ 
sence at lier tratlurmp’s Xinta (rorse, indeed, had once 
attended, but one legal and two luirart polilaos who had 
been in contact wath her, h.ij lompiained of it afterwards 
She h.ad, it seemed, rent little spiked holes in the garments 
of their self-esteem. Sihlc\ Swan would ii.ue been wchonie, 
for his ch.impionship of tlie past, hut he seemed, so tar, to 
have turned up his nose .ind looked down it. So it w.is not 
the intelligentsia, but just intellectual soeietv, which was 
gathered there when Kicur and .Mich.iel entered, and the 
conversation had all the sparkle and all the ‘ .orrnir /uire ’ 
incidental to talk about art and letters by those who—as 
Michael put it—“ fortunately h.id not to/arre." 

“ All the same, these arc the guys,” he muttered in Fleur’s 
ear, “ who make the names of artists and writers. What’s 
the stunt, to-night ? ” 

It appeared to be the London dibut of a lady who s,!ng 
Balkan folk song{^. But in a refuge to the right were four 
tables set out for bridge, ’They were already filled. Among 
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thust wh(>«;nll <;rood li<tcnini,\\\er<., Iutc and ihcrc,aGurdon 
Mini)*), a p.unUT and In's uitc, a ’'Culptor W^kinp for 

A job. FU*iir, ucdcrcd bct\s«.(.*n Eadv ^c^n^c, the pamtcr's 
\Mk‘, and (iiirdnii Minlio hiniM b’, Si ^ran I'lanninj; an evasion. 
'J'licrc—\ts, tliirc \\,is Mr Chalfont! At Lady Alison’s, 
1 !eur, an •■svillent judi:!.- ot ‘ m.hru,' never wasted her 
time on .jrti^ts .nd writer' '!k c<ruld meet thrm anvwhere 
H< re slie mtiiitivf ]\ pnked out the biL^'cst * biij;,’ politiio- 
likr irv, and w.iikd u> pm him Vl'Mirkd in the idea of 
pinnuu’ Mr kliihoiit, ^Ik a picve of dram;; 

p.l'Nltl!^' Wlthi'Ul 

Mu'hail had Oiinu’ to the t‘‘p i-t the vi iirwav, in no mcKid 
for 1 ilk .ind skim.'-li, and. it.mini.: al;,lln^t the balustrade, 
w I'p-thin m Ill' loHL' whiti -.'..(wko.jt, with h.inds deep 
ihru't ini'i hi' iroiiv i'’ p-u 1.1 m w.itthi d the turns and 
twi'tN "1 IKur'' white lUck. md lotened to the Balkan 
i.oti;:;% witii .1 virt of hi mini' m Ins brain. The word: 
•' Mont ’ " startled him Wihnd wa' standtiiij just below. 
Mont ? He h.ai not km tii..t to \\ ilirid tor two venrs! 

“ Come down here "* 

On that halt-laiulimt was a bust tif Li'-nel Charw’cll, K.C., 
bv Boris Strunn'low'Ll, in tia L'vnrt lie liad cynically adopted 
when June I’orsvte ii.av up 'Upportinit his authentic but 
unrewarded genius It had been .ilmost indUtinguishablc 
from any of tlic {*ihcr busts m that year’s Academy, and was 
used bv the young Charwells to cbalk nujustaches on. 

Beside this object Desert leaned against the wall with his 
C)es closed. Hit face was a study to Michael. 

“ What’s wrong, Wilfrid r ” 

Desert did not move “ YouVe got to know—I'm in 
love with Fleur.” 

” What! ” 

“ I’m not going to play the snake. You’re up against me. 
Sorry, but there it is! You can let fly! ” Hia face was 
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dcath-palc, and its muscles twitched In Michael, it was 
the mind, the heart that twitched What a very horriWe, 
strange, ttio beastly” mnment' Ills best friend—his 
best man ! Instinctively he dived for his cigarette case— 
instinctively handed it to Desert. Instinctively they both 
took cigarettes, and lighted each other’s. Then Michael 
said; 

" Fleur—knows! ” 

Desert nodded : “ She doesn’t know I’m telling you— 
wouldn’t have let me. You’ve not lung against her—vet ” 
And, still with closed eyes, he .uhlcd : '* I couldn't help it.” 

It was Michael’s own suhcunMinus thought! Natur.il! 
Natural! Fool not to see how natural! Then something 
shut-to within him, and he .s.iid ■ ” Diacnt of you to tell 
me; but—aren’t you going to clc.ir out i ” 

Desert's shoulders writhed against the wall. 

“ I thought so : but it seems not.” 

“ Seems f 1 don’t underst.ind.” 

" If I knew for certain I’d no chance—but I don’t,” and 
he suddenly looked at Michael: " Look here, it's no good 
keeping gloves on. I’m desperate, and I’ll take her from 
you if I can.” 

“ Good God 1 ” said Michael. “ It's the limit ! ” 

“ Yes 1 Rub it in 1 But, 1 tell you, when I think of you 
going home with her, and of myself,” he gave a dreadful 
Ettle laugh, “ I advise y ou not to rub it in.” 

“ WeO," said Michael, ” as this isn’t a Dostoievsky novel, 
I suppose there’s no more to be said.” 

Desert moved from the wall and laid his hand on the bust 

Lk»d Charwell. , 

" You realise, at least, thai I’ve gone out of my way— 
perhaps dished myself—by telling you. I’ve not bombed 
without declnring war.” 

" Na," said Michael dully. 
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" You can chuck my books over to some other publisher.” 
.Mithael shrugf'cd. 

" Good-night, then,” said Desert. “ Sorry for being so 
primitive.” 

Mich.ael looked str.iight into his ‘ best man's' face. 
There was no mist.aking its expression of bitter despair. He 
m.tde a half-movement with his hand, uttered half the word 
“ Wilfrid," and, .i.s Desert went down, he went upstairs. 

Back in his place against the balustrade, he tried to realise 
that life was a laughing m.itter, and couldn’t. His position 
required a serpent’s cunning, a lion’s courage, a dove’s 
gentleness : he was not conscious of possessing such pro¬ 
verbial qualities. If Fleur had loved him as he loved her, 
he would have had lor Wilfrid a real compassion. It was so 
natural to fall in love with Fleur! But she didn’t—oh 1 no, 
she didn’t! Michael had one virtue—if virtue it be—a 
moderate opinion of himself, a disposition to think highly of 
his friends. He had thought highly of Desert; and—odd ! 
—he still did not think lowly of him. Here was his friend 
irving to do him mortal injury, to alienate the affection- 
more honestly, the toleration—of his wife; and yet he did 
not think him a cad. Such leniency, he knew, was hopeless; 
but the doctrines of free-will, and free contract, were not to 
him mere literary conceptions, they were part of hit natiue. 
To apply duress, however desirable, would not be on his 
cards. And something like despair ravaged the heart of 
him, watching Fleur’s ingratiating little tricks with the 
great Gerald Chalfont. If she left him for Witfrid I But 
surely—no—her father, her house, her dog, her friends, her 
—her eoUection of—of—she would not—could not give tim 
up 1 But suppose she kept everything, Wilfrid inchided t 
No, no I She wouldn’t! Only for a second ihd th«t 
possibiluy blur the natural loyalty d his mind. 

WMl, what to do ? Tell her—talk the thing ont 1 Or 
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wait and watch ? For what ’ Without deliberate spying, 
he could not watch nesiri would come to their house no 
more. N"! hither complete ir.mkness; or complete 
ignorinp -and that meant liv ini; wiili the sword of Damocles 
above his head ! No' O-rnplett frankness ' And not do 
anytlnnp that seemed like l.tMnp a trip ' He parsed his 
hand across a forehead that was wet If nnlv tlnw were at 
home, av\a\ from that squalbne ind these eultnated lacka- 
napes ' Could he in ..lui h«>ok her out: lm[''()Ssll^lc 
without siunr reasnn ' UnK his hrnn-storm for a reason ' 
He must jus[ biK on it The Mneine teasctl J leur was 
hinkinu round Now shi-vsould lx i kon ' On the tontrarc, 
she came towards him He (otild not help the cvnical 
ihoupht : ‘ SheN iuxik'-J old (.’h ilti ait ’ ’ He hn^.] her, but 
he know her little weaknesses >h- i ime up and look hold 
of his sh'fw 

’* I\'e had im)ui;h, Me hael, let's slip off , d'vou mind ' 

“Quick ' " he said, *' belore ilu\ spot u^ ! " 

In till cold air outside iu ihouplu ‘ Now * Or in her 
room ? ’ 

“ 1 think," said Meur, “ that Mr Chaltont is overrated- 
he’s nothing but a mental vawn lie's cominp to lunch 
to-morrow week.’* 

Not now- in her Mom ! 

“ Whom do you think to meet him, besides Alison ? ” 

“ Nothing ja/.ry " 

“Of course not; but it must be s<jmcbody intriguing, 
Michael. Bother! sometimes I think it isn't worth it.” 

MiclmclV heart stood still Was that a portent—sign 
of ‘ the primitive ’ rising within hi^ adored practitioner of 
social arts f An hour ogo he would Itave s.iiJ : 

“ You*rc righ\ my ciiild ; it jolly well isn’t! ” But now 
—any sign of change wns ominous! He slipped his arm in 
hers. 
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“Don’t worn, wc'li sn.ire ihc just-right cuckoos, 
.somehow.’’ 

“A Chinese Minister would he perfect,” mused Hour, 
*“ vMtli Minliti .ind ban—four men—two women —cos). 
I’ll talk lo Bart.” 

.Michael iiad opened their tnmt door, bhc passed him; 
he lini’crcd to sec tlic stars, the plane trees, a man’s figure 
motionless, collared to the eves, hatted down to them 
‘ Wilfrid ’ ' he thoiJt;hl : ' hpain ! \\ h\ Spain ? And all 
poor devils who urc in distress -the iRart— oh ! darn the 
heart ! ’ He closed the door. 

liut s(Kin he had another to open, and never with less 
enthuM.ism Fleur was sitting on the arm of a chair, in the 
dim l.ivtnder pvjamas she sometimes w<irc just lo keep in 
with things, staring at the lire Mich.iel stood, hxiking at 
her and at lus own refieetion bevond in one of the five 
mirrors—white and black, ilu pie-rrot pyjamas she had 
bought him. ‘ higurcs in a plav,’ he thought, * figures in a 
plav ! Is it real ? ’ He in<»ved forward and sal on the 
chair’s (»iher arm 

“ Hang It!” he muttered “Wish I were Aniinous! ” 
And he slipped from the arm into the chair, to be behind her 
face, if .she wanted to hide it fnim him. 

“ Wilfrid's been telling me,” he said, quietly. 

Off his chest! What now ; He saw the blood come 
flushing into her neck .ind cheek. 

“ Oh ! W’hat business—how do you mean * telling you’? ” 

“ Just that he’s in hwe with you — nothing more—there’s 
noiliing more to tell, is there ? ” And drawing his feet up 
on to the ch.nr, he clasped his hands bard round his kncct. 
Already—already he had asked a question I Bite on it! 
Bite on it! And he shut his eyes. 

“ Of course,” said Fleur, very slowly, “ there's nothing 
more. If Wilfrid chooses to be so silly.” 



A MODERN COMEDY 


■ 8o 


Chooical The word seemed unjust to one whose own 
‘siliiness* was so recent—so enduring! And—curious! 
Kis heart wouldn’t bound. Surely it ought to have bounded 
at her words ! 

“ Is that the end of Wilfrid, then ? ” 

“ The end ? I don’t know.” 

Ah! Who knew anything—when passion was about f 
“ Well,” he said, holding himseU h.ird together, ’* don't 
forget I love you awfully ! ” 

He iaw her eyelids flicker, her shoulders shrugging. 

“ Am I likely to f " 

Bitter, cordial, simple—-which ? Suddenly her hands 
came round and took him by the e.irs Holding them fast 
she looked down at him, and laughed And again lus heart 
would not bound. If she did not had him by the nose, 
she——! But he clutched her to liim in the chair. Laven¬ 
der and white and black confused- ‘lu returned his kis- 
But from the heart ? W ho knew ! Not MichaJ. 



CHAPTER X 

FAS-ilNC OF A SPORTSHAS 

SoAMi s, disappointed of liw daughter, said : “ I’ll wait,” 
and took his seat nt the centre of the jade green settee, 
obltc lous of Ting-a-ling before the fire, sleeping off the atten¬ 
tions of Amabel N.i/iiie, who had found him ‘ just too 
cunning.’ Grey and composed, with one knee over the 
other, and a line between Ins eyes, he thought of Eldcrson 
and the condition id the world, and of how there was always 
somediing. And the more he thought, the more he won¬ 
dered why he had evc r been such a flat as to go On to a 
hoard which had anulnng to do with foreign contracts. 
rVIl the old wisdom th.it in the nineteenth century had 
consohd.ited hrni.sh we.ilth, all the Forsyte philosophy of 
attending to one’s own business, and taking no risks, the 
close-fibred national individu.dism which refused to commit 
the country to chasing this wild goose or that, held within 
him silent demonstration. Britain was on the wrong tack 
politically to try and influence the Continent, and the 
P.P.R.S. on the wrong tack monetarily to insure business 
outside Britain. The special instinct of his breed yearned 
for resumption of the straight and private path. Never 
meddle with what you couldn’t control! ‘ Old Moat ’ had 
said: “ Keep the ring 1 ” Nothing of the sort: Hindane’f 
own business! That was the real' formula.’ He became 
conscious of his calf-Ting-a-Iing was snififing gtliis trmuten. 

“ Oh 1 ” said Soames. “ It’s you! ” 

Placing hia ior^awt against the settee, 71a^ift4iqglieked 
the air. 


Il 
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“ Pick you up ; ” suid Soames. " You’re too long ” 
And agam he felt that faint vsarmth of being liked 

‘Thert's something about me that appeals to him,’ he 
thought, taLing him by the strulT and lifting him on to a 
cushion “ You and I," the little dog scemi.d saving with 
his si.ire- Chinese little object ' The Chinese knew what 
tliev \vere about, the\ had minded their m\n business for 
five thousand vears ' 

‘ I shall resign.’ ihouglu boames Hut what about W’ini- 
fred, and InKigen, and some of the Rogers and Nieliolases 
who had been putting monev into this tlung beeause' he 
was a director ; lb wished thev wouldn’t follow him like a 
lot of sheep ! De rose trotn the settee It was no good 
waiting, he would walk on to (ireen btreet and talk to 
Winifred at once bhe would have to sell ag.tin, though the 
shares had dropped a bit And wiilnml taking leave of 
Ting-a-ling, he went out 

All this last year he had almewt enjoved life Having 
somewhere to come and sit and receive a certain s\mpaih) 
once at least a week, as m old davs at Timothy’s, was of 
mcaleiilablc advantage to his spirit In going from home 
Fleur had laktm most of his heart with her ; but Soames had 
found It almost an ad\ aniage to visit his heart once a week 
rather than to have it alwavs about. There were other 
reasons conducing to light-hearicdness. That diabolical 
foreign chap, Prosper Profond, had long been gone he didn’t 
know where, and his vs’ifc had been decidcdU less restive and 
sarcastic ever since. She had taken up a thing thev called 
Cou^, and grown stouter, bhe used the car a great deal. 
Altogether she was more domestic. I'hen, too, he had 
become reconciled to Gauguin—a little slump in that 
painter had convinced him that he was still worth attention, 
and he had bought three more. Gauguin would rise again ! 
Soames almost regretted his intuition of that second coming, 
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{->r hi. hnJ quite t.iken to ihj ch.tp Hi' colour^ once you 
L^ol used to It, vv.i-' vcr\ .iltr.it tive One picture, C'»pccj.i!l\, 
which meant nothini; f.ir .is he could -.ee, h.id a \s.\\ of 
m-ikini: vou keep your e\(.s on it Ht esen felt uneisv 
when he t!)oijL:ltt ot h.uini: t'‘ pirt iMth the tlnni,' at an 
enh.mtcd pruc Hut, most ot all, he had hcen feeling so 
enpe, mi; a ret rud« -^.erKc ol \outh m rei; ird to Annette, 
t.ikinj; more ph I'ure in uliai )k .ite, ulult hl^ mind dwell 
.dnn'.t u»inpIutn:K tht -.i.Uc ot nniiKy The ^■xiund 
i^oine up in \ .tiui . 1. ihour qun i ' And now they had j»ot 
nd itf th It Jatk o'-l inTern, tlR\ miLrht look for some \ears 
ot solid Ci'iis' r\.':i\e .ulniini'Nir.ition \nd to think, a-* he 
did, 'teppinp I' r*''' M jaints’ Park towards Green ^lr'•et, 
that he h id cne .ind put hi' foot inio .t contern wliith he 
tould not cnntrni. made him f<< 1 -well, if the devil had 
Ixtn in It ’ 

In Pn I .uldU ht nioii-t d ahuiL’ on the Park side, taking; his 
custom.ir\ look up .It the ‘ Keeiirn ' Ciuh The curtains were 
dr.iwn. and t hinks of lii,'iit i;!>)wcd. loni; .inJ tosv. .And that 
remindeti hiir 'omc one h.itl said (reorge l'or»ytc was ill. 
Ccrt.miK In hid nut sien himintlit b.iy window for months 
past. Well, (leorttt h.id alw t\st.iten and drunk tw much. 
He cros'ed <»ver and pa>sed beneath the Club ; and a sudden 
tiding - he didn’t know what—a longing for his own past, a 
M.n of nosialgi I - made him •-lop and mount the steps. 

“ Mr George i‘or>\!<- in the Club ? ” 

The janitor stared, a grcy-h.nred, long-faced chap, whom 
he had known from awa\ back m the eighties. 

*’ Mr. Forsyte, sir,” he said, " is very ill indeed. They* 
sa) he won’t reco\cr, sir.” 

“ What ? ” said Soames. “ Nobody told me that.” 

“ He’s very bad—c/ry bad indeed. It’s the heart.” 

“ The heart! Where i.s he ? ” 

“ At his rooms, sir; just round the comer. They say the 
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doctors liavc given him up. He :eill be missed here. 
Forty years I’ve known him. One of the old school, .md a 
wonderful judge of wine and horses. VVe none of us last for 
ever, they s.iy, but I never thought to see him out. Bit tu<j 
full-blooded, sir, and that's a f.ict." 

With a slight shock So.imes re.di-ed that he had never 
known where George lived, so utterly .mehored had he 
seemed to that bay window .ibovc 

” Just give me the number of his rooms,” he s.ud. 

” Bclvillc Row—No, II, sir; I’m .sure I hope )ou’ll find 
him better. I shall nii!i.s his joke.s—1 sli.dl, indeed.” 

Turning the corner into Bdville Row, Soaraes made .1 
rapid calculation. George w.is si.viy si.v, only one \e.ir 
younger than himself! If George w.is really in extremis it 
would be quite unnatural 1 ‘ Comes of not leading a cardul 
life,’ he thought; ‘ alw.us rackety—George ! VVhen was 
it I made his will i ’ So far as he remembered, George had 
left his money to his brothers and sisters—no one else to 
leave it to. The feeling of kinship stirred in Soames, the 
instinct of family adjustment. George and he had never got 
on—opposite poles of temperament—still he would have to 
be buried, and who would see to it if not Soames, who had 
seen to so many Ft^rsyte burials in his time 1 He recalled 
the nickname George had once given him, ‘ the undertaker 1’ 
H’m! Here was poetical justice! Belville Row! Ah! 
No. n—regular bachelor-looking place 1 And putting his 
hand up to the bell, he thought: ' Women 1 ’ What had 
George done about women all his life ? 

Uk ting was answered by a man in a black cut-away coat 
with a certain speechless reticence. 

*' My cousin, Mr. George Forsyte 1 How is he 1 ” 

The man compnsted hit lips. 

“Not expected to last the night, Mr.” 

SonmesMt a iitllp<dBtchbcn|ath his Jaeger vest. 
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“ Conscious I ” 

'■ Yes, sir.” 

“ Could )ou show him my card ? Ht might possibly like 
to see me.” 

" Will you wall in Irtc, sir I ” Soames passed into a low 
room panelled up to the level of a man's chest, and above 
that line dicur.iied with prints. George—a collector! 
ho.imes had never supposed he had it in him 1 On those 
walls, wherever the i)e rmed, were pirints coloured and 
uncoloured, old .ind new, depkting the sports of racing and 
pri/c-fighting ! H.irdly .in meh of the red wall space 
visible ! About to examine them for marks of value, 
Soames saw that he w.is not alone. A woman—age un¬ 
certain m the shaded light—was sitting in a very high- 
backed chair K fore the lire with licr elbow on the arm of it, 
and a handkeri hiet held to htr face. Soamc.s looked at her, 
and his nostrils moved in a stealthy sniff. ' Not a lady,’ he 
thought. ‘ Ten to one but there'll be complications.’ The 
muffled voice of tlie cut-away man said: 

“ I'm to take )ou in, sir.” Soames passed his hand ovo 
his face and followed. 

The bedroom he now entered was in curious contrast 
The whole of one wall was occupied by an immense piece 9 
furniture, all cupboards and drawers. OtherwiM there mu 
nothing in the room but a dressing-table withsilveraccoutie- 
ments, an electric radiator alight in the fireplace, and a bed 
opposite. Over the fireplace was a single picture, at which 
Soames glanced mechanically. What 1 Chinese I A large 
whitish sidelong monkey, holding the rind a squeezed 
fruit in its outstretched paw. Its whiskered face looked 
back at him with brown, almost human eyes. What on 
earth had made his inartistic cousia buy a thing lile that 
and put it up to lace his bed I He tained and looked at the 
bed’s occupant. “The only sportsman of the lot,” as 
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Montngue D.irtio m lu'^ prime had called him, lay with Iin 
swolh n form «jullin<-d beneath a thin qutll It t^avc Soamc^ 
quite a turn to sv< that familiar bci hcoloured face pale and 
puffy as a moon, with dark corrugated circles round eves 
whldi still had thiir japm^ «;tar( A mucc, h'tarsc and 
subdtied, but with the old I or'=\ te timbre, said 

“ Hallo, Soames' Come to measure me for m\ cofTin ' " 
Soames pur tiu ^llL.’l:«'stllm a\\a\ with a mo\ t nn nt of bi" 
hand; he felt qiK(.r l<iokitU' at that tra\e^tv oi (ieorp^e 
The) had never y'ot .m, but 

And in Ills flat, ummote a d \on{ lu suJ 
“Well, (hori^e’ Voiril pul up \ii Vou'rr no aye 
Is there anything I tan do for \ ou ^ " 

A ynn lunched (ieorcc's pallid lips 
“Make me a cckIiciI Viu’ll find p'P'r in tin d^(^^ln^ 
table drawer ” 

Soanu.s ttKil out a shet l i>l ‘Kuiim' Club iiott piper 
v^tanJinj: at the table, he inscribed the «ip(.niny \\ord>. of i 
codicil with his st\loyriphic pen, and looked round at 
(ieorpe. The words came with a hoarse relish 

“ My three screws to \oiiny \’al Dartie, bccau'.i- he’s the 
only Fors)tc that knows a h<irse from a d<'nU\ ” \ 

throaty chuckle sounded ghastly in the cars of N>anu's 
“ What have \ou said ^ ” 

Soames read : “ I liereb) Ic.ivc m\ three r.icchorses to 
my kinsman, \’alenus DartK, of Wansdon, Sussex, Ikcmus-, 
he has special knowlcdjjc of horses ” 

Again the throat) chuckle “ YouTc a dr\ file, Soames 
Go on. To Milly Moyle, of 12 , Claremont Grove, twelve 
thousand pounds, free of legacy duty 
Soames paused on the verge of a whistle. 

The woman in the next room ! 

The japing in George’s eyes had turned to brooding 
gloom. 
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“ It\ n loi of rnonc)Sorjmc’i could not help s.iying. 

George m^ide a faint choleric sound 

*' Write It down, or I'll leave her the lot.” 

Soames wrote “ In that all ^ ” 

“ Yes Read it ' ” 

Soames read Again he heard that throaty cliuckle. 

“ That’s a pill Yuu won’t let if'.ii into the papers. (»ct 
that chap in, and \ ou and he can witness " 

Deforc Soam-s readied the dimr, it was •ipened and the 
man himsell uiriu in 

“The—er xnar, sir." he mkI in a deprecating voice, 
" has called He wants to knovs if vou would like to s(c 
liirn " 

(K<irge turned his faic. liis fleshv grts e\es rolled. 

“ (rivt hini m\ lomplimcnis," In. s.nJ, “ and say i’ll see 
him at the turural " 

With a how the in.m went out, and tliere was silence. 

“ .Sow," said (leorge, “gel him in again. I don’t kntrtv 
when the flag’ll fall " 

Soames l>eek.ined the man in When the codicil was 
signed and the man gone, George spoke : 

“ Take it, and see sV gets it. I can trust you, that’s one 
tiling about you, Soame“» " 

So.amcs pocketed the codicil with a very queer Mnsation. 

“ Would \ou like to see her again ? ” he said. 

(leorgc stared up at him a long time before he answered. 

“ No. What’s the g'H»d ? Give me a cigar from that 
drawer.” 

N>amc.« opened the drawer. 

" Ought you ? ” he said. 

(Jeorge grinned. “ Never in my life done what I ought; 
not going to begin now. Cut it for me.” 

Soames nipped the end of the cigar. * Shan^t g^ve him a 
match/ he thought. * Can’t take the respotisil^tty.’ Bat 
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George Jid not akk for a matdi. He lay quite still, the 
unlightcd cig.ir between his pale lips, the curved lids down 
over hik eyes. 

Good-bye,” he said, “ I’m going to have a snooee.” 

“Good-bye,” said Soames. “I—I hope—v'ou—you’ll 
soon-” 

George reopened his eych-—fixed, sad, jckting, they seemed 
to quench the sh.ims of hope .md consolation. Soames 
turned hastily and went out. He lelt bad, and almost 
unconsciously turned again into tin sitting-room. The 
woman was still in the same .itmude ; the same florid scent 
was in the air. Soames took up the umbrella he had left 
there, ,ind went out 

“This is my telephone number,” ia said to the servant 
waiting in the corridor; “ lei me know.” 

The man bowed 

Soames turned out of BeUille Row. Never had he left 
George’s presence witlmut the sense of being laughed at. 
Had he been laughed at now ; Was tlut codicil George’s 
last joke ( If he had not gone in this afternoon, would 
George ever have made it, leaving a third of his property 
away from his family to that florid,woman in the high- 
backed chair I Soames was beset by a sense of mystery. 
How could a man joke at death’s door ! It was, in a way, 
heroic. Where would he be buned ! Somebody would 
know—Francic or Eustace. And what would they think 
when they came to know about that woman in the chair- 
twelve thousand pounds! ' If 1 can get,hold of that white 
monkey, I ’will,’ he thought suddenly. ‘ It’s a good thing.’ 
The numkey's eyes, the squecied-out fruit—was life all a 
bitter jest and George deeper than himself 1 He rang the 
Green Street belL 

Mrs. Dartie was veiy torty, bat Mrs. Cardigan had called 
for her to dine and jnake a four^ at the play. 
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Soamcs went in to dinner alone. At the polished board 
belou wliich Mont.ague Dartic had now .and again slipped, 
]f not quite ^lcpt, he dined .md brooded. “ I can trust you, 
th.tt’s one thing about \<m, So.imes.” The words flattered 
and yet stung him. The depths of that sardonic joke ! To 
give him a f.imily shock and trust him to carry the shock 
out' George had never c.ired twilvc thousand pounds for 
a woman who smelled of patchouli. No! It was a final 
gibe at his faniih, the Forsytes, at .''o.tmes himself! Well! 
one by one tho^c who had injured or gibed at him—Irene, 
Hisonnev, old and yung Jolyon, and now George, had met 
tliiir fates. Dead, dying, or in Unt^h Columbia I He saw 
ag iin his cousin's eyes .ibovc that unligliud cigar, fixed, sad, 
jesting—poor de'il! He got up from the table, .and ncr- 
vnush drew .iside the curtains The night was fine and 
c Id What h.ippencd to one—after f George used to say 
that he h.ul been Ch.irks the Second’s cook in a former exis¬ 
tence ! Hut reincarnation w.is all non.scn.se, weak-minded 
theorising ! Still, one would be glad to hold on if one could, 
after one was gone Hold on, and be near Fleur! What 
noise was that f Gramophone going in the kitchen! 

When the cat was away, the mice-! People were all 

alike—take what they could get, and give as little aa they 
could for it. Well 1 he would smoke a cigarette. Lighting 
it at a candle—Winifred dined by candle-light, it was the 
‘ mode ’ again—he thought; ' H.is he still got that cigar 
between his teeth ? ’ A funny fellow, George—aD his days 
a funny fellow ! He watched a ring of smoke he had made 
without intending to—very blue, he never inhaled! Yes 1 
George had lived too fast, or he would not have been dying 
twenty years before his time—too fast! Well, them it was, 
and he wished he had a cat to talk to t He took a little 
monster off the mantelboard. Picked up by hit oc^kw 
P encdict in an Eastern bazaar the year after the War. it !>•<) 
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green cyt“»—“ Not cmcr.iliis' thought Soames, ‘ ‘.omc cheap 
stone ’ ’ 

“ The telephone for \’(m, sir " 

He went into the hall and look up the receiver. 

“ Yes : " 

“Mr. l'ors\te has passed .u\a\, sir—in his skep, the 
doctor savs “ 

“Oh!” said Sonnes- “Had he a ei*:-^ Manv 

lhank<;.” lie liiintt up the r{-i.ei\er. 

Passed a\\a\ ’ And, with .i nervoub mmcmeni, he felt 
li*r the codicil in his breast pocket. 



CHAPTFR XI 

M \ ] I RI 

For a week Km ket }i iJ ^^eui ‘ the fh,’ slippery .•*» nn eel, 
e\.isi\e js .1 'W.tllou, tor c\cr out of re.ich. A 

pouikl for keep, .inJ three 'Inilin^s ituestevl on .1 liorse, .mil 
he was ilown to luijits h-iir hoh Tlte W' .iih» r h id turned 
•>((.rl\ tnd Vutonru h.id pon» out iiir the first ttme. 
That was soimtlnny otf hts minv!, hut the tramp of the 
unem[do\tJ s(n-.iii--n, th -t ft.trial tr.ami: f"r tlu nu-ansof 
nuri. (Msteiui, .1 prottsiin”, aiiMety, was biting 

inioihe\er\ fifliotliis >pirit If he didn’t ^et a job within 
.1 week or iv\o, tlu re would he iiotliint: h’T ft liul the work- 
house, or the y.o ‘ 'I’he i,ms/ thou;;ht Kukel, * if ^lie will, 
1 will. Tin hd up Alter .dl, vshat is it ^ in her arms 1 
vsouldn't mind " Instinct, hovsever, that it was not so easy 
as all that n- put one’s heat! under tin ^ms, j»avc liim a brnin- 
wave that Mondav mphi. K.dl<Mais -that chap in Oxford 
Street to-dav ' Whv not : lie still liad the capital for a 
flutter in them, and no h:i\s ker’s lieenee needed. Hw brain, 
working like a '-quirre l in the small hours, grasped the great, 
the incalculable advantage t)! eoloured balloon# over all 
other forms of ctimmercc. You etmldn't muss the man who 
Mdd thcm—ihcre lie was for e\erv eye to see, with hiu many 
radiant circumfcrcnccb dangling m front of him I Not 
much profit in them, he had gathered —a penny on a six¬ 
penny globe of colf.ured air, a penny on every three small 
twopenny globes, still their saU.sman was alive, and 
probablvhad pitched liim a poor talc for fcar^of making his 
profession seem too attractive. Over the Bridge, just 

9 ' 
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where the traffic—no, up h\ St. Paul’s! He knew a passage 
where he could stand back a yard or two, like that chap in 
Oxford Street! But to the girl sleeping beside him he said 
nothing. N(j word to her till he had thrown the die It 
meant gambling with his last penny For a bare living he 
would have to sell—why, three dozen big and four dozen 
small balloons a day would only be iwcntN-six shillings a 
ueek profit, unless tliat chap v\as kidding. Not much 
towards ‘z\ustr\lia’ out of th.u ! And not a career— 
\'utorine would have a shock ! But it was neck ot nothing 
now—he must try it, and in off hours go on looking for a job. 

Our thin capit.ihst, then, with four dozen big and seven 
dozen small (»n a tray, two sh!l!lng^ m his pocket, and little 
in his stomach, took liU stand <>tf St. Paul’s at two o’clock 
next day. Slowly he blew up and tied the necks of two 
large and three small, magenta, green and blue, till they 
dangled before him. Then with the smell of rubber in his 
nostrils, and protruding c\es, he stood i\uk on the kerb 
and watched the sirc.im go by. It gratified him to see that 
moat people turned to look at him But the first person 
to address him was a policeman, with . 

** I’m not sure you can stand there.” 

Bicket did not answer, his throat felt too dry. He had 
hesU'd of the police. Had he gone the wrong way to work ? 
Suddenly he gulped, and said : *' Give us a chance, con- 
»UbIe; Vm right on my bones If I’m in the way, I’ll 
•U&d anywhere you like. This is new to me, and two bob's 
all I’ve got left in the world besides a wife.” 

The constable, a big man, looked him up and down. 
** Well, we’U see. I shan’t make trouble for you if no one 
objects.** 

Hicket’s gaze deepened tl^kfully. 

** I’m much obliged,” he said; ” tyke one for your little 
|irl—to please tne ” 
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“ I’ll buy one," said the policeman, " and give you a 
start. I go off duty in an hour, you ’avc it ready—^a big 
one, magenta.” 

He mo\ed away. Bicket could sec liim watching. 
Edging into the gutter, he stood quite still; his large eyes 
clung to ever) face that passed ; .ind, now and then, his thin 
fingers nervously touched his wares. If Victorine could see 
him ! .411 the spirit within him mounted lly Golly 1 he 
would get out of tins .somehow into the sun, into a life that 
was a life ! 

He liad been si.mding there near!) two hours, shifting 
from font to un.iccustomed foot, and liad sold four big and 
five sm.ill—si\penn\ worth of profit—when Naames, who 
had eh.inged his route to spue those fellows who couldn’t 
get p.ist Willi.im Gouldyiig Ingerer, came by on his way to 
the P P.R.b I'o.ird Startled b\ a timid murmur ; “ Bal¬ 
loon, sir, best qu.iliiy," he looked round from that con¬ 
templation 111 St P.iul’s wliich b.id Ixien Ills lifelong habit, 
and stopped tii sheer surprise. 

" Balloon ! ■' he said. "What should I vnant with a 
balloon f ’’ 

Bicket .smiled Between those green and Uae and 
orange globes and boames’ grey self-containment there was 
incongruity which even he could appreciate. 

“ Children like 'era—no weight, sir, waistcoat pocket." 

“ 1 daresay,” said Soames, “ but I’ve no children.” 

“ Grandchildren, sir.” 

“ Nor any grandchildren." 

“ Thank you, sir.” 

Soames gave him one of those rapid glances with which 
he was accustomed to gauge the character of the utt* 
pecunious. ‘ A poor, harmleM little tat!' he though^ 
“ Here, give me two—how much ! ” 

“ A sbilling, sir, and mneh obliged." 
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“ You c.tn keep the chan^'c,” s.ud Soames hurnedK, and 
passed on, astnnislicd \Mi\ on earth he had bou^^hi the 
things, and for more than double their price, he could not 
cone cue He did not recollect such a thing havinghappened 
to him before bAtrenicK peculiar! And suddenly he 
realised uli\ The lellow had been humble, mild—to be 
encouraged, in these' days (if Communistic bravura After 
all, the little cliap was—was on the side of Capital, had 
invested in th'^^c balloons I Trade ! And, raising his eve- 
towards St. Paul’s .igain, he stuffed the nasi\-teeiing tilings 
down into his overcoat poe ket Si-mebod\ would be t.iking 
them out. and wondering what was tlie matter with him ’ 
Well, he had other thing’s to think of ' 

Bickcl, however, si.ireel after him. elated Two hiindrtil 
.»nd fifty odd per cent profit c-n ihoM two- -th.it w l^ some¬ 
thing like. The feeling, that not enough women were 
passing him here, bceanie less poi^n mt after all, women 
knew the value of nionev, no e\tra slnUuigs out of them ! 

If only some more of these shin\-hatted old millionaires 
would come along ! 

At six o'clock, with a profit of three .md cightpcnce, to . 
which Soames had contributed just half, he began to add the 
sighs of dcfl.uing balloons to his o\^n ; unt\ing them with 
passionate care he watched his coloured he>pcs one by one 
collapse, and stored them in the drawxr of his tray Taking 
it under his arm, he moved his tired legs in the direction of 
the Bridge. In a full d.u he might make four to five 
shillings—WcU, it would just keep them alive, and some¬ 
thing might turn up! He was his own master, anywa\, 
accountable neither to employer nor to union. That know¬ 
ledge gave him a curious lightness inside, together with the 
fact that he had catea nothing since breakfast. 

" Wonder if he an alderman,’ he thought; ‘ they say 
those aldermen live oo turtle soup.’ Nearing home, he 
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considered nervously wh.u to do with the trav ^ How 
present \ ictonne tnim knouin)» that he had joined the ranks 
Capital, and spent hi^; da} in the i^uttcr ? IlUuck ! She 
was at the window ' He mii't pi.r .i ijood face on it. And 
he went in whisthni: 

“ What’s that, Tony ? she said, pointing to the trav. 
“All! li.i ! (ireat stunt- this' 'ere I ” 

Taking; a balloon out trom tlie ir.i\. he bleu He blew 
uitli a desperation he h.id not \ei put into the proees.s. 
The\ said the tliini^s would sv\el} to hve feet in t ireumferonce 
He lelt sonuhou tint li he (oiild uet it to attain those 
proportions, u would sofici e\er\ihm^ I ndnhis breath 
the lluni: blotted out \ uiorinc. .mvl the room, till tlierc was 
just the -b- ot eoloured air Nippim.' its neck between 
thumb and Iuil’' r, he In. Id it up. .ind said 

“ There \ou .ir«. , not had \ due b-r sup^nec, old girl ! ” 
and he pcen d round it laird, sl^ u.is < rymt;' He let the 
‘ hKnud ' thini: c" . it llo.tttd down, the air slowl} evapor¬ 
ating III! a lit lie innl.hd wreik rested on the din^jv carpet. 
Claspinp her hcannp >houldi.rs, he s.ud desperate!) : 

“ Cheerio, my dear, don’t quarrel with bread and butter. 
I sli.ill j:et A job, this is jU'f to thle us j>\er. I’d do a lot 
v\<<rse than tint for )ou Come on, .md pet my tea. I’m 
hunitrN, blovMii’ up those iiiini;s ” 

She stopped crvmg, looked up, .said nothing— mysterious 
with those bie e\ts ' You'd .say she had thoughts ! But 
what the) were Biekct could not leli. I’ndcr the stimulus 
of itn, he achieved a cert.nn bravado about his new profes¬ 
sion To be vour own master! Go out when you liked, 
come home when you liked—lie in I>cd with Vic if he jolly 
well pleased. A lot in that! And there row in Bicket 
something truly national, something free and happy-go- 
lucky, resenting regular work, enjoying a spurt, and a bzc- 
off, craving independence — something that accounted for 
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the national life, the crowds of little shops, of middlemen, 
casual workers, tramps, owning their ow n souls in their own 
good time, and damning the consequences—something 
inherent in the land, the race, before the Saxons and their 
conscience and their indu-itry came in—something that 
believed in swelling and collapsing coloured air, demanded 
pickles and high flavours without nourishment—yes, all that 
something exulted above Bicket’s kipper and his tea, good 
and strong. He would rather sell ballot ms than be a packer 
any day, and don’t let V'ic forget it! And when she was 
able to take a job, thc\ would get on fine, and not be long 
before they'd saved enough to get out tif jt to where those 
blue butterflies came from. And ho spoke of Soames. A 
few more aldermen without ciiildrcn—say two a day, 
fifteen bob a week outside h gitimate trade VVhv, m under 
a year they'd have tlie monev ! And once away, Vic \M»uld 
blow out like one of those b.illocms, she’d be twice the sue, 
and a colour in her cheeks to l.iv over that orange and 
magenta. Bicket became full of .air. And the girl, his wife, 
watched with her Urge eyes and spoke little ; bat slie did 
not cry again, or, indeed, throw any \vatcr, warm or cold, 
on him who sold balloons. 



CHAPTER XII 

nCURFS AND FACTS 

With the exception of old Fontenoy —in absence as in 
presence orn.inient.il—tlic Board was apain full; Sowncs, 
conscious oi spcci.il inpr.iti.ition in the manner of ‘ that 
ihap’ Eldcrson, prcp.ircd lumsclf for the worst. The 
figures were lieforc ihcm ; a somewhat colourless show, 
appe.innp to disclose a state of things which would pass 
muster, if within the next six months there were no further 
violent disturhances of currency exch.ingc. The proportion 
of foreign business to home business was duly expressed in 
terms of two to seven; German business, which constituted 
the bulk of the foreign, had been lumped—Soaine* noted- 
in the middle section, of countries only half bankrupt, and 
taken at what might be called a conservative estimate. 

During the silence which reigned while each member of 
the Board digested the figures, Soames perceived more 
clearly than ever the quandary he was in. Certainly, theae 
figures would hardly justify the foregoing of the ditndoid 
earned on the past year’s business. But luppoee there were 
another Continental crash and they became liafaie on the 
great bulk of their foreign business, it might nvamp aB 
profits on home business next year, and mote besidta. And 
then his uneasiness about Eldcrson hinudf—fotmdcd he 
could not tell on what, intuitive, perhaps iiBy, 

"Well, Mr. Forsyte,” the chairman was ^edk!a(;} 
“there arc the figures. Are yon satitfwd f ” 

Soames looked up; he had taken a naoktiotL ' 

" I will agree to dut y^s divhksi nq dbt 
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wc drop this foreien buNintss in future, lock, stock and 
barrel.” The m.in.ur'.r's c\es hard and brii;ht, met his, 
then turned towards the chairm.in 

“ That appears to savour <>f the panicky," he said ; “ the 
hirci^m business is responsible for a ^r'od third of our profit 
this year." 

The cliairman seemed to trarner the expressions of his 
fellow-directors, before he s.ud 

" There is nothing in the forcii^n situation at the moment, 
Mr Forsyte, which i,’i\cs particul.ir cause for alarm 1 
admit that wc shoul 1 watch it ilosJ\ —” 

“You can’t," interject-.d S<>atn(s "Here wo are four 
years from the \rmisti(\, arul we know no more where we 
stand than we did then If Td reali''ed our commitment 
to this policy, I should ne\er have come on the lio.ird Wc 
must drop it." 

" Rather an exirenu view And hardlv a matter we can 
decide in n moment " 

Tlic murmur of assent, tin- expression, faintly ironical, 
of ‘ that chap's ’ lips, jolted tlie tenacitv in Soamew 

“Very well! Unless vou'rc prepared to tell the share¬ 
holders in the report lliat we are dropping forciijn businc*ss, 
you drop me. I must be free xo raise the question myscll 
at the general meetini,' " He did n<u miss the shift and 
blink in the manager’s eyes. That shot had gone home ! 

The Chairman said : 

“ You put a pisC(d to our heads." 

“ I am responsible to the shareholders," said Soames, 
" and I shall do my duty by them." 

“ So >|re a4 arc, Mr. Ftjrv) tc ; .ind I hope wc shall all Jo 
our dutjf * 

“Whf iwi confine the foreign business to the small 
countfidh-their currency is safe enough ? ” 

‘ Old Mont,’ and his precious * ring ! * 
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“ No,” s.iid So.imcs, ” we must back to safety,** 

“ Splendid isolation, Forsyte r ” 

” Meddling wav all vcr\ wOl m the war, but in peace— 
politics f>r busiiuvs—this half-and-half interference is no 
good. We can't control the foreign situation.” 

He looked around him, and was instantly conscious that 
with those word, he had vfuek a chord ‘ I’m giiing 
tiirough with this ' ' lie thought 

” I should be g] id, -Mr Ch.nrm.in ”—the manager wa.s 
speaking-—” if I niieht sa\ a word The polity was of mv 
initiation, and I think I in,i\ H.om lliat it has bei n of 
substantial beneU to the Souety so lar When, however, 
.1 member ot the Board t.ikes so strong a view against its 
lontinuarui., 1 uriainb. don't press tlu Hoard to continue 
It The limes .jr/ uncertain, and a risk, of course, is 
intolvcd, howe\cr const rcative mir tsiitnaies ” 

' Novs uliv '' thought So mies. ‘What’s he ratting 
lor ' * 

•' That’s vcr\ handsome of you, Eldcrson ; Mr. Chairman, 
1 think we mav say that is very handsome of our manager.” 

Old Dosev Coscy ' Handsome ! The old woman I 

The Chairman’.s rather h.irsh voice brtikc a silence. 

“This is a very serious point of policy. I should have 
been glad to have l>ord Fontenoy present.” 

“ If I am to endorse the report,” said Soames shortly, “ it 
must be decided t<*-day 1 have made up my mind. But 
please your.sclves ” 

He threw in those last ^hree w(»rds from a sort of fellow 
feeling—it w-as unpleasant to be dragooned ! A 
moment’s .silence, and tlicn discussion assumed that 
random volubility which softens a decision already forced 
on one. A quarter of an hour thus passed before the 
Ch .airman said: 

We are agreed then, gentlemen, that the report chaB 
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contain the announcement that, in view of Continental 
nncertainty, we are abandoning fjreign risks for the 
prcacnt.” 

Soames had won. Relieved and puzzled, he walked 
away alone. 

He had shown character; their respect for him had gone 
up, he could see ; tlieir liking for him down, if they’d ever 
had any—he didn’t know ! But why had Elderson veered 
round 1 He recalled the shift and blink of the fellow’s 
steel^ eyes at the idea of the question being raised at the 
general meeting. 

That had done it! But why ! Were the figures faked f 
Surely not! That would be too difficult, m the face of the 
accountants. If Soames had f.iith, it was m cli.irtered 
accountants. Sandis and jevon were tip-top people. It 
couldn’t be that! He glanced up from the pavement. The 
dome of St. Paul’s was dim already in ctening sky—nothing 
to be had out of it 1 He felt badly in need of some one to 
talk to; but there was nobody; and he quickened his 
pace among the hurrying crowd. His hand, driven deep 
into his overcoat pocket, came into sudden contact with 
some foreign sticky substance. ‘ Gracious ! ’ he thought: 
‘ those thirtgs ! ’ Should he drop them in the gutter i If 
only there were a child he could take them home to 1 He 
mutt get Annette to speak to kleur. He knew what came 
of bad habita from his own experience of long ago. Why 
shouldn’t he apeak to her himself i He was staying the 
night there! But there came on him a helpless sense of 
ignorance. These young people 1 What did they really 
tUnk and feel f Was old Mont right i Had they given 
np intetett in everything except the moment, abandoned 
1 ^ belieft u connnuity, mid progress ! True enough that 
Eut^ WM in Queer Street. But look at the sute of 
ikinp after die Napedeonk Wara. He couldn’t remember 
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Us grandfather ‘ Superior Oossct,’ the old chap had died 
five years before he was born, but he perfectly remembered 
how Aunt Ann, bom in 1799 , used to talk about “ that 
dreadful Bonaparte— we used to call him Boney, my dear; “ 
of how her father could get eight or ten per cent, for Us 
money; and of what an impression ‘ those Chartists ’ had 
made on Aunts juicy and Hester, and that was long after¬ 
wards. Yet, in spite of .ill that, look at the Victorian era— 
a golden age, things worth collectin[:,children worth havingl 
Why not again I Consols had risen almost continXontly 
since Timothy died. Even if Heaven and Hell had gone, 
they couldn’t be the reason; none of his uncles had believed 
in either, and yet had all made fortunes, and all had families, 
except Timothy and Swithin. No! It couldn't be the 
want of Heaven and Hell! What, then, was the reason of 
the change—if change there really were I And suddenly it 
was revealed to Soames. They talked too much—too mnch 
and too fast 1 They got to the end of interest in this and that 
and the other. They ate life and threw away the rind, and 

—and-. By the way, he must buy that pictnie of 

George’s! . . . Had these young folk more mind than hk 
own generation ? And if so—why f Was it diet ? That 
lobster cocktail Fleur had given Urn the Sunday before taat 
He had eaten the thing— very nasty 1 But it hadn't made 
Um want to talk. No I He didn't think it could be diet. 
Besides —Mind I Where were the minds now that equafied 
the Victoriana—Darwin, Huxley, Dickens, Distaelt, even tfid 
Gladstone 1 Why, he remembered judges and advocate! 
who seemed giants compared with those of the present day^ 
just aa he remembered that the judges of James hi! ftdber^ 
youth had seemed giants to James compered with tkieeef., 
Soames’ prime. According to that, mind watelen^^* 
declining. It must be something die. 
tlwy called psyduMuia^vis, which so farMbe cdnU uiden’: 
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stand attributed people’s action not to what they ate at 
breakfast, or the le.u iliey got out of bed with, as in the good 
old days, hut to some shock they had received in the remote 
4 p.i 8 t and entire!) forgotten. The subconscious mind! 
Eads! l''ads and microbes ! The fact was this generation 
had no digestion llis father and his uncles had all com¬ 
plained of liver, but they had never had anything the matter 
with them - no need of any of these vitamins, false teeth, 
mental healing, nev\spapers, psetho-anaU'^is, spiritualism, 
birth control, osteopathy, broadcasting, and what not. 
‘Machines!’ thoueht Soami.'. ‘Th.u's it—I shouldn’t 
wonder I ' H<i\v eould \ou hehe\c in anvthing when everv- 
thing was going round so fast ? When you couldn’t count 
your chickens -they ran alnnil so ? Hut Fleur had got a 
good little head {*n her ! ‘ Yes,’ he mused, ‘ and French 
teeth, she ian digest an\ thing T\vo\ears! Fll speak to 
her before she gels the habit confirmed. Her mother was 
quick enough abf>ut it !' And perceiving the Connoisseurs’ 
Club in front of him, he went in 

The hall porter came out of his box. A gentleman was 
waiting. 

“ What gentleman ? ” said Soames, sidelong. 

“ I think he’s your nephew, sir, Mr. Dartic.” 

“ Val Darlie ! H’m ! Where i ” 

“ In the little room, sir.’’ 

The little room—all the accommodation considered 
worthy of such as were not Connoisseurs—was at the end of 
a passage, and in no taste at all, as if the Club were saying : 
** Sec what it is not to be one of us! ” Soames cmcrcd it, 
and saw Val Dartic smoking a cigarette and gazing with 
absorption at the onh’ object of interest, his own reflection 
in the glass above the fire. 

He never saw his nephew without wondering when he 
would say: “Look here. Uncle Soames, I’m up a siurap.” 
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Breeding race horses! There could only he one end to 
that! 

“ Well ? ” he said, “ how arc you ? ” 

The {.'ICC m the glass turned round, and became the back 
of a clipped sanJ\ ish head 

“Oh! bobbish, thanks! Vou look all right. Unde 
Soames I just wanted to ask vou . Mu^t I take these 
screws of old Oeorge Forsyte’s ? They're dashed bad 
“ Gilt horse in the mouth ? ” said Soatnes 
“ Well," said Val, “ but they’re oj dashed bad ; by the 
time i\e paid \< g u v duty, boxed them to a sale, and sold 
tlicm, there won't be a sixpence One of them falls down 
when \«»u look at It And the other two are broken-winded. 
The p<K)r old bov kept tlicm, because he couldn’t get nd of 
them The\ 're about five hundred years old.’’ 

“Thought \ou were fond of horses," said Soames. 
“ Can’t you turn them out ? " 

“ Ves," said \'.d, drily ; “ but I’ve g'U my living to make. 

I haven't told mv wife, for fear slic should suggest (hat. I’m 
afraid I might see them in my dreams if I sold them 
Thev’rc onh fit for the kennels Can I write to the execu¬ 
tors .ind sa\ I’m not rich enough to t ike them ” 

“ You can,” said Soames, and the words ; “ How’s your 
wife ? " died unspoken on his lips. She was the daughter 
of his enemy, young Jolyon. That fellow was dead, but 
die faa remained. 

“ I will, then," said Val. “ How did his funeral go off f ” 
“ Very simple affair- I had nothing to do with it.” The 
day's of funerals were over. No flowers, no horses, no 
plumes—a motor hearse, a couple of cars or so, was a!) the 
attention paid nowadays to the dead. Another sign of*tbe 
times! 

“I’m staying the night at Green Street,” said VaL “ I 
suppose you Ye not there, are you I ** 
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“ No,” said Soames, and did not miss the relief in Uf 
nephew's countenance. 

“ Oh! by the way, Uncle Soames—do you advise me to 
buy P.P.R.S, shares i ” 

“ On the contrary. I’m going to advise your mother to 
•ell. Tell her I’m coming in to-morrow.” 

“ Why ? I thought-” 

“ Never mind my reasons ! ” said Soames shortly. 

“ So long, then ! ” 

Exchanging a chilly hand-shake, he watched his nephew 
withdraw. 

So long ! An expression, old as the Boer war, that he had 
never got used to-- meant nothing so fat as he could see ! 
He entered the reading-room. A number of Connoisseurs 
were sitting and standing about, and Soames, least clubbable 
of men, sought the solitude of an embrasured window. He 
Mt there polishing tlic nail of one forefinger against'the back 
of the other, and chewing the cud of life. After all, what 
WM the point of anything. There was George 1 He had 
had an easy life—never done any work 1 And here was 
himself, who had done a lot of work ! And sooner or later 
they wonld bury him too, with a motor hearse probably ! 
And there was his son-in-law, young Mont, full of talk about 
goodness knew what—and that thin-cheeked chap who had 
add him the balloons this afternoon. And old Fontenoy, 
and that waiter over there; and the out-of-works and the 
io-wot)is; and those chaps in ParUament, and the parsons 
.Jb th^ pal{»ts—what were they ail for f There was the 
old gardener down at Mapledurham pushing his roller over 
sod over the lawn, week after week, and if he didn’t, what 
would the lawn be like i That was life— gardener tdling 
fanmt Pat it that there was another Ufe—lw didn’t believe 
it, bdS for dw take of argument— that USs must be just 
tte tame, RoQiag btwar-to koep it lawn! What point 
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in lawn I Conscious of pessimism, he rose. He had better 
be getting back to Fleur’s—they dressed for dinner! He 
supposed there was something in dressing for dinner, but it 
was like lawn—you came unrolled—undressed again, and 
Ml it went on 1 Over and over and over to keep up to a 
pitch, that was—ah ! what urat the pitch for i 
Turning into South Squ.ire, he cannoned into a young 
man, whose hc.sd was craned back as if looking after some 
one he h.id parted from Uncertain whether to apolopie 
or to Wait for an apology, Soames .stood still 
The voung man said abruptly : “ Sorry, sir," and moved 
on ; dark, neat-looking cliap with a hungry look obviously 
unconnected with his stomach Murmuring; “ Not at 
all! ” Soames moved forward and rang his daughter's bell. 
She opened to him herself. She was in hat and furs—just 
in. The young m.m recurred to Soames. Had he left her 
there i What a pretty face it was! He should certainly 
speak to her. If she once took to gadding about 1 
He put.it off, however, till he was about to say “Good¬ 
night ”—Michael having gone to the political meeting of a 
Labour candidate, as if he couldn’t find something better to 
do! 

“ Now you’ve been married two years, my child, I 
suppose you’ll be looking towards the future. There’s a 
great deal of nonsense talked about chiidrea. The wlude 
thing’s much simpler. I hope you fee! that.” 

Fleur was leaning back among the cushions of the settee, 
swinging her foot. Her eyes became a little restless, but h« 
colour did not change. 

“ Of course ! ” she said; “ only there’s no bony, Dai", i « 
“Well, I don’t know,” Soames murmnied. 
and the royal family luve a very soond habit ^ gett^ki i 
over early. Tboe’a many a slip and it Imfa them dot.df 
mischid. Yoa’ie vety atteacaw^ Ch| i i£ i |.| 8 i* t.tiipt • . ' 
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to see you take too much to gad*about ways. You’ve got 
all sorts (>/ friends.” 

“ Yes,” said Fleur. 

You pet on well with Michael, don’t you ? ” 

“()h! \es.” 

“ Well, then, why not ? Y<tu must rememher that your 
son will he a wh.it-xou-c.all-it.” 

In those words he toinpromised with liis instinctive dis¬ 
like of titles and fluinmcrv of that ij.iturc. 

“ It miphtn’l he .i son,” said P'lcur 

” At \our ape th.it’s e.isilv remedkd ” 

” Oh, 1 don't want a lot, D.id One, perhaps, or two,” 

” WclV’s.iid So.imcs, ” I should .limost prefer a d.iughtcr, 
something like- - well, something like )uu.” 

Her softened eves Ikw, restive, from Ins face to her foot, 
to the dog, .ill o\er the room. 

” I don’t know, It’s a tie— like dipping \our own eravc in 
a way.” 

” I shouldn't put it .ns high as that,” murmured hoames, 
persuasively. 

” No m.'in would, Dad.” 

“ Your mother wouldn’t have got on at all without you,” 
and recollection of how near her mother had been to not 
getting on at all with her—of how, but for him, she would 
have made a mess of it, reduced him to silent contemplation 
of the festive f<K)t. 

“ Well,” he said, at last, “ I thought I’d mention it. 1— 
I’ve got your happiness at heart.” 

Fleur rose and kissed his forehead. 

1 know. Dad,” she said : ” !’m a selfish pig. I’ll think 
about it. In fact, 1—I have thought about it.” 

That’s right,” said Soames ; ” that’s right 1 You’ve a 
good head on )^u—it’s a great consolation to me. Good¬ 
night, my dear! ” 
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And Iw wcniuptohishcd. Ifihcrcvi;i«ipointin.inythin^, 
it in perpetuation of oneself, tliouijh, of •.our'ic, that 
begged the questi<m. ‘ Wonder,* he thoui'ht, ‘ if I ou^ht 

to h.nc asked her whether that young man-!‘ But 

)oung people were best left alone The t.iv t \\a^, he didn’t 
understand them His oc lighted on tlie paper bag con¬ 
taining those -those things he IukI luiught He had 
brought tluin up (nun his overc<Ml to get rid ot them- but 
l;on ’ Put inio the fire, thr\ would make a smell. He 
stood at In', dressing-table, tool ouc i.p and looked .it It. 
flood l.or«l ' And, siuldeiilv, rubbing the mouthpiece with 
his handkerthu I. he hi gan to blow the thing up Me blew 
until 111' viK' i - utfL tired, and then, nipping the aperture, 
liHjk .( lut of till dental uuton Ik U'^i d on h^^ teeth every 
niglir and tied It up Tliere the tiling was' With .1 
pctli-'h gfsnirc lie batted the balloon Ofi it ficw-purplc 
and extravagant, alighting on hi> bed I I’m ' He look up 
the other, and did the s.ime to it. Purple and green ! 
The deuce ' It .ni) one came in and saw ! He threw up 
the window, batted them, balloon after balhK)n, into the 
night, and shut the window dowm. There they’d be in the 
dark, floating about. Hw lips contracted in a ncrvoui grin. 
People would sec them in the morning. Well 1 What else 
could )ou do with things hie that I 
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TENTEKHOOKS 

Michael had gone to the Labour canJiJ.itc’s meeting partly 
becsniie he wanted to, and p.>rtl\ out of fellow feeling for 
‘old Forsyte,’ wliom he was alwas-s conscious of having 
robbed. His father-in-law h.iJ been wry decent about 
Fleur, and he liked the ‘ old m,)n ' to h.ivc her to himself 
when he could. ' 

In a constituency which h.id much casual ,ind no trades- 
tmion labour to speak ol, the meeting would be one of those 
which enabled the intellectu.ils of the Party to get it ‘ off 
their chests.’ Sentiment being ‘ slop,’ and championship 
mere condescension, one might look for sound economic 
speeches which left out discredited factors, such as human 
nature. Michael was accustomed to hearing people dis¬ 
paraged for deprecating change because human nature was 
constant; he was accustomed to hearing people despised for 
feeling compassion; he knew that one ought to be purely 
economic. And anyway that kind of speech was preferable 
to the ttJi-thumpings of the North or of the Park, which 
_ provoked a nasty underlying class spirit in himself. 

tie meeting was in full swing when he arrived, the candi- 
dsteptSetdy exposing the fallacies of a capitalism which, in 
hit tiew, had brought on the war. For fear that it Aould 
laiag on anodier, it must be changed for a system which 
' wOidd cBture that nations should not want anything too 
tlift individual—said the candidate—was in every 
respect sn|etH>r to the nation of which he farmed a pan; 
..amt tiui nH^ilMig beloie them was to secure an ectmomic 

I0» 
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condition which would enable the individual to Amctkiii 
freci) in his native supeiiuriiy. In that way alone, he Mid, 
would they lose those mass movements and emotions 
which imperilled the sanity of the world. He spoke well. 
Michael listened, purring almost audibly, till he found that 
he was thinking of himself, Wilfrid and Fleur. WonM he 
ever function so freely in a native superiority that he did not 
want Fleur too much ? And did he wish to ? He did not. 
That seemed to introduce human nature into the speaker’s 
argument. Didn’t everybody want something too much 1 
Wasn’t it natural f And if so, wouldn’t there always be a 
collective wanting too much—poolings of primary desire, 
such as the desire of keeping your own head above water f 
The candidate’s argument seemed to him suddenly to leave 
out heat, to omit friction, to be that of a man in an armchair 
after a poor lunch. He looked attentively at the speaket’s 
shrewd, dry, doubting face. ‘ No juice I ’ he thought. And 
when ‘ the chap ’ sat down, he got up and left the haO. 

This Wilfrid business had upset him horribly. Try M he 
had to put it out of his mind, try as he would to langb it of, 
it coutiatied to eat into his sense of security and happinets. 
Wife and best friend! A hundred times a day he assured 
himself that he trusted Fleur. Only, Wilfrid was so mooh 
more attractive than himself, and Fleur deserved the best 
of everything. Besides, Wilfrid was going thros^ toniux, 
and it was not a pleasant thought 1 How end the thing, 
restore peace of mind to himself, to him, to her t. &e had 
told him nothing; and it simply was impossiUetO ask. .No 
Way dven of showing his anxiety 1 The whole thing was 
jnst ’ dark,’ and, so far as he could see, wonld hawe to stay cj 
so ; nothing to be done but saew the lid oB t^^iter, ha Wit 
nkx as he could to her, try not to fed latter abopit hitiW 
Hades! . 

He turned down Chelsea EadiankiaeBt. 
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waB dark and wide and sTrcamini: uiilj stars. The river 
wide, dark .mJ with oiK ra\s troni ilic Emlunk- 

mcni lamps. The width (.f it .ill him relief D/.sh the 
dumps! \ jolK, queer, muddkd, sweet and bitter world , 
an immensely intnvuinq came <-f eh.mce, no m.uter how tlv 
cards were tailing at the moment ' In the irenthes Ik h.id 
lh"ucht. ‘(jct OUT of this, .iiid (’ll never mind anvtiiinc 
agam ! ’ (low seldom now he umimhiTed tlunkmi; that ' 
The human bod\ rem. .\ed Ustlf t]u\ said- insevcnsear-. 
In three uars’ turn his bodv would nor be tlie bod\ o| the 
trenches, but .i wl"-h mm jMax l'od\ wuii a fadinc emn- 
pleN If i-nK 1 leur would It 1! liiiii i|uiu optiiK wlivtshe 
fell, what sIk was dome Wilind, lor she nuisi be 

dome somethinc ' \rid Wiltnd’s \ir i • Would In. oai- 
ftiunded pas noil ..s 15 :r( sure* -led ih'w in poi I r\ And 
if so, who wi'i'ld piiblish It ' \ nil .er.tblc busin. ' Well 

ihc ni)»hl Was Ivauulul, and tin cri n tl.mc lU't to be a pic 
Ikauty and not Kmc .i pic ' \oihme miKh else to u — 
e.xccpt lauchttr- the eoinit side' Kiip tme's sensi. of 
humour, an\wa) ' .\nd .Muh.iel seirclud, wlnh he strode 
iKncalh plane trees lialf-sinpped of j>,.n(,,s and plumc-likc 
in the dark, h'r the tun m his p.ivitt-jn He (ailed to find it 
There seemed absoUuel\ nothing tunny about bwe Iho 
sibl) he michl fall out of love ac-un <;omc da\, but nut so 
long as she kept him on her tenterhooks Did she do it on 
purjHisc ? Never! Fleur simpK could not be like those 
women who kept their husbands hungr) and fed them when 
they wanted dresses, furs, jewels. Revolting ! 

He came in sight of Westminster. Onl) half-past ten ! 
Soppose he tixik a cab to Wilfrids rooms, and tried to have 
it out with him. It would be like trying to make the hands 
of a clock move backwards to its ticking. W^hat use in say¬ 
ing : “ You love Fleur—well, don't ! *’ or in Wilfrid saying 
it to him. K\fier all, I was first with Fleur,' he thought. 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


III 


Pure chance, perliaps, hut tact! Ah ! And wasn't that just 
the danger ? He was no longer a novelty ttj her—nothing 
unexpected ahout him now ! And he and she had agreed 
time', without number that novelts' was tiic salt of life, the 
essence of interest and drama Noccitc now lay with 
U illrid ! Lord ! laird ' Posses-mn appeared far from 
being nine points of the lavs ! He rounded-in from the 
Emhankmcin inwards liomc-joll\ part of laindon, jolly 
bquarc , e\er)tliiiig joll) cxcipt just this infimal com¬ 
plication. Something, soft as a large leaf, tapped twice 
against his ear He luriud, astonished ; he was in empty 
space, no tree near. I'loaling in the d.irkness, a round thing 

- he graliKd, II boMnd What’ A child's balloon 1 lie 
.secured It betwcin ho li.inds, look it beneath a lamp-post 

- green, Ik jioigid (Jaur' He looked up. Two windows 
lighted, one of ihcm hkur's' W.is this the bubble of his 
own happiness t spelled ’ Morh'd ' Silly ass ! Somcguit 
of wind- .1 child's placihiiig lodged and loosened ! He held 
ihi balloon gingerK He Would take it in and show it to her. 
He put his l.iich-key in the dexar. Dark in the hall—gone 
up! He mounted, swinging the balloon on his finger. 
Fleur was .st.inding before a mirror. 

" What on earth’s that f ” she said. 

The bliMwl returned to Michael’s heart. Curious how he 
had dre.idcd its h.uing an\ thing to do with her! 

" Don’t know, darling ; fell on my hat — must belong to 
heaven." .And he batted it. 

The balloon floated, dropped, bounded twice, wobbled 
and came to rest, 

“ You art a baby, Michael, 1 believe you bought 
it.” 

Michael came closer, and stood quite itOL 

“ My hat! What a misfonune to be in love 1" 

“ You think so I ” 
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“ lly a toujours un jui baisi, et i’autrt qui ne terj fas U 
jotu.” 

“ But I do ” 

“ Fleur! " 

Fleur smiled. 

Baisi away.” 

Embracing her, Michael thought; ‘ She holds me—does 
with me what she likes; I know nothing of her' ‘ 

And there arose a small sound—from Ting-a-lmg smcDing 
the balloon. 
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CH\PTFR r 

Till NUKK JlH.S 

Till of till' uurld h.iJ Inm ui-ttlnj more nnd more 
nil NumoT ncr\t- ner mikc iIk; ^;^■ncr.ll mceling of ihe 
P J* R S It fi.n] ^'nnc off v\nh rfi.it long .iiirociiitcd 

tn him null ^ll^h g.iihcTing' .1 i\ ucriight rigmarole from 
the ih.iirm.iti, Inma Imm t«n rcli.iWe shareholdcr> ; 
Mti'e.ir Imiii -li.irchnl.liT^ nut so nli.ihlc, and the utiaal 
•gui’’ovir tin dmdctid He h.i.l gone there glum, come 
•oi.iV' glutnmer From .1 nnimn oiite t.ikcn into his head 
N'.imes [MtteJ more ilnul\ th.in a eheese parts from its 
tunes Tvm. sevenths of foriign business, nearly all 
(ierm.in! .\nJ the m.ir'. I.illuig ' It had begun to fall from 
the moment th.it he deiidcd to support the dividend. And 
vvhv ’ What vv.is in tin wind ‘ Contrary to his custom, 
he had taken to sniffing closelv the political columns of 
his p.iper. The French - he h.id .dvvays mistrusted them, 
espe^i.tllv since his second matnage-the French were going 
to plav old Harrv, if he was not greatly mistaken 1 Their 
papers, he noticed, never lost a chance of having a dab at 
English policy ; seemed to thick they could always call the 
tunc tor England to pipe to! And the mark and the franc, 
and ever) other sort of money, falling. And, though in 
Soames was that which rejoiced in the thought that one of 
his country's bits of paper could buy a great quantity of 
other countries’ bits of paper, there was also that which 
felt the whole thing silly and unreal, with an ever-lowing 
consciousness that the P.P.R.S. would pay no dividend 
US 



A MODERN COMEDY 


ii6 


next year. The P.P.R.S. was a big concern ; no dividend 
would be a sign, no small one, o( bad management. Assur¬ 
ance was one of the few things on God’s earth which could 
and should be conducted without real risk. But for that he 
would never have gone on the Board. And to find assurance 
had not been so conducted and that by himself, was— 
well 1 He had caused Winifred to sell, anyway, though 
the shares had already fallen slightly. “ I thought it was 
such a good thing, Soames,” she had said plaintively : ‘‘ it’s 
rather a bore, losin’ money on the shares.” He had 
answered without mercy: “ If you don’t sell, you’ll lose 
more." And she had done it. If the Rogers and Nicholases 
who had followed him into it hadn’t .sold too—well, it was 
their look out 1 He had made Winifred warn them. As 
for himself, he had nothing but his qualifying shares, and 
the missing of a dividend or two would not hurt one whose 
director’s fees more than compensated. It was not, there¬ 
fore, private uneasiness so much as resentment at a state of 
things connected with foreigners and the slur on his 
infaUibility. 

Christmas had gone off quietly at Maplcdurham. He 
abominated Christmas, and only observed it because his 
wife was French, and her national festival New Year’s Day. 
One could not go so far as to observe that, encouraging a 
foreign notion. But Christmas with no child about—he 
•dll remembered the holly and snapdragons of Park Lane 


ia his own diildhood—the family parties; and how dis- 
gMted he had been if he got anything symbolic—the thimble, 
or the ring— instead of the shilling. They had never gone 
ia.Ior Santa Qaus at Park Lane, partly because they could 
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Soamcs had dropped the enquiry—it was just encouraging 
them to spend his money for a sentimental satisfaction 
which did not materialise. That narrow-headed chap, 
‘ Old Mont,’ peacocked .about his ancestry; all the more 
reason for having no ancestry to peacock about. The 
Forsytes and the Goldings were good Englisli country 
stock—that was what mattered. And if Fleur and her 
child, if one c.ime, had French blood in them—well, he 
couldn’t help it now. 

In regard to the coming of a grandchild, Soames knew 
no more than in October. Fleur had spent Christmas with 
the Monts; she was promised to him, however, before long, 
and her mother must ask her a question or two! 

The weather was extremely mild ; Soames had even been 
out in a punt fishing. In a heavy coat he trailed a line for 
perch and dace, and caught now and then a roach—precious 
little good, the servants wouldn’t eat them, nowadays 1 
His grey eyes would brood over the grey water under the 
grey sky; and in his mind the mark would fall, It fell 
with a bump on that eleventh of January when the French 
went and occupied the Ruhr. He said to Annette at break¬ 
fast : “ Your country’s cracked! Look at the mark 
now! ” 

“ What do I care about the mark ? ” she had answered 
over her coffee. “ I care that they shall not cmae again 
into my country. I hope they will suffer a littk what we 
have suffered.” 

“ You,” said Soames; “ you never suffered anythiag” ' 

Annette put her hand where Soames sometimea dostbted 
the existence of a heart. 

“ I suffered here,” she said. 

“ I didn’t notice it. You never went widifit 
What do you suppose Europe’s going to be like aotrior.^ 
next thirty yearsf How about BritiiA ttadef 
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“Wc French sec before our ruxscs,” said Annette v%ith 
warmth “We see that the beaten must he kept the 
l)caten, or he v'.jII take revenge. You English are so 
sloppy.” 

“ Sloppy, .ire we ? ” s.nd Soames “ You’re talkini: like 
a child Could a "loppy people ever have reaOicd our 
position in the world ^ " 

“That IS your selfishness You .tre cold and vJti>h ” 

“ Cold, selfish and ^(jppv thev don't go together ’i'rv 
again.” 

“ Your slop IS in \our t]ii'Ui,’ht .ind vuir talk , u l^ vour 
instinct that giv*'. \oii \our -iKi.es>, .mJ v(jur hneh-h 
instinct is cold and selfish, So.imes Yi»u arc a mr.turt, all 
of you, of ip\po(Tis\, '-tupidi!) Old • ” 

Soames t<K)k ■•omc m »rrn.i!.id< 

“Well,” he said, “ .iiul uhat .ir«. tin Trench * i \ meal, 
avaricious and ri.\eiK:'ful And the (u-rmans are se-nti- 
nienlal, hcad\ .md hiutal We can ill abuse each other 
There's nothing l<'r it but t(» keep clear And that’s what 
you French uon't do.” 

Annette’s hand^omc person suffetud 

“ W*hen you are tied to a per .on, a^ 1 am lied to vou, 
Soames, or as wc Frerieh are tied to the it is 

necessary to be top dog, or to be bt>tioni d<jg ” 

Soames stayed his toast. 

“ Do you suppose yourself ti»p dog in this house ? ” 

“ Yea, Soames.” 

Oh I Then you can go back to France to-morrow ” 

Annette’s eyebrow* rose quwzieally. 

“ 1 would watt a little longer, my friend ; you arc still 
too young.” 

But Soames had already regretted his remark ; he did 
not wish any such disturbance at his time of life, and he 
said more calmly: 
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** Compromi^ic is the essence of .my rc.isonablc existence 
between individuals or n.uions. We can't have the fat 
thrown into the fire evcr\ few vc.irs." 

“ That is so Kn^dish," murmured Annette. “ We others 
never know wh.it you Knitbsh will do You alw.iys wait 
to see which w.i\ the cat jumps ” 

However deepK sympathetic with such a reasonable 
char.ictcrl^tlc, Soames would have denied it at anv ordinary 
moment -- tocontess to temporising was not, as it were, done. 
Hut, with the mark fallim: like .i c.irihiad of bricks he was 
healed to the point of st indinij 1>\ liis n.iturc 

“And wli\ shouldn’t vu-' Rushing into tilings that 
vou'll iiave i" ru^h out of' I don't w.mt to argue. French 
.md English mver did get on, .ind never will ” 
Annettcros( ** You sj'c.ik the truth, my friend, 
man cordi.ilr Wliat an \ou doing tfi-dav ?'* 

“doing up to town," s.od Niames glumly. “Your 
precious (iovernment h.i.s put business into Queer Street 
w'lth a vengeance “ 

“ Do vou st.ny the night ? ’’ 

“ I don’t know ’’ 

“ Adt^u, then, juyqu au rnoir ' " And she got up. 
So.imcs remained brooding above his marmalade—with 
the mark falling in his mind—glad to see the last of her 
handsome figure, having no patience at the moment for 
French tantrums. .An irritable longing to say to somebody 
“ I told vou 50 “ possc.sscd him. He would have to wait, 
however, till he found somebodv to say it to. 

A beautiful day, quite warm ; and, taking his umbrella 
as an assurance against change, he set out for the statioil. 

In the carriage going up they were talking about tJie 
Ruhr. Averse from discussion in public, Soames listened 
from behind his paper. The general Bcntiment was sur¬ 
prisingly like his own. In so far as it was unpleasant for the 
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Huns—all right; in so far as it was unpleasant for British 
trade—all wrong; in so far as love of British trade was active 
and hate of Huns now passive—more wrong than right. A 
Francophil remark that the French were justified in making 
themselves safe at all coats, was coldly received. At Maiden¬ 
head a man got in «hom Soames connected automatically 
with disturbance. He had much gret- h.ilr, a sanguine face, 
lively eyes, twisting eyebrows, and within five minutes had 
asked in a breery voice whether anyone liad heard of the 
League of Nations, Confirmed in his estimate, Soames 
looked round the corner of his paper Yes, that chap would 
get off on some hobby-horse or other ' And there he went! 
The question—said the newcomer—w.is not whether the 
Germans should get one m the eye, the British one in the 
pocket,or the French one in the lie.irt, but whether the world 
should get peace and goodwill. t>oame.s lowered his paper. 
If-*this fellow said—they wanted pc.we, they must sink 
their individual interests, and think in terms of collective 
interest. The good of all was the good of one ! boamessaw 
the flaw at once ; That might be, but the good of one was 
not the good of all. He felt that if he did not take care he 
would be pointing this out. The man was .1 perfect stranger 
to him, and no good ever came of argument. Unfortunately 
his silent* amid the general opinion that the League of 
Nations was ‘ no earthly,’ seemed to cause the newcomer 
to regard ium as a sympathiser; the fellow kept on throwing 
iua eyebrows at him! To put up his paper again seemed too 
. poSnitedrattd his position was getting more and more false 
when the train ran in at Paddington. He hastened to a 
odt.' A voice behind him said : 

" Ht^ideas lot, sir, eh! Glad to see you saw my point.” 
said Soames. “Taid!” 

'‘Chlest the League of Natioas functioaa, we're all for 
Othestna,” 
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Soames turned the handle of the cab door. 

“ Quite ! ” he said again. “ Poultr)-! ” and got in. He 
was not going to be drawn. The fellow was clearly a 
firebrand! 

In the cab the mc.isurc of his disturbance was revealed. 
He had .said ‘ Poultr)-,' an address that ‘ Forsyte, Bustard 
and Forsyte’ had abandoned two-and-twenty years ago 
when, merged with ‘ Cuthcott, Hollid.iy and Kingson,’ they 
became ' Cuthcott, Kingson .ind Forsyte.’ Rectifying the 
error, he sat forward, brooding Fall of the mark! The 
country w,is sound about it, yes—but when they failed to 
pay the ne,\t dividend, could they reh on resentment against 
the French in.stcad of against the directors i Doubtful! 
The directors ought to have seen it coming ! That might 
be said of the other directors, but not of himself— here was 
a policy that he person.illy never would have touclied. If 
only he could discuss the whole thing with some one—bat 
old Gradraan would be 0^1 of his depth in a matter of this 
sort. And, on arrival .n his office, he gazed with a certain 
impatience at that changeless old fellow, sitting in hi* 
swivel chair. 

“Ah! Mr. Soames, I was hopin’ yon might come in tW* 
morning. There's a young man been round to see you from 
the P.P.R.S. Wouldn’t give hi.s business, said he wanted 
to sec yon privately. Ixtft his number on the ’phone.” 

“ Oh ! ’’ said Soames. 

“ Quite a young feller—in the office.” 

“ What did he look like ! ” 

“ Nice, clean young man. I was quite fitvotttaHy 
impressed—name of Butterfield.” _ - ^ 

“ Well, ring him up, and let him know I’m hem.” 
going over to the window, he stood looking oat M-WA' 
perfectly blank wall 

Suited to a sleeping paniter, his toamsmnfi^ itMilt, 
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free from disturh;incc. Younu m.in i The call w.ir some¬ 
what sinj'ular! And he said o\er his shoulder; ‘‘Don’t 
go when he comes, (ir.idman, I know nothing of him ” 
The world changed, people died off, the mark fell, but 
Gradman was there—embodiment, faithful and grey, of 
service and integrit\ -an aruhor 

Gradman's voice, grating, ingratiating, rose. 

“ This Trench news- it’s not nice, Mr Soames TlievVc 
a hasty lot I remember your failur, Mr James, coming 
into the ofBcc the morning the I'r.imo-Prussi.m war was 
declared—quite in his prime then, h irdl) more than si\tv, 
I should s.iy. Wliv, I recall hi.s \er\ words ‘ Therr,’ he 
said, ‘ I told them so ' And here thiv are—at it still The 
fact is, thc\’re cat and dog” 

Soames, who had half turned, resumed his contemplation 
of a void. Poor old (/r.idm.m dated ' Wh.ii would he sav 
when he heard that thc\ had been insuring foreign business > 
Stimulated h\ the old-time qu.dt^) ol (iraJman’s presence, 
his mind ranged with sudden IrecJom He himself had 
another twenty year^, perhaps What would he see in 
that time ? Where would old Engl.md k* at the end of 
it ? * In spite of the papers, we’re not such fools as we 

look,’ he thought. ‘ It onU we can .steer clear of tlihberiv- 
gibberting, and pa\ our w.iy ! ’ 

“Mr. Butterfield, sir” H’m! The y>ung man h.id 
been very spry. Covered by Gr.idm.in’s bluff and grtasv 
greeting, he “ iwk a lunar,” ns his I’ncle Roger used to 
call it. The young fellow, in a neat suit, a turndown 
collar, with his hat in hi.s hand, was a medium modest- 
looking chap, Soames nodded. 

“ You want to see me ? ” 

“ ^Alonc, if I might, sir.” 

“ Mr. Gradman here is my right-hand man.** 
Gradman's voice purred gratingly: ** You can state 
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vour business. Norhinp goes outside these walls, young 
man *’ 

“I’m in the office of the P P R.S., sir. The fact is, 
aecidtnt has just put some inf«>rmation m m\ hands, and 
Pm not easy in my mind Kntiwmg you to be a solicitor, 
Nir, 1 preferred lo eome to \ou. rather than go to the chair¬ 
man As a l.myer, veould \ou tell me Is m\ hrst duty 
to tlie .''()CKt\, lieini: m thur emplov ? ” 

“ Certainle,” said ^oames 

“ I don’t like this |ol', sir, and I hope vou’H understand 
ihat I'm not }kT( toran\ pc rsonal motive it’s just l>ccausc 
I feel I ought to " 

Seimes retrirded him stc cdiK. Though large and rather 
swimming, tlie y iing man’s t.\fv imprcsstd him by their 
resemblance to a dog’s “ What’s it all abemt ? ” he said. 

The \oung man mi>istencd )iis bps 

"The insurance of our (ierman business, sir.” 

.Viamcs pra ked bi-' cars, alreadv .sbgliily pointed by 
Nature. 

“ It's a very serious matter,’’ liic \oung man went on, 
" .ind I d<m’t know bow it'll affect me, hut the fact U, this 
morning I overheard a private conversation.” 

" Oh ! ” said ^oamcs 

" Yes, sir I quite und'Tstand vour tone, but the vciy 
first words did it I simph couldn’t make myself known 
after hearing them I think you'll agree, sir.” 

“ W'ho were the j>p< akers ? ” 

" The manager, and a man called Smith—f fancy by his 
accent his name’s a bit m<>re foreign—^who’s done most of 
the agenting for the German business.” 

" W hat were the words ? ” said Soames. 

“ Well, sir, the manager was speaking, and then this Smith 
said : * Quite so, Mr. Eldcrson, but wc haven't paid yon a 
commission on all this business for nothing; if the mark 
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goes absolutely phut, you will have to see that your Society 
makes it good for us! ’ ” 

The intense longing, which at that moment came on 
Soames to emit a whistle, was checked by sight of Gradman’s 
face. The old fellow’s mouth had opened in the nest of 
his grizzly short beard ; his eyes stared puglike, he uttered 
a prolonged : “ A-ow ! ” 

“ Yes,” s.sid the soung man, “ it h.is a knock-out! ” 

“ Where were you i ” asked Soamc^, sharply. 

“In the lobby iK-twecn the man.ieer’s room and the 
board room. I’d just come from sorting some papers in 
the board room, and the m.m.igcr's door was open an inch 
or 80 . If course I know the voices well.” 

“ What after I ” 

" I heard Mr. Eldcrson say, ‘ H’ssh ' Don’t talk like 
that!’ and 1 slipped back into the board room. I’d h.id 
more than enough, sir, I assure you.” 

Suspicion and surmise clogged Su.inics' thinking appa¬ 
ratus. Was this young fellow speaking the truth ? A man 
like Elderson—the risk was monstrous! And, if true, what 
Was the directors’ responsibility I But proof—proof! 
He stared at the young man, who looked upset and pale 
enough, but whose eyes did not waver. Shake him if he 
could ! And he said sharply; 

“ Kow mind what you’re saying! This is most serious! ” 

“ I know that, sir. If I’d consulted my own interest, 
IM new have come here. I’m not a sneak,” 

The words rang true, but Soames did not drop his caution. 

Ivw had any trouble in the o£5ce i ” 

, ■ff ^ sir, you can make enquiry. I’ve nothing against 
and he’s nothing against me.” 

8 oai 4 i(CS thought suddenly: ‘Good heavens I He’s 
.•hiitid k on -to me, and in the presence ot a witness! 
And 1 vanidhi^ the witneas 1 ’ 



THE WHITE MONKEY i»5 

“ Have you any reason to suppiwe,” he taid, “ that they 
became aware of your being there ? ’’ 

“ They couldn’t have, I think.” 

The implicationa of this news seemed every lecotid more 
alarming. It was as If Fate, kept at bay all his life by clever 
wrist-work, had suddenly slipped a thrust under his guard. 
N’ogood toget rattled,hoHcvcr—must think it out at leisure 1 
“ .‘\re vou prepared, it ncces^arv, to repeat this to the 
Board i " 

The younf; man prL■^.^(■J his hands together. 

“Well, sir, I’d much rather have held my tongue; but 
if you decide it's got to be taken up, 1 suppose I must go 
through with it now. I’m sure I hope you’ll decide to 
leave it alone; perhaps it i<n't true—only why didn’t Mr. 
Elderson say ; ‘ You rudJ) liar ! ’ ” 

Exactly ! V\'hy didn’t he .Sn.imes gave a grunt of 
intense discomfort. 

'■ Anything more ! ” he said. 

No! sir.” 

“ Very well. You’ve not told anyone I ” 

“ No,'8ir.” 

“Then don’t, and leave it to me.” 

“ I’ll be only too happy to, sir. Good-motslng 1 " 

“ Good-morning! ” 

No—very bad morning! No satisfaction whatever itt 
this sudden fulfilment of his prophetic feeling about 
Elderson. None! 

” What d’you think of that young fellow, Gradmaa 1 la 
he lying I ” 

Thus summoned, as it were, from ttnpo^ G r a dgu a 
thooghtfuUy robbed a nose both thid and ihttw^ , 

" It’s one word against another, Mr. Soamet, ndeta 
get mote evidence. But I can't lee ndutt tiw 
hat to gain by it.” 
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“Nor I; hui you never know. The trouble will be to 
gel more cvjJence. Can I act without it ? ” 

“ It’s dtlu.itc,” b.nd Oradman. And Soames knew that 
he was thrown hack on himself When Oradnian said a 
thing was delicate, it nuant that it was the sort of matter 
on which he was accustomed to wait for orders—presump¬ 
tuous even to hold opinion ' llui had he got one ? Well, 
one would never know I The '-Id cli.ip would sh and rub 
his nose over it till Kingdom C'OTie 
*' I shan’t .'Kl in a hurr\," he s.ud, alnio-.i .mgnlc : “ I 
can’t sec to the end o{ this " 

Every hour (.onlirmed that si.mmcnt At lunch the 
tape of his ell) club showed the mark still falling to 
unhcard-<if depths ! I!<iw the) could t.dk of golt, with this 
business on his mind, hi ».nuld not imagine ! 

“I must go and stc th.it tellow," he ■'.iid to himsdf 
“I shall be guarded lie ma\ ihntw some light ” He 
waited until llirce o'clock and rep.iircd to the 1’ 1’ R S 
Reaching the office, he sought the Board room. The 
chairman was there in conference with the manager. Suames 
sat down quietly to listen ; and while he listened he watched 
that fellow’s face. It told lam nothing. What nonsense 
people talked when the) s.ud you could tell character from 
faces! Only a perfect idiot's f.tcc could be read like ih.\t. 
And here was a man of experience and culture, one who knew 
every rope of business life and polite socict). The hairless, 
neat features exhibited no more concern than the natural 
monilicatioD of one whasc policy had met with such a n.ist;. 
knock. The drop of the m.irk had already wiped out any 
possible profit on the next half-) car. Unless the wretched 
thing recovered, they would be carrying a practically dead 
load of German insurance. Really it was criminal that no 
limit of liability had been fixed ! How on earth could he 
ever have overlooked that when he came on the Board ? 
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But he had onlv known of it afterwards. And who coul 
have foreseen ant thin); so mad as this Ruhr business, 0 
realised the slaik contidence of his collcaijues in this eon 
founded fcllovt ! The words “ gross negligence ” appcarei 
‘ close up ’ before his eyes What if an action lay agains 
the Board! dross negligence ! At his age and with hij 
reputation! Whs ! Tlie thing w.is pi,on as a pikestaff 
for omitting a limit of li.d>ilitv this chap had got his com- 
mission ! Ten per cent prob.ihly, on all that business— 
he must base neiied thousands' man must be in Queet 
Street indeed to t.ikc a risl like ili.it! But conscious that 
ills fanes was running on, Niamcs rose, and turned hil 
back The aiiion suggested another Simulate anger, 
draw some sign trom that fellow’s self-control! He turned 
again, .inJ s.o'd pettishly: “ What on earth were you 
.about, ,Mr M.m.igcr, when you allowed tlu-se contracts to 
go through without limit of liability ! A man of your 
evpencnce! What was sour motive 1 ” 

A slight narrowing of the eyes, a slight compression of 
tlie lips. He had relied on tlic word ‘ motive,’ but the 
fellow passed it by. 

“ For such high premiums ,is we have been getting, Mr. 
Forsyte, a limiti-d liability was not possible. This is a 
most outrageous development, and I’m afraid it must be 
considered just b.ad luck ” 

'■ I'nfortunatcly,” said Soames, “ there’s no such thing 
as luck in properly regulated assurance, as we shall find, or 
I'm much mistaken. 1 shouldn’t be surprised if an action 
lav against the Board tor gross negligence ! ” 

That had got the chairman’s gnat!—Got hi* goat ? What 
expressions they used nowadavs! Or did it mean the 
opposite ! One never knew ! But as for Eldenott — he 
seemed to Soames to be merely counterfeiting a cettain 
fiuateraiion. futile to attempt to spring anything out of a 
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chap like that. If the thing were true, the fellow must he 
entirely desperate, prepared for ansllung .and eterything. 
And since from Soames the desperate side of life—the re.il 
holes, the impossible positions which demand a gambler's 
throw—had always been carefully barred by the habits of a 
prudent nature, he found it now impossible to imagine 
Elderson’s state of mind, or Ins line of conduct if he were 
' guilty. For all he could tell, the ehap might be carreing 
poison about with liim ; might he sitting on a revolver like 
a fellow on the film. The whole iliing was too unpleasant, 
too worrying for words. And without s.iying any more he 
went away, taking nothing with him hut the knowledge that 
their total liability on this Gernuin business, with the mark 
valueless, was over two hundred thousand pounds. Me 
hastily reviewed the fortunes ol Ins co-dircctors Old 
Fontenoy was alwa)s in low water; the chairman a dark 
horse; Mont was in hand, land right down in value, and 
mortgaged at that; old Coscy Moihergill had nothing but 
his name and his director’s fees ; Meyricke must have a large 
income, but light come, light go, like most of those big 
counsel with irons in many fires and the certainty of ajudge- 
ship. Not a really substantial man among the lot, except 
himself! He ploughed his way along, head down. Public 
' ooapanies! Preposterous sjstcm! You had to trust 
sotnebody, and there you were ! It was appalling ! 

“ Balloons, sir—beautiful colours, five feet circumference. 
Take oa^ gentleman ! ” 

“Good 'gad!” said Soames. As if the pricked bubble 
dif'Gmi^.Jwiiness were not enough I 



CHAPTFR II 

VICTORINE 

All through Decemhcr h.Jloons h.id hern slack—^hardly 
any mcncmcnt .iboiit tlicni, ctcti in Cliriitmas week, and 
from tho Hickets Central Australia was as far as ever. The 
girl Vic.cirinc, restored to cotriparative health, had not 
regained her pi siiion in the hlousc department of Messrs. 
Boney Blay ds St Co They had given her some odd sewing, 
but not of late, and she had spent much time trying to get 
work less uncertain. Her trouble was—had always been— 
her face. It was unusual. People did not know what to 
make of a girl who looked like that. Why employ one who 
without qualification of wealth, rank, fashion, or ability (lO 
far as they knew) made them feel ordinary f For— however 
essential to such as Fleur and Michael— dramatic huetelt 
was not primary in the manufacture or sale ol Uoosei, ia 
the fitting-on of shoes, the addressing of envelopes, makiB^ 
up of funeral wreaths, or the other ambitions of Vktoriae. 
Behind those large dark eyes and silent lips, what went m t 
It worried Boney Blayds Sc Co., and the more wht^ctale 
firms of commerce. The lurid professioiw— sfiltMttpei, 
or mannequin—did not occur to one, of self-de^ecttil^ 
natnie, bom in Putney. 

When Bicket had gone out of a mottling 
his balloons not yet blown up, she would ataild bitiiq; iut 
finger, as though to gnaw her way to some eacape 
hand-to-mouth existeooe which kept fact faaiiMhd ^yhl • 

a rail, tiitd aa a took, shabby at a tatOeM |g|i4iit 

IS9 
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the expense of all caste feeling, brought them in no more 
than just enough to keep them living under a roof. It had 
long been clear to them both that there ivas no future in 
balloons, ju.st a cadging pre.scnt. .And there smouldered 
in the silent, passive Victorme a fierce resentment. 
She wanted better things for herself, for him, chiefly for 
him. 

On the morning when the mark was bumping down, she 
was putting on her velveteen jacket and toque (best rcm.lin¬ 
ing items of her w.irdrobe), h.n mg taken a resolve Hicket 
never mentioned his old job, .nul ho uile had subtly divined 
some cause beyond the ordinary lor Ins loss of it. Whv not 
see if she could get him taken b.uk ’ lie had often said : 
“ Mr. Mont's a gent and .1 sort o’ socialist; been through the 
war, too; no higli-and-mighty about Aim” If siie could 
‘ get at ’ this phenomenon ! With the flush of hope and 
daring in her sallow cheeks, she took stock of her appearance 
from the window-glasses of tlic Strand. Her velveteen of 
jade-green always ple.i.sed one who had an eye for colour, 
but her black skirt—well, perhaps the wear .ind tear of it 
wouldn’t show if she kept behind the counter. Had she 
brass enough to say that she came about a manuscript f 
And she rehearsed with silent lips, pinching her accent: 
“ Would you ask Mr. Mont, please, if I could see him ; it’s 
about a manuscript.” Ves! and then would come the 
question ; “ Wliat name, please ! ” “ Mrs. Bicket f ” 

Never 1 “ Miss Victorine Collins i ” All authoresses had 
maiden names. Victorine—\ cs! But Collins ! It didn’t 
sound like. And no one would know what her maiden name 
had been. Why not choose one ? They often chose. And 

she searched. Something Italian, like—like- Hadn’t 

their landlady said to them when they came in : “ Is your 
wife Eyetalian f ” Ah ! Manuelli 1 That was certainly 
Italian — the ice-cieam man in Lattle Ditch Street had it 1 
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She walked on pract-imir benc.ith her hreath. If only &hc 
could get to see this Mr Mont! 

She entered, trembling All went exactly as foreseen, 
even to the pinchun: of her accent, till slic .sUK>d wailing for 
tlicm to bring an answer from the speaking iul>c, concealing 
her hands in their \erv old ghwes. Had Mi'-s Manueflt an 
appointment ? There was no manuscript 

“ No,” said Wi'irinc, *’ 1 haven’t suit it \et I wanted 
losec iiim first ” Tlie \oung man at the counter was looking 
at her hard lit went again to the tube, then spoke. 

“Will you wail a minute, please-Mr Moniks lady 
secretary is coming d(W\n ” 

Victonne inclined her lu id towards Ikt sinking heart. 
A lady sccretarv ' Mu would iu\er get there now ! And 
there came on her the sudden drt.ui of false pretences, 
liut the thouglit id Tonv st.-inding at lus corner, ballooned 
up to the e\es, as she had spied out more than unce, foruficd 
her desperation. 

A girl's voice said . “ Miss Manuelh ? Mr. Mont's scat- 
lary, perh.ips )ou could give me a nies«..jgc.” 

A frcsh-taced voung w .nan’s c)cs were travelling up and 
down her. I’lndiing her accent hard, she said Oh ! I'm 
afraid I couldn’t do that.” 

The travelling g.uc stopped at her face. “ If you’ll come 
with me. I’ll see if he can .see you ” 

.Alone in a small watimg-room, V’lctorine sat without 
movement, till she saw a >oung man’s face poked through 
the doorwa), and heard tiic words: 

“ Will you come in ? ” 

She look A deep breath, and went Once m the presence, 
she looked from Michael to hts secretary and back again, 
subtly daring his youth, his chivalry, his sportsmanship, 
to refuse her a private interview. Through Michael passed 
at once the thought: ' Money, I suppose. Bat what aft 
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intrre»ting face! ’ The secretary’ drew down the corners 
of her mouth and left the room 
WeS, Miss —cr—ManuelU ? ” 

“ Not Manuelli, please—Mrs Ihcket; my husband used 
to be here.” 

“ What! ” The chap that had snooped ‘ Copper Coin ! ’ 
Phew! Bitket’s yarn—his wife—pm-iimonia ! blie looked 
as if she might have had it. 

“ He often spoke of you, sir. .And, please, he h.isn't any 
work. Couldn’t you find room for Inm .tgain, sir / " 
Michael stood silent. Did this terri'Dh intcresting- 
,looking girl know .ibout the snoopini; ! 

“ He just sells b.illoons in the street now , 1 can’t hear 
to see him Over by St l’.iur.s he stands, and tliere’s no 
Btoney in it ; and we do .so wont to get out to .Australia 
I know he’s very nervy, and gets wrong with people 
Blit if you could take him back here. . . .” 

No ! she did not know ! 

“ Very sorry', Mrs. llicket. I remember your husband well, 
but we haven’t a place for him. Arc you all right again ? ” 
“ Oh I yes. Except tiiat I can’t get work again either ” 
What a face for wrappers! Sort of Mona Lisa-ish! 
Storbert’s novel! Ha ! 

“ Well, I’ll have a talk with your husband. 1 suppose 
yon wouldn’t like to sn to an artist for a book-wrapper ! 
It night lead to work in that line if you want it. You’re 
ju»l the type for a friend of nunc. Do you know Aubrey 
6ie«ne’s work 1 ” 

*No, Mr.” 

“It’s p«tty good—in fact, very good in a decadent 
way. You wouldn’t mind sitting J ” 

** I woiihkl't mind anytlnng to save some money. Bat 
Pd rather yoii didn’t tell my hnsband I’d been to see you. 
He night tdee it anus.” 
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“ All right 1 I’ll see him by accident. Near St. Paal’a, 
yon said f But there’s no chance here, Mrs. Bicket. 
Besides, he couldn’t make two ends meet on this job, he 
told me.” 

“ When I was ill, sir." 

“ Of course, that makes a didcrencc.” 

" Yes, sir.” 

“ Well, let me write you a note to Mr Greene. Willyo* 
sit down a minute ? ” 

He stole a look at her while she s.it waiting. Really, her 
sallow, large-eyed face, with its dead-black, bobbed, frbezy- 
ended hair, was c.etraordinarily interesting— a little too 
rehned and anaemic for the pubh'c ; but, dash it all 1 the 
public couldn’t always have its Reckitt’s blue eyea, cant- 
coloured hair, and poppy cheeks. “ blic’s not a peach,” 
he wrote, “ on the main tree of taste ; but so striking in her 
w.iy that she really might become a type, like Benrdllcy’l 
or Dana’s.” 

When she had taken the note and gone, he rang bx hi* 
secretary. 

“ No, Miss Perren, the didn’t take anything o8 me. B« 
tome type, eh ! ” 

” I thonght you’d like to sec her. She WMll't an 
authoress, was she i " 

“Far from tt.” 

“ Well, I hope she got what she wanted." 

Michael grinned. “ Panly, Miss Perren— partly. You 
think I’m an awful fool, don’t you ? ” 

“ I’m sure I don’t; but I think you’re too toft-iwarted," 

Michael ran his fingers through hb hair. ' 

“ Would it snrprise you to hear that I’ve dfloe a ataallt 
of business 1" 

“ Yes, Mr. Moat." 

"1%en I won’t tell ytra what {til. Whmfo^^hm 
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pouting, go on with that letter to my father about ‘ Duet ’: 
‘ We are sorry to say that in the present state of the trade 
we should not be justified in reprinting the dialogue between 
those two old blighters; we have already lost money by 
it! ’ You must translate, of course. Now can we say 
something to cheer the old boy up ! How about this ! 
‘ When the I'rcnch have recovered their wits, and the birds 
begin to sing—in short, when spring comes—we hope to 
reconsider the matter in the light of—of ’—er—what. Miss 
Perren f ” 

“ ‘ The experience we sh.ill have gamed.’ Shall I leave 
out about the French and the birds ” 

“ Excellent! ‘ Yours faithfully, Danby and Winter.’ 
Don’t you think it was a .scandahius piece of nepotism 
bringing the book here at all. Miss Perren ! ” 

“ What is ‘ nepotism ’ } ” 

“Taking advantage of your son. He's never made a 
sixpence by any of his books.” 

“ He’s a very distinguished writer, Mr. Mont.” 

“ And we pay for the distinction. Well, he’s a good old 
Bart, That’s all before lunch, and mind you have a good 
one. That girl’s figure wasn’t usual either, was it { She’s 
thin, but she stands up straight. There’s a question I 
always want to ask. Miss Perren: Why do modern girls 
walk in a curve with their heads poked forward I They 
can’t all be built like that.” 

The secretary’s cheeks brightened. 

“ "niere is a reason, Mr. Mont.” 

“ Good! What is it ! ” 

The secretary’s cheeks continued to brighten. “ I don’t 
really know'whether I can-” 

“ Oh 1 sorry. >I’ll ask my wife. Only she’s quite 
itrafght herself.” 

* WeD, Mr. Mont, it’s this, you see: They aren’t aupposed 
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to have anything be—behind, and, of course, they have, 
and they can’t get the proper effect unless they curve their 
clicsts in and poke their heads forward. It's the fashion- 
plates and raanneipums that do it.” 

“ I see,” said Micliacl, “ thank you. Miss Perren; 
awfully good of \ou. It’s the limit, isn’t it 1 ” 

“ Ye.s, 1 don't hold ivith it, myself ” 

" No, quite ! ” 

The secretary lowered her eyelids and withdrew. 

Michael sat d nvn and drew a face on his blotting-paper. 
It was not Vicionnc’s. . . . 

Armed with the note to Aubrey Greene, Victorine had 
her usu.d lunch, a cup of coffee and a bit of heavy cake, and 
took the tube towards Ciielsca. She had not succeeded, but 
the gentleman had been friendly and she felt cheered, 

.\t the studio door was a young man inserting a key- 
very elegant in smoke-grey ll.irris tweeds, a sliding young 
man with no hat, beautifully brushed-back bright hair, and 
a soft voice. 

“ Model ? ” he said. 

“ Yes, sir, please. I have a note for vou from Mr. Mont.” 

” Michael ! Come in ” 

■Yictorine followed him in. It was ‘ not half ’ lea-green 
in there ; a high room with r.ifters and a top light, and lotl 
of pictures and drawings on the walls, and as if they had 
slipped oS on to the floor, A picture on an easel of two 
ladies with their clothes sliding down troubled Victorine. 
She became conscious of the gentleman’s eyes, iea-gr«a 
like the walls, sliding up and down her. 

“ Will you sit for anytlung 1 ” he aiked. 

Victorine answered mechanically; “ Yes, lir.” 

“ Do yon mind taking your hat off f ” 

Wetorine took off the toque, and shook oot her hair. 
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“ Ah ! ” said the gentleman. “ I wonder.” 

Victorine wondered what. 

“ Just sit down on the dais, will you ” 

Victorine looked about her, uncertain. A smile seemed 
to fly up his forehead and o\cr his slippery bright hair. 

“ This is your first shot, then ! ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“All the better.” And he pointed to a small platform. 
Victorine sat down on it in a black oak chair. 

“ You look cold.” 

« Yes, sir.” 

He went to a cupboard and returned with two small 
glasses of a brown fluid. 

" Have a Grand Marnier ? ” 

She noticed that he tossed his off in one gulp, and did 
the same. It was sweet, strong, very nice, and made her 

gasp. 

“ Take a cigarette.” 

T^Ctorine took one from a case he handed, and put it 
between her lips. He lit it. And again a smile slid up 
away over the top of his head. 

" You draw it in,” he said. “ Where were you bom f ” 
“ In Putney, sir.” 

“That’s very interesting, just sit still a minute. It’s 
not as bad as having a tooth out, but it takes longer. The 
great thing is to keep awake.” 

“ Yes, m," 

He took a large piece of paper and a bit of dark stuff, and 

began to draw. 

“Tdl me,” he said, “ Miss-“ 

“CoOini, Vktoeine Ceffins.” Stane instinct made 
Jwr give bet maiden name. It seemed tcunehtm more 
piofimioBaL 

"Are yon at target” He paiused, and tgaa the smile 
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slid up over his bright tiair: “ Or have you any other 
occupation ! ” 

“ Not at present, sir. I’m m irried, but nothing else.” 
For some time after that the gentleman w.is silent. It 
was interesting in stc him, t.ikiiig a look, making a stroke 
on the paper, t.ikiiig another look. Hundreds of looks, 
hundreds of strokes .^t l.ist he s.iid : “ .All right 1 Now 
we’ll have a rest. Heaven sent you here, Miss Colliot. 
Come and get w.irin ” 

Vi'.'iorine .ippro.idicd the fire. 

“ Du you know anything about expressionism f ” 

“ No, sir.” 

“ Well, It me in:, not tro;.!'l;n'; .ihout the outside except 
in so f.ir as it expresses tiie inside. Does that convey 
anything to you .’ ” 

“ No, sir.” 

“ Quite! I think you said you’d sit for the—er— 
altoytiicr ? ” 

k'lcmrmc rcaitdcd the bright and sliding gentletnin. 
She did not know what he meant, but she felt that Iw 
meant something out of tlic ordinary. 

“ Altogether what, sir ’ ” 

” Nude.” 

“ Oh ! ” She cast her eyes down, then raised than to 
the sliding clothes of the two ladies. “ Like that ? ” 

“ No, 1 shouldn’t be treaiing you cubistically.” 

A slow flush was burning out the sallow in her cheek*. 
She said slowly; 

Does it me.in more money f ” 

“Yes, half as mutii again—more perhaps. I don’t «r«Ot 
ymu to if you’d rather not,, You can think it ovw nod let 
tne know next time.” 

She raised her eyes again, and said: “ Thank ’ 

“ Righto! Only please don’t ‘sir’ me.” 
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Victorinc smiled. It was tlie first time she had achieved 
this functional disturbance, and it seemed to have a strange 
effect. He said hurriedly ; “ By George ! When you smile, 
Miss Collins, I sec you impressionistically. If you’ve rested, 
sit up there ag.iin ” 

V’ictorine went b.ick. 

The gentleman took a fresh piece of paper. 

“ Can you think of anything that will keep you smiling ? ” 

She shook her head. Th.il was a f.at. 

“ Nothing comic at all f 1 supi'ose you're not in love 
with your husband, for instance i ” 

‘‘Oh! yes.” 

“ Well, try that.” 

Victorinc tried that, but she could only see Tony selling 
his balloons. 

‘‘ That won’t do,” said the gentleman. ‘‘ Don’t think of 
him ! Did )’ou ever sec ‘ L'apris midi d'un Faune ’ f ” 

‘‘ No, sir.” 

‘‘Well, I’ve got an idea. ' Vaprts muii tTtwt Dryadt.’ 
About the nude you really needn’t mind. It’s quite im¬ 
personal. Think of art, and fifteen bob a day. Shades of 
Nijinsky, 1 sec the whole thing! ” 

All the time that he was talking his eyes were sliding off 
and on to her, and his pencil off and on to the paper. A 
sort of infection began to ferment w ithin Victorine. Fifteen 
shillings a day 1 Blue butterflies ! 

There was a profound silence. His eyes and hand slid off 
and on, A faint smile had come on Victorine’s face—she 
was adding up the money she might earn. 

At last his eyes and hand ceased moving, and he stood 
looking at the paper. 

“ That’s all for to-day. Miss Collins. I’ve got to think 
it out. Will you give me your address f ” 

Victorine thought rapidly. 
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“ Please, sir, will you write to me at the post office. I 

don’t want my husband to know that I’m—I'm-” 

“ Affiliated to art f Well! Name of post office 1 ” 
Victorinc f;avc it and resumed her hat. 

“ An hour and a half, five shillings, th.ink you. And 
to-morrow, ,u li.ilf-p.ist two. Miss Collins—not ‘ sir.’ ’’ 

" 1'cs, 8—, th.ink you ” 

Waiting for licr 'bus in the cold Janiniry air, the alto¬ 
gether appeared to Victorme iniproh.ihlc. To sit in front of 
a strange genthman in lier skin I If Tony knew I TTic 
slow flush again burned up tiie s.illow in her checks. She 
climbed into tlie ’bus But filtcen shillings! Six d.ay* a 
h;.,.];— vshv. It would be four pound ten ! In four months 
she could c.irn tluir p.i5s,ige out Judging by the pictures 
m there, lots must be doing it Tonv must know nothing, 
not even that slic was sitting tor her face. He was all 
nerves, and that fond of her' He would imagine things; 
she had heard him say those artists were just like catt. 
But that gentleman had been very nice, though he did 
seem as if he were laugliing at everything. She wished he 
had shown her the draw mg Perhaps she would see herself 
in an exhibition some day But without—oh! And 
suddenly she thought: ‘ If I ate a bit more, I’d look nice 
like that, tool’ And as if to cscajie from the daring of 
that tiiought, she stared up into the face opposite. It had 
two chins, was calm and smooth and pink, with light eyes 
staring back at her. People had thoughts, but yon 
couldn’t tell what they were! And the smik which 
Aubrey Greene desired crept out on his model’s face. 



CHAPTER III 


MICHAEL WALKS AND TALES 

The face Michael drew began b) being Victorine’e, and 
ended by being Fleur’s. If physically Fleur stood up 
Itiaiglit, was she morally as erect f This was the specula¬ 
tion for wluch he continually called himself a cad. He saw 
no change in her movements, and loyally refrained from 
enquiring into the movements be could not see. But his 
moused attention made him more and more aware of a 
certain cynicism, as if she were continually registering the 
belief that all values were equal and none of much value. 

Wilfrid, chough still in London, was neither visible nor 
spoken of. “ Out of siglit and hearing, out of mmd,” 
seemed to be the motto. It did not work with Michael— 
Wilfiidi was constantly in his mind. If Wilfrid were not 
seeing Fleur, how could he bear to stay withm sock tanta¬ 
lising reach of her I If Fleur did not want Wilfrid to stay, 
why had she not sent him awa)' ? He was finding it difficult, 
too, to conceal from others the fact that Desert and he were 
so longer pals. Often the impetus to go and have it out 
irith hast surged up and was beaten back. Either there was 
nothmg beyond what be already knew, or there was soine- 
tkil^—and Wilfrid would say there wasn’t. Michael 
aocqiced th« without cavil; one did not give a woman 
tiny 1 , Bat he wanted to hear no lies from a War comrade. 
Betwees Ffeut and himself no word had passed; for words, 
^ fell, would add no knowledge, merely imperil a hold 
Weak enoagjt already. Cfariscmas at the ancestral manor of 
. dm.-Moata had been passed in covert-shooting. Fleor had 
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come and stood with Kim at the last drive on the second day, 
holding 'I'ing-.i-ling on a lead. The Chinese dog had been 
extraordinarily e.xcitcd, climbing the air every time a bird 
fell, .md quite un.ilTected by the noise of guns. Michael, 
waiting to mis.-i hu birds- -he w.is .1 poor shot—had watched 
her eager face emerging from grey fur. her form braced back 
ag.iinst Ting-a-ling Shi> itingw-is ne« to her ;.ind under the 
stimulus of novelty she w.i.s.du.n sat her best He had lowed 
even lit r “ Oli, .\Iich.icls 1 ” when lie missed. She had been 
the success of the gathering, winch meant Kcmg almost 
nothing of her except a sleepy he.id on a pilbw; but, at 
least, down there iic had not siilTcrcd from lurking uocaaineaa. 

Putting a last touch to the bobbed hair on the blotting 
paper, he got up St. Paul's, that girl had said. Hemig^ 
stroll up .ind have a squint ,it Buket. Something might 
occur to him Tighicniiig the belt of his blue overcoat 
round his waist, he i.illied forth, thin and sprightly, with a 
little ache in his heart. 

Walking east, on that bright, cheerful d.i)', notliing struck 
him so much as the fact that he was alive, well, and is wotk. 
So very many w'erc dead, ill, or out of a job. He entered 
Covent Garden. Amazing place ! A human nature which, 
decade after decade, could put up wirit Covent Garden WM 
not in danger of extraction from to many ills. A comforting 
place—one needn’t take anything too seriously after walkkig 
through it. On this square island were the vegetable*elth* 
earth and the fruite of the wotld, bounded on the wett b)f 
pbli^ng, on the ea*t by opera, on the Mnh and Moth Iqr 
rivers of mankind. Among discharging car» ai^ litter ii 
paper, straw and men out of drawing, Michad wnlkedud , 
SmeU of its own, Covent Garden, earthy and 
not rotten! He had never seen—even in the Wap-wmy }iii|W 
that to utterly lacked fora. ExtraonUaeri^ 

Nobody looked as if they had anything W do t*4.tJiei*flaJi 
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drivers, hangers-on, packer',, and the salesmen inside the 
covered markets, seemed equally devoid of acquaintance¬ 
ship with sun, wind, water, earth or air—town types all! 
•And—Gully!—how their facts jutted, sloped, sagged and 
swelled, in every kind of leatural disharmony What was 
the English type amongst nil tins infinite variety of dispro¬ 
portion ! There just wasn’t one ! He came on the fruits, 
glowing piles, still and hriglii—foreigners from the land of 
the sun—globes all the same sire and colour They made 
MichacTs mouth vt.iter ' Something in the sun,' he 
thought; ‘there really is’ Look at It.ilv, at the Arab.s, 
at Au8trali,a—the Australians came from England, and see 
the type now ! Nevertheless -a Cockney for good temper! 
The more regular .i person's lorm and features, the more 
selfish they were ! Those gr.ipe-frmt looked horriblv self- 
satisfied, compared with the potatoes I 
He emerged still thinking about the English. Well! 
They were now one of the plainest and most distorted races 
of the world ; and yet was there any race to compare with 
them for good temper and for ‘ guts ’ ? And they needed 
those in their smoky towns, and their climate—remarkable 
instance of adaptation to environment, the modern English 
character 1 ‘ 1 could pick out an Englishman anywhere,’ 
he thought, ‘ and yet, physically, there's no general type 
now 1 ’ Astounding people ! So uglv in the mass, yet 
growing such flowers of beauty, and such strange sprigs— 
like that little Mrs. Bicket; so unimaginative in bulk, yet 
with such a blooming lot of poets ! How would old Danby 
like it, by the way, when Wilfrid took his next volume 
to some other firm; or rather what should he —Wilfrid’s 
^particular friend !—say to old Danby f Aha ! He knew 
he should say : 

■ Yes, sir, but you should have let that poor blighter o5 
%ho snooped the * Copper Coins.’ Desert hasn’t forgotten 
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your refusal ” One for <>13 Danhv and his eternal in-the- 
rightne.ss! ' Copper Com ’ had done uncommonly well 

Its successor would probably do uncommonly better. The 
book was a protif t<f what he—Michael —was always saying : 
The ‘ cocks olly-hird period ’ was p.issing. People wanted 
life again, bibky. Waller N.i/ing, Linda—all those who 
h.id nothing to say except that tin y were superior to such 
as h.id —svere .ilrcady measured for iheir coffins. Not that 
they would know when they were in them ; not blooming 
likely ! Tlics would coiilinuc to w.ise iheir noses and look 
down them ! 

‘I'm hJ-up with till m,’ thought .Michael. 'If only 
I'leur would see that looking down sour nose is a sure sign 
of inferioriiy'' \nJ, suddenly, ii came to him that she 
I'robably did Wilfrid w.is the onls one of ihc whole lot she 
had ever been thick with , the others were there because— 
well, because she was Eleiir, and h.id the latest things about 
her. W'hcn, scry sewn, they were no longer the latest 
tilings, she would drop them. Hut Wilfrid she would not 
drop. No, he felt sure that she liad not dropped, and 
would not drop Wilfrid 

He looked up Ludgate Hill! “ Near St. Paul’s—sells 
balloons ? ” And there—sure enough--the poor beggar was! 

Picket was deflating with a view to going off his stand 
for a cup of cocoa. Remembering that he had come on him 
by accident, Michael stood for a moment preparing the 
tones of surprise. Pity the poor chap couldn’t blow himself 
into one of those coloured shapes and float over St. Paul 
to Peter. Mournful little cuss he Irxiked, squeezing out th 
ail! Memor)’ tapped sharply on his mind. Balloon—i 
the square—November the first—joyful night 1 Special 
Fleur ! Perhaps they brought luck. He moved a^ s^ 
in an astounded voice : “ fun, Bicket f Is this your sttm 
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The large eyes of Bicker regarded him over a puce 
coloured sixpennywurth. 

“Mr. Mont ! Often thought I'd like to see you again, 

air.” 

“ Same hire, Hicket. If yo.i’re not doing .tnt tiling, come 
and have some lunch.” 

liickct completed llie glolx's (ollaj'tr, and, (losing his 
ttay-lid, 6.iid : “ Keelly, .sir.' 

“ Rather I I w.is just going into .1 fish place.*’ 

Bicket detached his tr.i\. 

“I'll lease this nith the tr isatig saiepcr.” He did so, 
and followed at Muh.icl's side 
“Any money in it, Bicka ? ” 

“ Bare lit in’, sir ” 

“How about thi.s place 1 U’e'll h.itc otsiir.s” 

A little sahv .1 at the toriier nt Hnk. t's mouth w.i.s 
removed by a p.ile tongue 

At a small l.ihle deeor.ited with white oilcloth and a 
cruet stand, Micli.iel s.it down. 

“ Two dozen oysters, and .ill that; tlicn two good soles, 
and a bottle of Chablis. Hurry up, ple.ise ” 

When tilt white-aproned fellow had gone about it, 
Bicket said simply: 

“ My Gawd ! ” 

“ Yes, it’s a funny world, Bicket.” 

“ It is, and that's a f.ict. This lunch'll cost you a pound, 
I thottldn’t wonder. If I take twentt-five bob a week, 

it’s »U I do ” 

“Yon touch it there, Bicket. I eat my conscience 
rerjr day “ 

Bicket akook his head. 

^ No, HE, if you’ve got money, spend it. I would. Be 
HW* if y*** y®’* *tio many that are.” 

wMte-aproned felkrw began blessing them with 
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oysters. He lirousjlit them fresh-opened, three at a time. 
Miclmel bearded them; Bicket swallowed them whole. 
Presently above twelve empty shells, he said ; 

“Th.tt’s nl'.erc the Socialists mvkc their mistyke, sir. 
Nothin); kev|’s me soinp but the sight of other people 
.spendin’ monev It's what wc might all come to with a bit 
of luck Rediife the w.ptld to a level of a pound a dy — and 
it won’t wen run to th.it, they sy ! It's not good enough, 
sir. I’d r.itlu r 'jvc less with the'ope of more. Takcawy 
the gamble, .ind life’s a frost llerv’s luik ! ” 

“ Almost tliou per'U.ule'st me to be a capitalist, Bicket.” 
A glow had collie up in the thin and large-eyed face behind 

the greenish tli.il'!'s ohise 

“ I wish loCi.ivvJ 1 1..ill my wife here, sir. I told you about 
her and the pncunionia Site’s all right agjmc now, only 
thin She’s till ptici 1 elrwv I don’t want a world where 
vou c.m't dr.uv pri.-es If u were at! bloomin’ conscientious 
an’ accordin’ to nurit. I’d never have got her. See I ” 

‘ Me, too,' thouglit iMich.iel, metitaliy drawing that face 
again. 

" Wf’vc all v’ot our dre.miv; mine’s blue butterflies — 
Central Austry ha. The Socialists won’t ’cip me to get there. 
Their ideas of 'eaven don’t run beyond Europe.” 

“ Gripes! ” said .Michael. “ Melted butter, Bicket i ” 

“ Tbank you, sir.” 

Silence was not broken for some time, but the solei werea 
” VlTiat made you think of balloons, Bicket f ” 

“ You don’t ’avc to .advertise, they do it lor ym." 

“ Saw too much of advertising with ns, eh J " 

“ Well, sir, 1 did use to read the wrappers, ABonMl^ 
me, I will sy—the number of gryte booka.” 

Michael ran his hands through his hair. 

“Wrappers! nieaamcyonng woman b eing 

same young man with the same efcan-eut W 
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can you do, Bickct ? They ■^■tU haM tt. I tried to make a 
break only this morninj;- I sli.ill see what comes of it.” 
‘ And I hope \'!)U won’t i ’ he thtiught: ‘ Fanrv coming 
on Fleur outside .i novel! ’ 

“ 1 did notice ,i tendency just before I left,” said Ricket, 
“ to ’avc cliffs or landskips .ind two si it of dolls sittin’ on 
the sand or in the grass lookin’ as if they didn’t know what 
to do with each other ” 

“Yes,” murmured .Michael, “wc tried that. It was 
supposed not to be vulgar But we soon e.'thausted the 
public’s capacitv. What’ll \ou h.i\e now -iheese ’ ” 

“Thank )ou, sir; Fee had too much already, but I 
won’t say ‘ No.' ” 

"Two Stiltons,” said Mitli.iel. 

“ How’s Mr. Desert, sir 1 ” 

Michael reddened 

“ Oh ! He’s all right ” 

Bickct had reddened also. 

“ I wish—I wish you'd let him know' that it was quite 
a— an accident my pitcliin’ on Ins book I’ve always 
regretted it.” 

“ It’s usually an accident, I think,” said Micluiel slowly, 
“ when we snoop other people’s goods. W'e never want to.” 

Bickct looked up. 

“ No, sir, 1 don’t agree. ’Alf mankind’s predytory— 
only, I’m not that sort, mcsclf.” 

In Michael loyalty tried to stammer ” Nor is he.” He 
handed his cigarette case to Bickct. 

“Thank you, sir, I’m sure.” 

His eyes were swimming, and Michael thought: ‘ Dash 
it 1 This is sentimental. Kiss me gixid-hye and go! ’ 
He beckoned up the white-aproned fellow. 

“ Give us your address, Bicket. If integuments are any 
good to you, I might have some spare slops,” 
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Bickct backed the bill with his .Kidrcs> and said, hesitat* 
ing: “ I suppose, sir, Mrs. Mc'nt utiuldn’l 'a\c anything to 
spare M; uifc’s about m\ hei-^lit,*’ 

“ I expect she vsould We‘!l send them alone/’ He saw 
the ‘ little snipe’s' lips (juiuTine, and reached for his over* 
coal “ If .inMhing hlous in, I'll remember )«u. Good- 
h\c, Bukei, and pood lin k ” 

(joing ea-l, because Bicket was pomp west, he repeated 
to iiimself the maxim “ l’jt\ Is tnpe- pitv is tripe!” 
Then petlinp op a ’bus, he was borne buk past St. Paul’s. 
Cautiouslv ‘ lakinp a lunaras old lorsctc put it—he 
saw Bickel inllaimp a balloon, little was \isiblc of Im face 
or fipure behind that rosv circumtin-ncc Nearing Blake 
Street, he dc\cl>-ped an in\inciblc rcpupnatkc to work, and 
was earned on to Traf.ilpar Square Bicket had stirred him 
up The w(*rld was sometimes almost unbearably jollv. 
Bicket, Wilfrid, and the Ruhr ' “ Feeling i.s tosh! Pity 
is tripe!” He descended from his ’bus, and passed the 
lions towards Pall Mall Should he go into ‘Snooks’ and ask 
for Ban f No use—he wtjuld not hnd Fleur there. That 
was what he really wanted—to sec Fleur m the daytime. 
But—where ? She was cwcr)'wlKre to l>c found, and that 
was nowhere. 

She was restless. Was that ins fault ? If he had been 
Wilfrid—would she be restless ! ' Yc.s,’ fie thought stoutly, 
‘Wilfrid’s restless, too/ They were all restless—all the 
people he knew'. At least all the young ones —in life and in 
letters. U>ok at their novels! Hardly one in twenty had 
anv repose, any of that quality which made one turn back 
to a book as a comer of refuge. They dashed and apultcrcd 
and skidded and rushed by like motor cycle*—vit^ent, oh! 
and clever. How tired he was of eleverne**! Someumet 
he would take a manuscript home to Fleur for her opimoa. 
He remembered her saying once : ” Thi* is exactly l^c life, 
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Michad, it just rushes— it doesn’t dwell on anything long 
enough to mean anything anywhere. Of course the author 
didn't mean it for satire, but if you publish it, I advise vou 
to put: ‘Tills awful satire on modem life’ outside the 
cover.” And they had. i\t least, they had put; “ This 
wonderful s.itirc on modern life,” Fleur xas like that! 
She could see the hurry, hut, like tiie author ol the wonder¬ 
ful satire, she didn’t know tliai she herself veered and 
hurried, or—did she know ! VV.is she conscious of icicking 
at life, like a fl.irae ,ii air .’ 

He had reached I’lce.idilly, .md suddenly he rememhered 
that he had not called on her aunt for .i.ges. That ve.is a 
possible draw. 1 Ic bent his steps towards Orecn Street. 

“ Mrs. Dartic at home 1 ” 

“ Yes, sir.’’ 

Michiiel moved his nostrils. Fleur used—but he could 
catch no scent, except incense Winifred burnt joss-sticks 
when she remembered what a distingui-shcd atmosphere 

they produced. 

“What name?” 

“ Mr. Moot. My wife’s not here, I suppose f ” 

No, sir. Only Mrs. Val Dartie.” 

Mis. Val Dartie ! Yes, he remembered, nice woman— 
hat BOt a substitute for Hear ! Committed, however, he 
followed the maid. 

Ib the diawing-room Michael found three people, one of 
them lus father-in-law, who had a grey and brooding aspect, 
and, irou an Empire chair, was staring at blue Australian 
btttttldma’ wings under glass on a round scarlet table. Wmi- 
fted had. jaazed the Empire foundations of her room with 
a aopcnSnctuie more suitable to the age. She greeted 
' ICdweltRith fashionable warmth. It was good of him to 
OCOMi when he was so busy with ail these young poets. “I 
’ thosght * Copper CW: ” she said— “ what a nut litk!— 
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soch -in rntrii^lng litilc book. 1 do think -Mr. Dcjert ti 
clever! Wh.it is he doing now ! ” 

Michael said: “ 1 don’t know,” and dropped on to a 
settee beside Mrs. \’al. Ignor.mt of the Eors)nf family feud, 
he w.is un.ihle to .ippreci.itc the relief he had brought in 
with him. Sj.imes said something about tlie French, got 
up, and went to the wimlow, Winifred joined him—theit 
\oices aounJed conli.k’iii.il 
" How is Fleur : " s.ii.1 Mieh.iel's neighbour. 

Th.inks, a.'.fullv well.” 

” l)o you like vour house r " 

“ Oh, fc.iriulK Won’t you come and see it 1 ” 

“ 1 don't know whether Fleur would- 1 ” 

'■ Whv not ’ ” 

••f)h' Well'” 

“ bile’s fnehifully accessible." 

She seemed to lie lookini; -it him with more interest than 
he deserved, to be trying to m.ihe something oat from hil 
face, ,and he added ; 

“ You're a relation—by i.'looj .is well as marriage, aren’t 
vou f ” 

' ” Yes.” 

“ Then what’s the skeleton ! ” 

“ Oh 1 nothing. I’ll certainly come. Only'—«hc bat M) 
many friends.” 

Michael thought: ‘ I like tltis woman 1 ’ “ As a matter 
of fact,” he said, “• I came here this aftenuxw thiakij^ 
1 might find Fleur. I should like her to know j>Oi. With 
all the jazz there is about, she’d apprcdale somebodf 
restful” 

“ Thank you,” 

“ You’ve never lived in London ? ” 

“ Not since I was six.” 

" 1 wish ^ could get a rot—pity thaie imtt 
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handy.” He had stuttered ; the word h. is not pronounced 
the sdtne -btill! He glanced, disconcerted, at tlie butter¬ 
flies. “ I’ve just been talking to a little Cockney whose 
S.O.S. is ‘ Central .Ausirylia.' But wh.it Jo you say—Have 
we got souls to save ? ” 

“ I used to think so, but now I'm not so sure—somctliing's 
struck me lately " 

“ What was th.it f ” 

“ Well, I notice that any one at all <iut of proportion, or 
whose nose is on one ^iJe, or whose eyes jut out, or even 
have a special shining look, alw.iys believes in tlie soul; 
people who are in prop.irtion, and have no prominent 
physical features, don't wem to be really interested.” 

Michael’s ears moved 

“ By Jove ! ” he S.iiJ ; “ some thought! Fleur’s beauti¬ 
fully proportioned—jie doesn’t seem to worry. I’m not - 
and 1 ccrtainlj- do. The people in Covent Garden must liave 
lota of soul. You think ‘ the soul’s ’ the result of loose- 
gearing in the organism—sort of special cunsciousncsi from 
not working in one piece.” 

“Yes, rather like that—what’s called psychic power is, 
I’m almost sure.” 

“ I say, Is your life safe f According to your theory, 
though, we’re in a mighty soulful era. I must think over 
my family. How about yours i ” 

" The Forsytes! Oh, they’re quite too well-propor¬ 
tioned.” 

“ I agree, they haven’t any special juts so far as I’ve 
seen. The French, too, are awfully close-knit. It really is 
an idea, only, of coarse, most people see it the other way. 
They’d say the soul produces the disproportion, makes the 
eyea ahint, bends the nose, and all that; where the soul is 
imaQ, it’s not trying to get out of the body, whence the 
barber’s Woek. I’ll think about it. Thanks for the tip. 
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Well, do come and see us. Good-bye! I don't think 
I’ll disturb them in the window. Would you mind saying 
I had to scoot ! ” Squee/Jng j slim, gloved hand, receiving 
and returning a smiling look, he slid out, thinking; ' Uash 
the soul, where’s ha body I' 



CHAPTER IV 


fllvr’s body 

FiBUr’s body, indeed. v\a!> ..r the mcment in one of those 
difficult positions which contitiu.ilK thre.itcn the spirit of 
Compromise. It was in fact in \\ ilfriJ’s arms j sufficiently, 
at least, to make her s.iv : 

“ No, Wilfrid- you I'roniiseJ to he pood.” 

Itwasa reall) reni.irk.ihlc inhutc toiler powers of skating 
on thin ice that the word ' good ’ should still have signifi¬ 
cance. For eleven vvieks e.vavtlv this young man had 
danced on the edge of fulfilment, .ind \\.i.s even now divided 
from her by two vlemhed h.inds pressed firmly ag.unst his 
chest, and the word ‘go id’j and this after not leaving 
seen her for a fortnight 

When she said it, he let her go, with a sort of violence, and 
sat down on a picee of junk. Only the sense of d.tn'nahlc 
iteration prevented him from saying: “ It can’t go on, 
Fleur." She knew that! And yet it did ! This was what 
perpetually amared him. How a poor brute could hang on 
■week after week saying to her and to himself: “ Now or 
never 1 “ when it wasn’t eitlicr ? Subconsciousness, that, 
until the word ‘ now ’ had been readied, Fleur would not 
know her own mind, alone had kept him dancing. His own 
feelings were so intense that he almost hated her for inde- 
cinoB. And he was unjust. It was not exactly indecision. 

. Fleur smted the added richness and excitement which 
U&Ction gave to life, but without danger and 
udthaui lotll. How natural 1 His frightful passionateness 
was auldng all the trouble. Neither by her wish, nor 
kbn»(^ her fauh^ was he passionate 1 And yet—it was 

?• *5* 
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both nice and proper to intpire passion; and, of course, the 
had the lurking sense that she was not ‘ in the mode ’ to 
cavil at a lover, especially since life owed her one. 

Released, she smoothed herself and said ; “Talk of some¬ 
thing sensible ; what have yon been writing f ” 

"This.” 

Fleur read. Flushing and bitini; her lips, she said: 

“ It's fnglufullv bitter." 

“ It’s frightfully true. Does ht ever ask you now whetiier 
you sec me 1 ” 

“ Never.” 

“ Why" 

“ ! don’t know.” 

“ What would you answer if he did f ” 

Fleur shrugged her shoulders. 

Desert said quietly : “ Yes, that’s your atDtnde. It 
can’t last, Fleur.” He was standing by the window, She 
put the sheets down on his desk and moved towards him. 
Poor Wilfrid ! -Now that he was quiet she watsorry. 

He said suddenly 1 “Stop! Don't move! H/s 
there in the street.” 

Recoiling, she gasped : " Michael! Oh I Bnl how 
how could he have known ? ” 

Desert said grimly: “ Do yon only know him n little M 
that! Do you suppose he’d be there if he knew yon weis 
here i ” 

Fleur winced. 

“ Why it he there, then t ” 

“ He probably wants to see me. He looks M if he 
couldn’t make op his mind. Don’t get the wind opt ht 
won’t be let in.” 

Fknr sat down; the felt weak in the kgs. OtitSweaMd 
suddenly of an appalling thinness-^ w$m 
cold. 



“ Has he seen you f ” she said. 

“ No.” 

The thought flashed through him : ‘ If I were a black¬ 
guard, I could force her hand, by moving one step and 
crooking my finger.’ Pity one wasn’t a blackguard—at 
all events, not to that point—things would be so much 
simpler! 

“ Where is he now .’ ” asked Fleur. 

“ Going away ” 

In profound relief, she sighed out: 

“ But it’s queer, isn’t it, Wilfrid ’ ” 

“ You don’t suppose he’s east in his mind, do vou ? ” 

Fleur bit her lips. He was jeering, because she didn’t or 
couldn’t really love either of them It was uniu.-,! t!ho 
rouif have lovi d- shi f’.nf loved ! Wilfrid and .Mich,icl— 
they might go to the deuce ! 

“ I wish I had never come here,” she said suddenl) : 
“ and I’ll never come ag.nn ! ” 

He went to the door, and held it open. 

“You are right.” 

Fleur stood quite still, her chin on the coUar of her fur, 
her clear-glancing eyes fixed on his face, her lips set and 
mutinous. 

“ You think I’m a heartless beast,” she said slowly. “ So 
I am—^now. Good-bye ! ” 

He neither took her hand nor spoke, he only bowed. His 
eyes were very tragic. Trembling with mortification, Fleur 
went out. She heard the door closed, while she was going 
down the stairs. At the bottom sire stood uncertain. 
Suppose IMichael had come back ! Almost opposite was that 
gallery when she had first met him and—Jon. Slip across 
in there 1 If he were still hovering round the entrance of the 
little street, sM tcould tell him with a good conscience where 
the had been. I'he peeped. Not in sight! Swiftly she slid 
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.icross into ilic doonviiy Tlicy would be closing 

m a ininuic —ju&i on four o'clock 1 She put down a shilling 
and .slij'ped m She must see—in case! She stood re¬ 
volving - one-man show, the man—Claud Brains! She 
put down another shilling for a catalogue, and read as she 
went out “No 7 . Woman retting the wind up.” It 
told her evert thing ; and wiili .i lighter heart she skimmed 
.dong, and took .1 taxi Cict home hclurc Micliacl! She felt 
relicted, .ilniost eKhilirated So much for skating on thin 
ice! It wasn’t good enough Wilfrid must go. Poor Wilfrid 1 
\\ ell, he shouldn’t h.ive sneered—what did he know of her I 
Nobody knew any thing of licr! She was alone in the world. 
She slipped her latch-key into the hall door. No Michael. 
She sat down in the drawing-room before the fire, and took 
up Walter Na/iiig’s last She read a page three times. It 
meant no more with every reading - it meant less; he was 
the kind ot aullior who must he ri .id at a g-dlop, and given 
away lest a first impression ot win.i in tlic hair be lost in a 
sensation of wind lower down; but Wilfrid’s eyes came 
between her and the worels Pity! Nolxidy pitied her; 
why, then, should she pity tiiera ! Besides, pity was ‘ pop,’ 
as .'Vmabel would say. The situation demanded cast-iron 
sense. But Wilfrid’s eyes! Well—she wouldn’t be seeing 
them again ! Beautiful eyes when they smiled or when—to 
much more often—they looked at her with longing, as now 
between her and the sentence: “ Solemnly and with a 
delicious egoism he more than awfully desired her who snug 
and rosy in the pink shell of her involuted and so petulant 

social periphrasis-” Poor Wilfrid! Pity was ‘pop,’ 

but there was pride I Did she choose that he should g» 
away thinking that she had ' played him up ’ jost out of 
vanity, as Walter Naiing said American women did I Did 
she i Would it not be more in the mode, really dramatic— 
if one ■ went over the deep end,’ at they said, jutt once f 
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Would that not be something they could both looi; b.ick on 
—^he in the East he was always talking of, she in this West ? 
The proposition had a momentary popularity in that 
organism called Fleur too finely proportioned for a soul 
according to the theory which Michael was thinking over. 
Like all popularities, it did not last. First; Would she 
like itShe did not think she would ; one man, without 
love, was quite enough. Then there was the danger of 
passing into Wilfrid’s power. He was a gentleman, but he 
was passionate : the cup once sipped, would lie consent to 
put it down ( But more ilnm .ill w.is .i physical doubt of 
the last two or three weeks w IikIi aw .iiied verification, and 
which made her feel solemn, hhe siood up and p.isscd her 
hands all over her, with a definite recoil from the thougfit of 
Wilfrid’s hands doing the same. No ! To have his (riend- 
thip, his admiration, but nut .It that price. She viewed him, 
suddenly, as a bomb set on her copper floor ; and in fanc)- 
ran and seized and flung him out into the Square—poor 
Wilfoid! Pity was ‘ pop ! ’ But one might be sorry for 
otustlf, losing lum ; losing too diat ideal of modern woman¬ 
hood expounded to her one evening by Marjorie Ferrar, pet 
of the ‘ paajoys,’ whose red-gold hair excited so much 
admiration : “ My ambition—old thing—is to be the 
pierfect wife of one man, the perfect mistress of another, and 
the perfect mother of a third, ail at once. It’s perfectly 
possible—they do it in Fiance." 

But was it really so perfectly possible—even if pity tear 
poih f How be perfect to Michael, when the slightest slip 
might reveal to him that she was being perfect to Wilfrid ; 
how be perfect to Wilfrid, when every time she was perfect 
to Midu^ would be a dagger in Wilfrid’s heart i And if— 
if her phytical doubt should mature into certainty, bow be 
perfect aether to the certainty, when she was either tortur- 
. ing two men, or l^fing to them him a uot^peress f Not so 
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pcrf .’ctly possible as all that! ‘ If only I were all French 1 ’ 
thought Fleur. . . . 

The clicking door startled her—the reason that she was 
not .ill French was coming in. He looked very grey, a^ if 
he had been tlnnking too much. He kissed her, and sat 
down moodily la fore the tire. 

“ Have you ..me for the night, DaJ i ” 

“ If I may,” murmured Soames, ” Business.” 

“ Anything iinyle.isant, ducky 1 ” 

So,lines looked up as if st.irtlcd. 

“ Unpleasant ? Why should it be unpleasant I " 

“ 1 only thiiuglit from your face." 

So.imes grunted. " Tins Ruhr ! ” he said, " Vvt 
brought you a picture Chr'C'c ! ” 

“Oh, U.id! llo.i i.'lly!” 

“ It isn’t,” said S.c -m s; “ it’s a monkey eating fruit.” 

“ But tint's perfect ! Where is it— in the hall 1 " 

Soames nodded. 

Stripping the uoerings oil the picture, Fleur brought it 
' in, and setung it up on tlie jade-green settee, stood away 
and looked at it. The large white monkey with ill brow# 
haunting eyes, as if she had suddenly wrested its imereat 
from tlic orangc-hke fruit in its crisped paw, the grey back¬ 
ground, the empty rinds all round—bright splashes in a 
general ghostlincss rtf colour, impressed her at once. 

“ But, Dad, it's a masterpiece—I’m sure it’s of a Ilight* 
fully good period.” 

" I don’t know,” said Sumes. “ 1 must look »p the 
Chinese.” 

“ Bnt you oughtn’t to give it to me, it must he worth any 
amount. You ought to have it in your coDeetkm.'* 

“ They didn’t know its value,” said Soamea, and a hditt 
smile illumined his features. “1 gave three 
ItTl be safer here," 
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Of cour'ie it’ll be safe. Only why s.ifer ? ” 

Soamc..s turned towards the picture. 

“ I c.in’t tell. Anything may come of this.” 

*■ Of wh.it, dc.ar ; ” 

“ Is ‘ old Mutu ’ coming in to-night f ” 

“ No, he’s at Lippingli.dl still ” 

“Well, it doesn’t matter—he’s no good.” 

I'leur took his hand and gave it a squeeze. 

“ Tell me I ’’ 

Soames’ tickled heart quivered F.mcy her wanting to 
know what was troubling him ! But liis sense of the 
becoming, and his fear of giving away his own .ilarm, 
forbade respunse 

“ Nothing you’d understand,” he said. “ Where arc you 
going to hang it ! ” 

“ There, I think ; but we must wait for Miehael.” 

Soames grumbled out , 

“ I saw him just now at your aunt’s. Is that the way he 
attends to business ? ” 

‘ Perhaps,’ thought Fleur, ‘ he was only on his way back 
to the office. Cork Street ts more or less between ! If he 
passed the end of it, he would think of Wilfrid, he might 
Lave been wanting to see him about books.’ 

“ Oh, here’s Ting 1 Well, darling ! ” 

The Chinese dog, let in, as it were, by Providence, seeing 
Soames, sat down suddenly witli snub upturned and eyes 
brilliant. “ The expression of you*, face,” he seemed to 
say, “ pleases me. W’e belong to the past and could sing 
hymns together, old man.” 

“ Funny little chap,” said Soames ; “ he always knows 
»> 

me. 

Flenr lifted him. “Come and see the new monkey, ducky.” 

•* Don’t kt him lick it.” 

Held lather Snuly by his jade-gteen ctdlar and confronted 
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by an inexplicable piece of silk smelling of the past, Tin^a- 
Img raised Ins head higher and higher to correspond with the 
action of his nostrils., and lus little t-rngue appeared, 
tentativLls savouring the emanation of lus country. 

“ It’s A nice monkc), isn't it, d.irling ? ” 

“ No,” .s.iid Ting-.i-ling, railitr clearly ” Put me down ! ” 

Restored to the flour, he sought a patch where the copper 
came through between two rugs, and licked it quietly. 

“ Mr Auhru (ireenc, m.i'am ! ” 

“ H’m ! ” ^ ud So.imt. 

The painter i.imc gliding and i.'!<'wmg in ; his bright hair 
slipping liack, lus green e\e^ ^hdlng oil 

“Ah!” he said, puiniing m the fhior “ That’i what 
I've come .ihoiit *’ 

Tleur followed his finger in am i/cmcnt. 

“ Ting ' " ''he said se\erclv, " stop n ! He will lick the 
copper, Aulire) ” 

“ Put how perfectly Chinese ’ They do everything we 
don’t.'’ 

“ Dad—.Aubrey Greem My lather's ju.st brought Oic 
this picture, Aubrey— isn't it .a gem ? ” 

The painter stood quite still, liis eyes ceased sliding off, 
his hair ceased slipping back. 

“ Phew ! ” he said 

Soames rose. He h.id waited for the flippant; bat be 
rc-cognised in the lone something reverential, if aoi 
aghast. 

“ By George,” said Aubrey Greene, “ those eyes! 
Where did you pick it up, sir ? ” 

'' 11 belonged to a cousin of mine->a racing man. It was 
his only picture.” 

“ Geiod for him ! He must have had taste." 

Soames stared. The idea that George thoold have knd 
taste almost appalled him. 
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“ No,” he «aid, with a flash of inspiration : “ What he 
likcfl about it was that it makes you feel uncomfortable.” 

“ Same tiling! I don’t know where I’ve seen a more 
pungent satire on human life.” 

“ I don’t follow,” said Soames dryly. 

“ Why, it’s a perfect allegory, sir ! Eat the fruits of life, 
tcatter the rinds, and get copped doing it. When they’re 
still, a monkey’s eyes are tlie human tragedy incarnate. 
Look at them ! He thinks tin re’s sometliing be)ond, and 
he’s sad or angry because lie c.m't get at it. That picture 
ought to be in the British Museum, sir, with the label: 
‘Civilisation, caught out.’ ” 

“ Wdl, it won’t be,” said Fleur. “ It’ll be here, labelled 
'The White Monkey.’ ” 

“ Same thing.” 

" Cynicism,” said Soames abruptly, “ gets \’ou nowhere. 
If you’d said ‘ Modernity caught out ’-” 

” I do, sir i but why be narrow } You don’t seriously 
suppose this age is worse than any other f ” 

“ Don’t I f ” said Soames. “ In my belief the world 
teached its highest point in the ’eighties, and wiU never 
nsch it again.” 

The painter stared. 

"That’s frightfully interesting. I wasn’t bom, and I 
M^iose you were about my age then, sir. You believed in 
God and drove in diiigencts.” 

DUtgnas/ ’The word awakened in Soames a memory 
KNBchow seemed appropriate. 

I ."Y%”i»said,‘‘ and I can tell yon a story of those days 
dMt you Civt’t match in these. When 1 was a youngster in 
S^Wdaod with my people, two of my sisters had some 
''UMcKidliMies. Whra the/d eaten about half a dozen they 
dhicoyowj that they all W little maggots in them. An 
lUf^Mtcteber there taw how upset they woe, and ate the 
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whole of the rest of the cherries—about two pound*— 
maggots, stones and all, just to show them. That was the 
sort of men they were then.” 

“ Oh ! Father!” 

“ Gee ! He must h.ivc bun gone on them.” 

“ No,” said So.imes, “ not particularly. His name waa 
Poulev ; he wore side whisLcrs ” 

“Talking 1)1 (iod and diligt nics; I 8 .aw a haiUKim 
yesterd ly." 

‘More to the point if you’d seen (iod,' thought Soames, 
hut he did not s.iv so . indeed, the thought surprised him, 
it was not tlic sort of thing lie h.id ever seen himself. 

“ You mayn't know it, sir, hut there's more belief now 
th.tn there w.is hefure the w.ir—thes’xc discovered that 
we’re not .ill hodi ’’ 

“ Oh ! " said Heur. “That reminds me, Aubrey. Do 
you know anv mediums ? Could I get one to come here i 
On our floor, with .Mich.icl outside the dtair, one would know 
there couldn't be any hanky. Do the d.irk seanc/ people 
ever go out ’—they’re muih more thrilling they say.” 

“ Spiritualism ! ” said Soamea. “ H’mph ! ” He could 
not in half an hour have expressed himself more clearly. 

.Aubrey Greene's eyes slid off to Ting-a-ling. ” FD see 
what I can do, if you’ll lend me your Peke for an bout ojao 
to-morrow afternoon. I’d bring him back on a lead, and 
give him every luxury.” 

“ What do you want him for ? ” 

“ Michael sent me a most topping little model lo-day 
But, you see, she can't smile.” 

“Michael?” 

“ Ye*. Something quite new; and Pw |ot » idwwtu 
Her smile's like sunlight going off an Italian ' lw|: 
when you tell her to, ahe can't. I chooght yoar Ptdn CMiA 
make her, perhapa.” 
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“ May I come and sec ? ” said Fleur. 

“ Yes, bring him to-morrow ; but, if 1 can persuade lier, 
it’ll be in the ‘ altogether.’ ” 

“ Oh 1 Will you get me a shiner, if I lend you Ting f ” 

“ I will.” 

“H’mph!” said Soames again Sruncrt, It.ilian sun¬ 
light, the ‘altogether!’ It w.is time he got b.ick to 
Elderson, and what was to be done now, and left this 
fiddling while Rome burned 
“ Good-bye, Mr. Greene,” ho said ; “ Fve got no time.” 

“ Quite, sir,” s.iiJ Aubret Greene 
“ Quite ! ” mimicked So.imes to himself, going out, 
Aubrey Greene took his dcp.irture a few minutes later, 
crossing a l.itly in the hall who was delivering her name to 
the manservant. 

Alone with her bod>, Fleur again passed her hands all 
over it. The ‘ altogether ’—was a reminder of the dangers 
of dramatic conduct. 



CHAPTRR V 


Fi.l 1 R'b SOUL 

“Mrs Vai,Dartie, m.rjm.” 

A nrimc which umlJ not be di'inrtcJ even by Coaker 
affected her like a tiiiR'cr applied sudden!)' to the head of the 
scuticnersc. Hull) ! Not m cn‘.inci the das when she did 
not marry Ion. Hulls ! A flood of remembrance— 
Wansdon, the Downs, ilie eravtl pit, the apple orchard, the 
riser, the copse at Robin Hill! No' It \s as not a pleasant 
sensation—to see Heills, ,ind she s.ud " Hosv awfully nice 
of you to come ! 

“ I met vour husband this .site moon at (ireen Street; he 
asked me. What a hnels room ' " 

"Ting! Come .ind be introdiieed 1 Thisis Ting-a-ling; 
isn’t he perfect 1 He's a little upset because of the new 
monkev. Hess's \'al, and dear Wansdon f It wa> too 
wonderfully ['caceful " 

“ It’s a nice backwater. I don't get tired of it.” 

“ And-” said Tleur, with a little laugh, “ Jon f ” 

“He's growing pc.iches in North Carolina. Britith 
Columbia didn’t do." 

“ Oh ! Is he married i ” 

“ No.” 

“ I suppise he’ll marry an American.” 

“ He isn’t twenty-two, you know.” 

“ Good Lord ! ” said Fleur: “ .Am I only twenty-one f 
I feel forty-eight.” 

“ That’s living in the middle of things and seeing ao many 
people-" 
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“ And getting to know none.” 

“ But don’t you I ” 

“ No, it isn’t done. I mean we all call each other by our 
Christian names ; but aprh -” 

“ I like your husKind very much.” 

“ Oh ! yet, Michael’s a dear How’s June f ” 

“ I saw her yesterday—she's got a new painter, o{ course 
—Claud Brains. 1 believe he’s wli.u they call a Vertiginist.” 

Fleur bit licr lip. 

“Yes, they’re quite common. I suppose June thinks 
he’s the only one.” 

“ Well, she think's he’s a genius.” 

“ She’s wonderful.” 

“ Yes,” said Holly, “ the most loyal creature in the 
world while it lasts. It’s like poultry farming—once 
they’re hatched. You never saw Boris Strumolowski t ” 

“No.” 

" Well, don’t.” 

“ I know his bust of Michael’s uncle. It’s rather sane.” 

“ Yes. June thought it a pot-boiler, and he never for¬ 
gave her. Of course it was. As soon as her swan makes 
money, she looks round for another. She’s a darling.” 

“ Yes," murmured Fleur; “ I liked June.” 

Another flood of remembrance—from a tea-shop, from 
the tivet, from June’s little dining-room, from where in 
&«en Stmt she had changed her wedding dress under the 
Vfwutl gttte of June's blue eyes. She seized the monkey 
Whelditttp. 

** Isn’t it a picture of ‘ life ’ I ” Would she have said 
dutthl Anhtey Greene hadn’t ? Still it seemed very true at 

“Poor thtaikey 1" said Holly. “ I’m always frightfully 
tony to monkeys. But it’s marveiloos, 1 think.” 

*Y«l«'' I'm to hang it here. If I can get one more. 
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I shall have done in this room ; only people have so got 
on to Chinese things. This was luck—somebody died— 
George Forsyte, you know, the r.icing one.” 

“ Oh ! ” s.iid Holly softly She s.iw again her dd 
kinsman's japing eyes in the church when Fleur cvai being 
married, heard lus thro.tty wliiipcr, "Will she stay the 
course f ” And was she st,iung it, this pretty filly? 

“ Wish she could get a rest If onl) there were a desert 
handy ! ” Well, one couldn't .isk a tjuestion so penoiul, 
and Holly took refuge in a gener.il remark. 

“What do .ill you smart loung people feel about life, 
nowadays, 1 kur ! when one's not of it and has lived 
twenty years in .''oiitli .\fru.i, one still fnls out of it.” 

" Life! Oh well, we know it's supposed to be a riddk, 
but we've giuii it up. We just want to have a good tisie 
because we don't believe .any thing can last. But I don’t 
think wc know how to have it. We just fly on, and hope lot 
it. Of course, there's art, but most of us aren't artists j be¬ 
sides, expressionism—.Michael s.ays it’s got no insilk. W* 
g.as about it, but I suppose it hasn't. I see a frightful kit of 
writers and painters, you know; they’re supposed to he 
amusing,” 

Holly listened, amazed. Who would have thought that 
this girl saw ! bhe might be seeing wrong, but asywsy she 
saw! 

“ Surely,” she said, “ you enjoy yourselves ? ” 

“ Well, 1 like getting hold of nice things, and iatetetthlg 
people; I like seeing everything that’s new and wOrdh 
while, or seems so at the moment. But that’s jntt how kit a 
—nothing lasts. You sec. I’m not of the ‘ Pan-iovi.* tWf , 
of the ‘ new-faithfuls.’ ” 

“ The new-faithfuls ? ” 

“ Oh! don’t you knoir—it’s a sort oi faitlth«#v4lM. 
on oneself, not exactly the <fld ‘GodkgeodL Hoi-fiidlt? 
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*ort; but a kind of mixture of will-power, psyoho-.maKsi'?, 
and belief th.a cvcr\ihin^' will be all right on the nicht if 
you 82 ) it will You must have tome atro&s them Thev 're 
frightfully in earnest.’' 

“ I know,” said IJolK ; “ their e\es shine ” 

” I daresa) I di*n't helicte in ilicm-- I don’t bchttc in 
anyone ; or anything - much How tan one ? ” 

“ How about simple people, and hard work ? ” 

Fleur sighed “ I d.irc'-.iv 1 will sa\ for Miclnd -A/V 
not spoiled Let's h i\e tea ' Tea, I'lng ? ” and. turning 
up the light.s, she rang tlic bell 

When her unexpcitid \isit<ir had gone, slic sal \ert still 
before the fire To-da\, when she had been so tt-rv lu irl\ 
Wilfrid’s! So ](in w js not married ’ Not that it m uji .aiv 
odds ! Things did not come round as they wore e\peu< d to 
in books. Andan\wa\ sentiment was swosli ! Cut it oui ’ 
She tossed back litr h.ur, and. getting hammer and n.nl, 
proceeded to hang the white monke\ Hetween the two 
tca'-chests with their coloured pcarl-sliell figure.^ he would 
look his best, bince she couldn’t have jim, what did it 
matter—Wilfrid or Miehael, tir both, or neither ? Kat the 
orange in her h.md, and throw awa\ the rind! And 
suddenly she became .usarc that Michael was in the room. 
He had come in ver\ quictK and was standing before the 
fire behind her. She gave him a quick look and said : 

“ I’ve had Aubrey Greene here about a model \ou sent 
him, and Holly—Mrs. \ al Darric—she said she’d seen you 
Oh 1 and father's brought us this. Isn’t it perfect i ” 
Michael did not speak. 

** Anything the matter, Michael ? ” 

•*No, nothing.” He went up to the monkey. From 
behind him now Fleur searched his profile. Instinct told 
her of a change. Had he, after all, seen her going to 
WUfrid’»-*coming away f 
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“ Some monkey! ” he said. “ By the way, have vou 
any spare clothes you could give the wife of a poor snipe- 
nothing too swell ? ” 

She answered mechanically : “ Yes, of course I " while 
her brain worked furiouvh 

“ W'ould \ou put them out, then ? Tm going to make up 
a bunch for him m\^elf—the \ could go t(*gcthcr ” 

Yes! lie w.is quite unlike lumsclt. a.s if the ‘'pring in 
him had run Joun A sort oi m.iLn^e overcame her. 
Mich.icl not cliurtul ' It w like the i'lre going out on a 
Cold day And, perhaps fur the Hrsi time, she was conscious 
that his chcertuirkss was <*1 real impori.mce to her. She 
watched him pn k up Ting .i-ling .md Mt d(»v\n And going 
up behind him, she bent over nil licr bair w.is against his 
check Instead of rubbing hiN clieek on hers, he sat quite 
still, and her heart misgac t her 
“ Wh.ii IS It ? ” slie s ud, 

“ Nttthing ' ” 

She took hold of his cars 

“ But there is I suppose you knovc somehow that I 
went to see Wilfrid ” 

He said stonily : “ Whv not 
She let go, and stood up straight 
It was only to tell him tli.it I«<tuldn't sec him again.” 
That half-truth seemed to her tlic whole 
He suddenly ItKikcd up. .1 quiver went over his face ; he 
took her hand. 

It's all right, Fleur. You must do what you like, you 
know. That’s only fair I had io«» much lunch.” 

Fleur withdrew to the middle of the room. 

** You’re rather an angel,” she said slowly, and went oat. 
Upstairs she looked out garments, confused in her soul 



CHAPTER VI 


MICHAri GETS ‘ W’llAT-FOR ’ 

After hil Green Street quest Micli.icl h.id wavered back 
down Piccadilly, and, obeying one of those impulses which 
make people hang around the eentres of disturbance, on 
to Cork Street He stood for a minute at the mouth of 
Wilfrid’s backwater, 

‘ No,’he thought, at last, ‘ ten to one he isn’t in ; and if he 
k, twenty to one that I get any change etcept bad change ! ’ 

He was moving slowlv on to Ilond Street, when a little 
light lady, coming from the backwater, and reading as she 
went, ran into him from behind 

“ Why don’t you look where you’re going ! Oh! You! 
Aren’t you the young man who m.irricd Fleur Forsyte ! 
Pathw cousin, June, I thought I saw her just now,” She 
waved a hand which held a catalogue with a gesture like 
t^ flirt of a bird’s wing, “ Opposite my gallery. She 
nCO^intO a house, or I should have spoken to her— I’d like 
tp hive seen her again.” 

lato a house! Michael dived for his cigarette-case. 
Hatd-gtaqping it, he looked up. The little lady's blue eyes 
were swelling from side to side of his face with a searching 
caadocyr. ' 

“ Are ywt happy together f ” she said. 

A OoU ssiMt broke out on his forehead. A sense of 
geaend tleaqgement afflicted him—hers, and his own. 

“ I hi^jfoat pardon 1" he gasped. 

" 1 hi^ you ate. She ought to have married my little 
brother—hot I h(^ you are. She’i a pretty child.” 
tfH 
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In the midst of a dtill sense of stunning blows, it staggered 
him that she seemed quite unconscious of inflicting them. 
He heard his teeth gritting, and said dully: “ Your littk 
brother, who was he f ” 

“ What! Jon—didn’t you know Jon f He was too 
young, of course, and so was she. But they were head 
over—the family feud stopped that. Well! it’s all past. 

I was at your wedding. 1 hope you’re happy. Have yon 
seen the Claud Brains show at my gallery i He’s a genins. 

I was going to hate a bun in here ; will you join me 1 Yon 
ought to know his work.” 

She had pausi d at the door of a confect inner’s. Michael 
put his hand 'm lii,s che.st 

“ Thank tou,” he said, “ I have just had a bun—two, in 
fact. Excuse me ! ” 

The little lady grasped his other hand. 

“Well, pood-lne, )oung m.in ! (Had to have met you. 
You’re not .i heauty, but 1 like tour face. Remember 
me to that child. You should go and see Qaud Brains. 
He’s a real genius.” 

Stock-still before the door, he watched her turn and eftter, 
with a scattered motion, as of flying, and a distarbaaee 
among those seated in the pastry -cook’s. TTien he moved 
on, the cigarette unlighted in his mouth, dazed, as a httcer 
from a blow which knocks him sideways, and another wjllsh 
knocks him straight again. ” ' 

Fleur visiting Wilfrid—.it this moment in his 
there—in his arms, perhaps! He groaned. A 
young man in a new hat skipped .it the sound. Nemt I Be 
coold never stick that! He would have to clesiroiU i HelMi' 
believed Fleur honest I A double life I The bespit., 
bst the had smiled on him. OhiGodI Ueia^icAta^i, 
into Green Park. Why hadn’t he stood Mitt iOMd'let. 
•omethittg go over him t And that hmatk^t'&llc,f(ntlNr 
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—John —family fffud ? Himself—a pis allety then—taken 
without love at all—a makc'lnft ! He remembered now 
her baying' one ni^lit at Mapledurhnm : “ Come again when 
I know I can’t get my wish.’’ So that was the wish she 
couldn’t get! A makeshift 1 ‘ Jolly,’ he thought: ‘ Oh ! 
jolly I ’ No wonder, then ! What could she care ? One 
man or another! Ihiur little devil! She had never let 
him know—never breathed a word ! Was that decent of 
her— or was it treachery ? ‘ No,’ he thought, ‘ if ihtbad 

told me, it wouldn’t have made any difference—I’d have 
taken her at any price. It was Ji cent of her not to tell me.’ 
But how was it he hadn’t heard from some one \ Family 
feud f The Forsytes! Except ‘ Old Forsyte,’ he never 
•aw them; and ‘Old Forsyte' was chaser than a fish 
Well I he had got what-for! And again he groaned, in the 
twilight spaces of the Park. Buckingham Palace loomed up 
unlightcd, huge and dreary. Conscious of his cigarette at 
last, he stopped to strike a match, and drew the smoke deep 
into his lungs with the firsSt faint sense of comfort 
“ You couldn’t spare us a cigarette. Mister ? ” 

A shadowy figure with a decent sad f.tcc stood beside the 
statue of Australia, so depressmgK abund.int ! 

“Of course!” said Michael, “take the lot.” He 
emptied the cabc mm the man’s hand “ Take the case too 
—‘present from Vstminster ’—cou’ll get thirty bob for 
it. Good luck! ” He hurried on. A faint : “ Hi, 
Mister I ” pursued him unavailingly. Pity was pulp! 
Sentiment was bilge! \\’as he going home to wait till 
Fleur had—finished and come back ? Not he I He turned 
towards Chelsea, batting along as hard as he could stride. 
Lighted shops, gloomy great Eaton Square, Chester Square, 
Sloanc Square, the King's Road—along, along! Worse 
than the ticnchc»—far worse—this whipped and scorploncd 
texual jealouay 1 Yes, and he would have felt even worse, 
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but fur that sucond blow. It made it less painful to 
know that Fleur had been in love with tliat cousin, and 
Wilfrid, too, perh.ips, nothini; to tier. Poor little wretch ! 

‘ Well, what’s the pame now ? ' he thought. The game of 
life—in bad weather, in stress ! What was it ? In the war 
—what had a fellow done ? bomehow managed to fee! 
himself not so dashed import.int, re.iclicd a condition of 
acquiescence, fatalism, “ Who diiw if England live ” sort of, 
sob-stuff state The game ot life’ Was it different?' 
“ Bloody but unbowed " might be tripe ; .still —get Op 
when you were knocki d .low n ' The whole was big, oneself 
was little! P.ission, je.dousy, ought they properly to 
destroy one’s sp'irtsmaiiship, .is Na/ing and Sibley and 
Linda Frewc w.mld have it ! W.is the word ‘ gentleman ’ 
a dud ? W’.is It ? Did one keep one’s form, or get down 
to squealing and kicking in tiie .stomach 

‘ I don’t know,’ he thought, ‘ I don’t know what I shall 
do when I sec her—I simply don’t know ’ Sicel-blue of the 
fallen evening, bate plane-trees, wide river, frosty air ! He 
turned towards liome. f fc opened his front door, trembling, 
and trembling, went into the drawing-room. . . . 

When Fleur had gone upstairs and left him with Ting-t- 
ling he didn’t know whether he believed her or not. If she 
had kept that other thing from him all this time, she could 
keep anything ! Had she understiwd his words: “ You 
must do as you like, that’s only fair ? ” He had said them 
almost mechanically, hut they were reasonable. If she had 
never loved him, even ,i little, he had never had any right 
to expect anything ; he had been all the time in the position 
of one to whom she was giving alms. Nothing compelled a 
person to go on giving alms. And nothing compelled one to 
go on taking them—except—the ache of want, the ache, the 
ache! 

“ You little Djinn! You lucky little toad I Give tne 
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»ome of your complacency—you Cliinese atom ! ” Ting-a- 
ling turned up hia boot-buttons. “ When you have been 
civiliied as long as I,” they seemed to say; “ In the 
meantime, scratch my chest.” 

And Bcrattling in that yellow fur Michael thought: ‘ Pull 
yourself together! Man at the Si.uth Pole with the first 
bliazard doesn’t sing t “ Want to go liome ! Want to go 
home!"— he stichs it. Come, get going!’ He pl.iceJ 
Ting-a-ling on the floor, and ratuic lor his study. Here 
wete manuscripts, of which the re.idors to Danby and Winter 
had already said : “ No money in tine, but a genuine piece 
of work meriting consideration.” It was Michael’s business 
to give the consider.ition ; 1 ).inln's to turn the aff.iir down 
with the words: “ Write him (or her) a civil letter, s.n we 
were greatly interested, regret we do not sec our way— 
hope to have the privilege of considering next effort, and so 
forth. What!” 

He turned up his reading-lamp .ind pulled out a manu- 
scri[ft he had already begun. 

*No retreat, no retreat; they must conquer or die who 
have no retreat; 

. No retreat, no retreat; they must conquer or die who 
have no retreat I ” 

’The black footmen's refrain from ‘ Poll)- ’ was all that 
happeaedan his mind. Dash it! He must read the thing! 
Sotnebow he finished the chapter. He remembered now. 
TImi owmiscript was all about a man who, when he was a 
b^duul beea ao greatly impressed by the sight of a maid- 
aarmat ciuoigiag her clothes in a room over the way, chat 
hb aUvried life waa a coatiaual auuggle not to be unfaithful 
witik’lkb aalb’a maids. Xb^X had just discovered his com¬ 
plete and ki mu going to haveit out. Thereat of the manu- 
...tcript ^bt would show how that was done. It went 
*<e^al jeald**!^ ^ into aU those piedae bodUy details 
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which it WM now so timorous and Victorian to kavn out 
Genuine piece of work, and waste of time to go on with it! 
Old Danby —Freud bored him stiff ; and for once Michael 
did not mind old Danby being in the right. He put thi 
thing back into the drawer. Seven o’clock! Tell Fleur 
what he had been told about that cousin } Why f Noth¬ 
ing could mend thit! If only she were speaking the truth 
about Wilfrid ! Ho went to the window—st.irs above, and 
stripes below, stripes of courtyard and back garden. “ No 
retrc.it, no retreat; they must conquer or die who have no 
retreat! ” 

A voice s.iid : 

“ When will your father lie up i ” 

Old Forsyte ' Lord ! Lord ! 

“To-morrow, I believe, sir. Come ini You don’ 
know my den, 1 think.” 

" No,” s.iid Soames. “Snug! Caricatures. You go it 
for them—poor stuff ! ” 

“ But not modern, sir—a revived art.” 

“ Queering your neighbours—I never cared for thcHli 
They only flourish when the world’s in a mess and people 
have given up looking straight before them." 

“ Bv Jove ! ” said Michael; “ that’s good. Won't you 
sit down, sir f ” 

Soames sat down, crossing his knees in his accustomed 
manner. Slim, grey, close-a sealed book, neatly bound! 
What was his complex ? Whatever it was, he had Jwvet 
had it ont. One could not even imagine the operation. 

“ I shan’t take away my Goya,” he laid very unex¬ 
pectedly ; “ consider it Fleur's. In fact, if I only Imew yoB 
were interested in the future, I should make matt proidsioB. 
In my opinion death duties will be piohitative is s fetr 
years’ time.” 

Michael frowued. '‘rdIikeyoatokiiowiir,«iMhte’«B, 
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that what you do for Fleur, ym do for Fleur. I can he 
Epicurus whenever I like—bread, and on feast days a little 
bit of cheese.’* 

Soames looked up with shrewdness m lus t^lancc. “ I 
kftow that,” he s.ud, " I alwa\8 knew it.” 

Michael bowed. 

“With this land depression your father’s hard liit, I 
should think ” 


“ Well, he talks of beinj: on tl\c look out hir So.ip or c.irs; 
but I shouldn’t be surprised if he mori^ML,'<.s .li^Min and 
lingers on.’* 

“A title witluHit .\ place,” said So.inuo, " is nc^t natural 
Hc*d better wait for me to go, if I le.ivc anything, that is. 
But listen to me : I’ve been thinking Aren’t n ou liappy 
together, you two, that \ou don't li.ive children ^ ” 


Michael hesitated 

“ I don’t think,” he said slowly, “ that we h.ne c\er had 
scrap, or anything like it. I have been— I ain--iernbly 
fond of known better than I that I only 

picked up the pieces " 

“ Who told you th.u ? ” 

“To-day —Miss June Forsyte.** 

“ Thai woman ! ” said Soames. “ She can’t keep her foot 
out of anything. A boy and girl affair—over montiis before 
you married.” 

“ But deep, sir,” said Michael gently. 

“ Deep —^who knows at that age f Deep f ” Soames 
paused You’re a good fellow—I always knew. Be 
patient-Wake a long view.” 

“ Yes,lr,” said Michael, very still in his chair, “ If I can.” 

** She’s everything to me,” muttered Soames abruptly, 

“ And to me—which doesn’t make it easier.” 

The line between Soames’ brows deepened. 

"Perhaps not. But hold on! As gently as you like, but 
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hold on! She’s )oung. She’ll flutter about; there’s 
nothing in it.” 

‘ Does he know about the other thing 1 ’ thought Michael. 

“ I have my own worries,” «cnt on Soamcs, “ but they’re 
nothing to what I should feel if anything went wrong with 
her.” 

Michael felt a twinge of sympathy, unusual towards that 
self-contained grey figure 

“ I sliall try my best,” he said quietly; “ but I’m not 
natur.ilh Solomon at six stone seren.” 

“ I'm nut so sure,” said Soames, “ I’m not so sure. 
.■\nyway, a child-well, a child would be—a—sort of 
injuf-” He baulked, the word was not precisely-1 

.Mich.icl frore 

“ As to that, I can’t say anything.” 

Soami s got up 

“ No,” he said wistfully, “ I suppose not. It’s time to 
dress ” 

To dress—to dine, and if to dme, to sleep— to sleep, to 
dream ! And then what dreams might come ! 

On the way to his dressing-room Michael eocountered 
Coaker; the man’s face was long. 

“ What’s up, Coaker 1 ” 

“ The little dog, sir, has been sick in the drawing-room.” 

“ The deuce he has ! ” 

“ Yes, sir ; It appears that some one left him there alone. 
He makes himself felt, sit. 1 always say: He’s an impor¬ 
tant little dog. ...” 

During dinner, as if visited by remorse for having given 
them advice and two pictures worth some thousands of 
pounds, Soames pitched a tale like those of James in hit 
palmy days. He spoke of the French—the fall of the mark 
—the rise in Consols—the obstinacy of Dumettins, the 
picture-dealer, over a Constable skyscape whkh Soames 
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wanted and Dumctrius did not, but to which the WW held 
on ju«t for the sake of a price which Soatnes did not mean 
to pay. He spoke of the trouble which he fores.iw with the 
United States over their precious Prohibition. They were 
a headstrong lot. Tliey took up a thing and ran their heads 
against a stone wall. He himself had never drunk anything 
to speak of, but he liked to feel that he could. The Ameri¬ 
cans liked to feel that he touldn’t, that w.is tyranny. They 
‘were overbearing. He shouldn’t he surprised if everybody 
took to drinking over there. As to tie Lc.igue of Nations, 
a man that morning had p.il.ivitf 1 u up. That cork 
wouldn’t fight- spend money, .nid arrange things which 
would have arr.mged thcmselv.s, hut as for .int thing 
important, such .is abolishing liokhn 0111, or poison g.is, 
they never would, ,ind to p-ctrnd it w.is .ilbme-evc-and- 
Betty-Martin, It w.is almost a record for one lubitually 
tadtum, and deeply e ,cful to two young people only 
anxious that he should continue 10 t.iik, mi ihat they might 
think of other things. The conduct ui Ting-a-ling was tlic 
wde other subject of consideration. Fleur thought it due 
to the copper floor. Soames that he must have picked up 
aomething in the Square—dogs were always picking things 
np, Michael suggested that it was just Chinese—a protest 
against there being nobody to watch his seU-sufificiency. In 
China there were four hundred million people to watch each 
otiher bdog self-sufficient. What would one expect of a 
Chiasman laddenly placed 1 the Gobi Dcsen i He would 
ostaioly be sick. 

retreat, no retreat; they must conquer or die whe 
havo.Bo're^t! ” 

laur left them, both 'Jt that they could not so 
soon again near each other’s company, and Soames said: 
■“ I've got some figures to attend to—I’ll go to my room.” 

ICebad stood up. “ Wouldn’t you like my d^ a: t* 
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“ No,” said Soames, “ I mus! concentrate. Say good¬ 
night to Fleur for me ” 

Michael remained smoking above the porcelain effigies of 
Spanisli fruits Th.it white monkey couldn’t eat those and 
throw away the rinds! Would the fruits of his life be 
porcelain in future ! Live in the same house with Fleur, 
estranged ? Live with Fleur as now. feeling a stranger, 
even an unwcUome itranuer ? Clear out, and join the Air 
Force, or the ‘ S ue the Children ' corps ? Which of the 
three courses w.us least to he deplored ? The ash of hit 
cigar grew long, dropped iiiconiiiient, .ind grew again ; the 
porcelam fruit.s mocked him with their sheen and glow; 
Coaker put his head in and took it aw.i)' again. (The 
Governor had got the hump—good sort, the Governor I) 
Decision waited for him, somewhere, somewhen— Fleur’s, 
not his own. Hi-, mind was too miserable and disconcerted 
to be known ; hut she would know Iters. She had the 
information which alone m.aJc decision possible about 
Wilfrid, that cousin, her own .tenons and feelings. Yes, 
decision would come, and would it matter in a world wheie 
pity was punk and only a Chinese plulosophy ofany use I 

But not be sick in the drawing room, try and keep one’s 
end up, even if tiiere were no one to see one beisg iai- 
portant 1 

He bad been asleep and t was dark, or all but, in Jus bed> 
dressing-room Something white by his bed, A ftt^aSt 
faint wannth close to him ; a voice saying low: “ It’S only 
me. Let me come in your bed, Michael.” lake a diild— 
like a child! Michael reached out his arms. ThewhiteBeSS 
and the warmth came into them. Curls smotfaeied hf.’ 
mouth, the voice said in his ear: “1 wouldn’t havs 
would I, if therc’d—if thtre’d been anything i ” IGdWi's' 
heart, wild, confused, beat against hets. 



CHAPTER VI1 


THI' ALTIM.KTllER 

Tony Bicki t, replete, «as in vein tli.it fine afternoon ; his 
balloons Iclt lum lively, and la started tor home in the mood 
of .1 tonquvrur. 

Vic tonne, too, had colour in her cheeks. She rYqiiitcd the 
story of his afternoon with the story of hers. A f.ilsc talc 
for a true—no word of Danby and W inter, the gentlem.an 
with the sliding smile, of the (ir.ind Marnier, or ‘ the ,ilto- 
getlier.’ She h.ad no compunction It was her secret, her 
surprise ; if, by sitting in or out of' the altogether,' not yet 
decided, she could make their p.issagc money—well, she 
should tell Jiim she had woii it on a horse. That night she 
asked: 

“ Am 1 so very thin, Tony ! ” more than once. “ I do so 
want to get f.it.” 

Bicket, still troubled that she had not shared that lunch, 
patted her tenderly, and s.nd he would sixin have her as fat 
as butter--he did not expl.iin how. 

They dreamed together of blue butterflies, and awoke to 
chilly gaslight and a breakf.ist of cocoa and bread-and- 
butfer. Fog! Bicket was swallowed up before the eyes of 
Wetdrine ten yards from the door. She returned to the 
b^roqm with anger in her heart. Who would buy balloon.s 
f(^ f She would do anything rather than let Tony go 
oh stating out there .all the choking days! Undressing 

again, she washed herself intensively, in ca»e-! She had 

not long finished when her landlady announced the presence 
of a measenger buy. He bore an enormous parcel enutlcd 
“Mt.Bickee 
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There was a note inside, ^he read : 

“ Di.ar Bickit, —Hire tre the logs. Hope they'll be 
useful —Yours, Mkhai.i. M^n i “ 

In a voice dial trcmhkvl she ' nd to the boy: 

“ Th.mk \ou, It’s 0 K HaeT luopetue,’* 

When lll^ ih li whistle u lii.ird urithini; into the fotj, she 
flung horscl* d->wn befon the ‘ ’ m et Tlic sexes 

Wsfc u.Milcil bv tissue p.iper \ blue suit, a velour hat, 
Some br >wn slmes, thrie purs o{ soi.ks with two holes ifl 
them, four sinrts i.iiK .i b;t!i ir i\< d at the eufls, iw*) black- 
and-white tics, si\ lo]lar^, not ti>n new, some handkerchiefs, 
two \esi- lUtitulK ihn k. two pairs oi pant^, and a brown 
overcoat u.th a belt and just tun or three nice Imlc Hiaing. 
She held the blue suit up auMinst her arms and kgs, the 
trousers and sleeves would onl\ need laking-in about two 
inches She piled them in a pyramid, and turned with awe 
to the spoil beneath the tissue paper. brown knitted 
frock with little ckar \cIlow buttons—unsoikd, uncrcascd. 
How could anybody spare a thing like that! A brown 
velvet toque with a little tuft of goldcny-brown feathew. 
She pul It on A pair of pink stavsever so little faded, with 
only three inches of bone .ibo\e the waist, and five inchci 
of bone below, pink silk ribbon.s, .ind suspenders— a perfect 
dream. She could not ie>is: putting them on also. Two 
pairs of brown stockings ; brown diocs; two combinations, 
a knitted camisole. A white silk jumper with a bole in one 
sleeve, a skirt of lilac linen that had gone a little in the 
wash ; a pair of pallid pink silk pants; and underneath 
them all an almost black-bn^wn coat, long and warm and 
cosy, with great jet buttons, and in the pocket six tmall 
handkerchiefs. She took a deep breath of sweetness— 
geranium! 

Her mind leaped forward. Clothed, trooMesuied, fittnd 
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oot—blue butterflies—the sun ! Only the money for the 
tickets wanting. And suddenly she saw herself with noth¬ 
ing on standing before the genilcm.m with sliding eyes. 
Who cared ! The money ! 

For the rest of the morning she worked feverishly, short¬ 
ening Tony, mending the holes in his sock.s, turning the fray 
of his cuffs. She ate a biscuit, dr.ink .another cup of cocoa 
—it was fattening, and went for the hole in the white silk 
jumper. One o’clock. In panic she stripped once more, 
put on a new combination, p.iir of stoi kings, and tlie stays, 
then paused in superstition \n! Her own drt..s and hat 
—like yesterday ! Keep the rest until—! She liastcned 
to her ’bus, overcome alternately by beat and cold Per¬ 
haps he would give her .mother el.iss of that lot ely stuff. If 
only she could go swimmy and not c.ire for anvthing ! 

She reached the studio as two o’clo. k was striking, and 
knocked. It was loveK and warm in there, much warmer 
than yesterd.iy, and the significance of this struck her 
suddenly. In front of the fire was a l.idy with a little dog. 

“ Miss Collins—Mrs. Mich.iel .Mont; she’s lending us her 
Peke, Miss Collins.” 

The lady —only her own age, and ever so pretty—held 
out her hand. Geranium 1 This, then, was she whose 
dothes-1 

She took the hand, but could not speak. If this lady 
Stem going to stay, it would be utterly impossible. Before 
hw—so pretty, so beautifully covered—oh ! no! 

" KaW| Ting, be good, and as amusing as you can. Good- 
hft, Atthiey ! Good luck to the picture ! Good-bye, Miss 
ult ought to be wonderful.” 

■> Gone! The scent of geranium fading; the little dog 
snuffing « the door. The sliding gentleman had two 
V passes in his hands. 

? '■ * Ah I ’ thonght Vktoriae, and drank hers at n gulp. 
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“ Now, Miss Collins, you don’t mind, do yon! You’ll 
find everything in there. It’s really nothing. I shall want 
you lying on your face just here with your elbows on the 
uround and your head up and a little turned tliis way; 
ytpur hair as loose as it can he, and your eyes looking at this 
hone. You must im.igine that it’s a faun or some other bit 
of all right. The dog'll help you when he settles down to it. 
F-a-u-n, you know, not f-a-i\-n.” 

“ Yes," said \ ictonne f.iintly. 

“ Have another little tot 1 ” 

“ Oh ! please ” 

He brought it. 

“ I quite unJirstand ; but you know, really, it'salnord. 
You wouldn’t mind with a doctor. That's right. Look 
here, I'll put this little cow-hell on the ground. When 
vou’re in position, give it a tinkle, and I'll come out. That’ll 
help you." 

Victorinc murmured; 

“ You are kind.” 

“ Not at all--it’s natural. Now will you start in f The 
light won’t last for ever. Fifteen bob a day, we laid.” 

Victorine saw him slide away behind a screen, and looked 
at the little cow-bcll. Fifteen bob! And fifteen bob I 
And fifteen bob ! Many, many fifteen bobs before—4 Btlt 
not more times of sitting than of Tony’s standing from foot 
to foot, offering balloons. .\nd as if wound up by that 
thought, she moved like clockwork off the daii, into the 
model’s room. Cosy in there, text; warm, a green ailkgar* 
nient thrown on a chair. She took oS her diCM. The, 
beauty of the pink stays struck her afresh. Fa(|oq>t the.-i 
gentleman would like—no, that would be even 
A noise reached her—from • Ting-a-ling coiaplaitt^g «!,? 
solitude, if she delayed, she never wonU—, 
hastily, she stood k»king at hendi in a idsasL ' 
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slim^ ivory-white im.igc could m<nc out on to the daK and 
fthe could slay here! Oh! It was awful—awful! She 
couldn’t—n<» I she couldn’t. She cauj^hc up her fin<il ^Mr- 
mcni again. I ifteen boh ! Hui hfietn bob ! Before her ese^, 
wild and mournful, came a mnuu! • Of a huge dome, and a 
tiny Tony, with htile, little balloon^ in a h..nd held out ! 
Something cold and steely formed lur ho.iri as icicle^, 
form on a window If tliai was .dl tin % would do tor him, i-lie 
would do better ! She dropped the garment , and, Mintused, 
numb, stepped forth in the ‘ altogether ‘ ’I ing-a-hng growled 
at her above his bone. Siie leatlad the cow-liell and lav 
down on her fau* as she had l\cn told, with feet in the air, 
crossed. Resting her shin on one hand, she wagee d the bell 
It made a sound like no bell she liad ever heard , and the 
little dog barked— he did look funnv ! 

“ Perfect, Miss Collin.s! Hold that ! ’* 

Fifteen bob ! and titicen b(;b ! 

** Just point those lett iocs a bit more, That‘s right ! 
The fiesh tone’s perfect! My (h>d, whv must one walk 
before one runs! Drawing’s a bore, Miss Colima, one 
ought to draw with a brush onl\ ; a seulptor dravva with a 
chisel, at least when he’s a Michelangelo. How old arc 
you ? ** 

** Twcnty-<»ne," came from lips that seemed to Victonne 
quite far away. 

** Pm thirty-two. They say our generation was born so 
old that it can never get any older. Without illusions. Well! 
I never had any beliefs that I can remember. Had you ? ” 

Victorinc*8 wits and senses were astray, but it did not 
matter, for he w'as rattling on ; 

"We don*t even believe in our ancestors. All the same, 
we’re beginning to copy them again. D’you know a book 
called * The Sobbing Turtle ’ that’s made such a fuss ?— 
sheer Sterne, very well done; but sheer Steme, and the 
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author's tongue in his check. That’s u jn a nutshell, Miss 
Collins—our longues arc in our cheeks-- bad sign. Never 
mind ; I’m going to oul-PicroCo^.imo with this. Your head 
an inch higher, and that curl out of your c\c, please. 
Thanks! Hold that! B\ the way, ha\c you Italian 
bltjod ? What was \ our mother’s name, for instance i ” 

“ Brown.” 

“Ah ! Ynu can never tell with Brown" It may have 
been Brunc-or Brun(‘- but \erv likeU she was llKrian. 
Probably all tlie inhabitanis of Britain left alive by the 
^Saxons were called Brown As a that’s all losK, 

though Goinu i'ack ii) IMwarJ tlu Cimfessor, Miss Collins 
—a mere thirtv vent rations—we each tit us have one thous¬ 
and and scviiit\-four million, fi\e hundred and seventy* 
ilircc thousand, nine hundred and cigluv-four ancestors, 
and the population nl this island was then writ under a 
million We’re as inbred as mcthurscs, but not so nice to 
look at, arc we ^ I as"ure )tiu, Miss Collins, you’re some¬ 
thing to be grattlul for So is Mrs. Mont. Isn’t she 
pretty ? Look at that dog ? ” 

Ting-a-lmg, indeed, with fordees braced, and wrinkled 
ntisc, was glaring, as if under the impression that Victorinc 
was another bone. 

** He's funny,” she said, and again her voice sounded far 
awa\. Would Mrs. Mont lie here if he’d asked her ? Sbi 
would look pretty ! But sh/ didn’t need the hfteeo bob 1 
“ Comfortable m that position } ” 

In alarm, she murmured : 

** Oh ! yes, thank )<m ! ” 

“ W’arm enough ? ” 

“ Oh ! yes, thank you ! ** 

That’s good, just a little higher with the head.” 
Slowly in Victorine the sense of the dreadfully oimfual 
faded. Tony should never know. If be never kx^, he 
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coolda’t c»re. She could lie like this all day—fifteen bob, 
end fifteen bob ! It was easy. She watched the quick, 
slim fingers moving, the blue smoke from the cigarette. 
She watched the little dog. 

“ Like a rest i You left your gown ; I’ll get it for you.” 

In that green silk gown, beautifully padded, she sat up, 
with her feet on the floor ot er the d.iis edge 

“Cigarette i I’m going to make some Turkish coffee. 
You’d better walk about.” 

Victorine uhei t J 

“ You’re out of a dream, lMl^. Collri, I sh.dl have to do 
a Mathew M.iris of um in th.it gown ” 

‘The coffee, like none 'he had ever tasted, gave her a sense 
of well-being. She s.nd : 

“ It’s not like coffee ” 

Anbrey Greene threw up his liands. 

“ You have s.iid it. The British arc a great race—noth¬ 
ing will ever do them in If they could he destroyed, they 
must long ago have perished of their coffee. Have some 
moK f ” 

“ Please,” said Victorine. There is .is .such a little in the 

cup. 

" Ready, again i ” 

.She lay down, and let the gown drop off. 

**T3iat’» right! Leave it there—you’re lying in long 
gram, sud the green helps me. Pity it’s winter; I’d have 
hind » ^de." 

. long grass —flowers, too, perhaps. She did love 

'.'SmknI. Aaaliule girl she used to lie in the grass, and make 
dabjlsidMina, in the field at the back of her grandmother's 
Motbiton. Her grandmother kept the lodge, 
year, fat a fortnight ihc had gone down theme—she 
hai(Id^ tibd cott&try ever to, C^y she had alwayb had 
’OHa - Xt'VQitdd be mcer with iiothmg. Were 
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there flowers in Central Australia i With butterflies there 
must be ! In the sun—she and Tony—like the Garden of 
Eden! . . . 

“ Thank you, that’s all for to-day. Half a day—ten bob. 
To-morrow morning at eleven, 'i'ou’re a first-rate sitter, 
Miss Collins.” 

Putting on the pink st.ays, Wtorinc had a feeling of 
elation. She luJ done it! Tony should never know I 
The thought th.it ht never isoukl gave her ple.isurc. And 
once more divested of the ‘ altogether,' she came forth. 

Aubrey Greene was si.itiding before his liandiwork. 

” Not yet. Miss Collins," he said; “ 1 don't want to 
depress you. Th.it hip-bone's too high. We’ll put it right 
to-morrow. 1 Vrgivc niy hand, it's .ill chalk. Ju rmirj 
Eleven o'clock. And we sh.in't need this chap. No, you 
don’t! ” 

For Ting-a-ling was showing signs of accompanybg the 
larger bone. Victormc pa3.scd out smiling. 



CHAPTER \TII 

SOAMT'? lAKl Till MVmR rP 

SoAMrs had nmccnir.itrd. InJorc rliC fire in hi^ 

bedroom till Hen strmk tvvcKc llis reflection-, iuiu- 
tot.illcd in j dllI^lon to talk u out vuth ‘ old Mont' nttcr 
all. Thou^fli licht-br.iinej, the h llcu\ u.u ,i L;auiem.in, .(nd 
the matter ddic.ite He ),'ot int<t lud and slept, hut ,u\uke 
at h.df-past t\«.o There it is.iv' * / won't think of it,’ iu. 
ihou^lit; and insianilv hcTjan to In i lorn; life of dc.ilmjs 
with money, lie ii.ul n«-ver had Midi an experience P. i- 
fcclly strai^’hthtrward conformit\ with the law -itself o> 
often far from perfectly xtraiijhitorwarvi-had hetii the 
itnt" guit non of his career Honestv, ihev s.iid, w’Jn the 
best policy. Hut was it atuthint,’ else A normailc 
honest man couldn't keep out of a perfct i penitentiar\ for a 
week. But then a perfect peniietui.irv had no relation to 
prison, or the H.inkruptcy Court The business of working 
honesty was to keep out of those two institutions And so 
far he had never had anv difficult). What, bcMdes the 
drawing of fees and the drinking of tea, were the duties of a 
director f That was the point. .And how far, if he failed 
in them, was he liable ? It was a director’s duty to be 
perfectly straightforward. Hut if a director were perfectly 
straightforward, he couldn’t be a director. That wa.s clear. 
In the first place, he would have to tell his shareholders that 
he didn’t anything like earn his fees. For what did he do on 
his Boards f Well, he sat and signed his name and talked 
a little, and passed that which the general trend of busine:»s 
dedded must be passed. Did he initiate f Once in a blue 
i86 
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moon. Did he calculate ? No, he read calculations. Did 
he check pajmcntsuut and in : No, the auditors did that. 
There policy! V comforting word, but—to be per¬ 
fectly straightforward—a dircLior's chief busincs-; was to 
let the e.xistmg policy alone. Take his own case ! If he 
had done hi'^ dutv, he would have stopped this foreign 
insurance business which Ik had ln^tlnctlvely dl^tru8lcd the 
moment he heard ot ir—wnliin a month ol siuing on the 
Board, or, ha\ing failed in dom^ vi, riMijiud Ins >e.*i Hut 
he had not Things had been looLmg better! It was not 
the moment, and so forth ' il he had done his duty as a 
perfectU str.iigJitlorvsard diri.iti>r, indeed, he would never 
ha\e hi come a direttor ot the P P R , hci.uisc he would 
have looked into ilie polu y ot the boi Kt\ miu h more closely 
than he had betore aea pting a position on the Board. But 
what witii the n mies. and tin. prestige, .ind not looking a 
gift horse too I losi ly in iIk mouth - there it had been ! To 
be perfeeth straightforward, he ought nrm lo he circularising 
the shareholders, saying : “ M\ /a/v rec-/.;jr/ has cost you 
two hundred odd thousand pounds I have lodged this 
amount in the hands of trustees for your benefit, and am 
suing the rest of the directors for their quotas of the 
amount.” But he was not proposing to do so, because— 
well-because it wasn’t done, and the other directors 
wouldn't like it. in sum : You wailed till the shareholders 
found out the mc.ss, and you hoped they wouldn’t. In fact, 
just like a Government, you confused the issues, and made 
the best case you could for yourselves. With a sense of 
comfort Soames thought of Ireland ; The late Government 
had let the country' in for all that mess in Ireland, and at 
the end taken credit for putting an end to what need never 
have been! The Peace, too, and the Air Force, and 
Agriculture, and Egypt—the five mwt important istoai 
they’d had to deal with—they had put the cbesmots into 
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the fire in every ease 1 Bat had they confessed to it f Not 
they. One didn’t confess. One said: “ The question of 
policy made it imperative at the time.” Or, better stili, one 
•aid notliing; and trusted to the British character. With 
his chin resting on the sheet, Snames felt a momentarv* 
relief. The late (lovcrnmcnt weren’t sweating into th/ir 
•hcet§—not they—he w'as convinced of it! Fixing his eyes 
on the dying embers in the grate, he reflected on the 
inequalities and injustices ot existence Look at the chaps 
in politics and business:, whose \\hf>le lives were passed m 
skating on thin icc, .md getting knighted for it They never 
tamed a hair. .And look at himsclt, for the first time in 
forty years on thin icc, and suffering confoundedly. There 
was a perfect cult of hoodumking the public, a perfect cult 
of avoiding the consequences uf administrative nets; and 
hcfevrashe, a man of the world, a man of the law, ignorant 
C^thoae cults, and—and glad of it From engrained caution 
and a certain pride, which had in it a touch of the fine, 
So4D3ci shrank from that coarse-grained standard of 
honesty which conducted the aflairs of the British public. 
In anything that touched money he was, he always had been, 
stiff-necked, stiff-kneed. Monej' was money, a pound a 
pound, and there was no w.iy of pretending it wasn^t and 
keeping your self-respect. He got up, drank some water, 
tooka number of deep breaths, and .stamped his feet. Who 
WM it laid the other day that nothing had ever lost him five 
' ^eep. The fellow must have the circulation of an 

034 or Utt of Baron Munch.-iusen. He took up a book. 

viad would only turn over and over the realisable 
mdoe of hb resoaices. Apart from his pictorcs, he decided 
conkl not be wonh less than two hundred and fifty 
thottMOtk pOQftds, and there was only Fleur—and she 
luvidy pfovukd for more os less. His wife had her settle- 
mttit. W amid live on it pofectlv well in France. At for 
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himself—what did he care ! A room at his club near Fkur 
—he would be just as happy, perhaps happier! And sud¬ 
denly he found that he had reached a way out of his disturb¬ 
ance and anxiety. By imaqininy the far-fetched, by facing 
the loss of his wealth, he had e.vorcised the demon, The 
book, ‘ The Sobbing Turtle,’ of which he had not read one 
word, dropped from his h.ind ; he slept. . . . 

His metiinq with ‘Old Mont ’ took place at ‘Snooks’ 
directly after lunch. The tape in the hall, at which be 
glanced on coing in, recorded a further heavy drop in the 
mark. Just as he thought . The thing vsas getting valueless 1 
Sitting there, sipping coffee, the h.ironet looked toSoames 
almost offinsuily spry Two to one he had realised 
nothing ! ‘ -.11' ’ thought Soames, ‘ .is old Uncle Jolyon 

used to sa\, 1 sh.ill astonish his weak nerves 1 ’ 

And without prc.imble he began 
“How arc sou, .Mont f This mark's valueless. You 
realise we've lost the P P.R S .ibout a quarter of a million 
by that precious foreign policy of h.ldcrstm’s. Pm not sum 
an action won’t lie .ig.iinst us for taking unjustifiable riski 
But what I've come to .see you about is this.’’ He retailed 
the interview with the clerk, Butterfield, watching the 
eyebrows of his listener, and finished with the wotds: 

“ What do you say ! ’’ 

Sir Lawrence, whose foot was jerking hit whole body, 
fixed his monocle. 

“ Hallucination, my dear Forsyte ! I’ve known Eldefsoa 
all my fife. We were at W’inchester together." 

Again ! Again ! Oh! Lord ! Soames said dosHy:. 
“ You can’t tell from that. A man who wat at Ma^^^ 
borough with me ran away with his meu fond and 
colonel’s wife, and made a fortune in Chili ont • ’ 

tomatoes. The point it this; If the young 
true, we’re in the hands of a bad hat. It WOH’t; 4 li k W)il A > 
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Will you tackle him» and sec what he sny«i to it ? You 
wouldirt like a story of that sort about your^tlf Shall \vc 
both po ? ” 

“ Yc%” said Sir Lawrence, suddenly "You're npht. 
WVll both po, Eors\tc. I don’t like it, but wc’ll both po 
He ouphl to hear it '* 

“ Now ? ” 

"Now.” 

With solemnity ihcv assumetl toj' luts, .md issued. 

"I think, l'<)rs\tc, we’il l.ike a i,i\i " 

“ Yes,” j-aul Soanus 

The Cab pround its \s.iy <-loal\ y.isi the lums, then dashed 
on down to the I'dnbanknietu ^idi In side its occupants 
held their ntiscs sieadih Inform iliLin 
" He was sh'H>tinp with me month ap'>,” s.nd Sir 
Lawrence. “ Do vou krmu the li\mn ‘ 0 (lod, our help in 
ages past’ It's vir\ iine, I'orsMi ” 

Soames did not answer. 'I'he klliA\ w.is bepmnmp to 
tittup 1 

"Wc had it th.K Sund.n," went on Sir I.awrcnce 
" Elderson used to h.ive a fine voice—sanp solos It’s a 
foghorn now, hut a pood deliver) still ” He gave his little 
whinnying laugh. 

* Is it possible,’ thought Soames, ‘ for this chap to he 
serious ? ’ and he said . 

“ If we find tills IS true of RlJerson, ,ind C(>nceal it, we 
could all be put in the Jock.” 

Sir Lawrence rcfi.xcd Ins monocle. " The deuce ! ” he 
said, 

** Will you do the talking,” said Soames, " or shall I ? ” 
** I think you had better, Forsyte ; ought wc to have the 
young man in 1 ” 

” Wait and see,” said Soames. 

They ascended to the offices of the P.P.R,S. and entered 
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the Board Room. There h.is no fire, the lonj; table was 
ungarnished ; an old clerk, creeping about like a fly on a 
pane, was filling inkst.inds out of a magnum. 

Soames addrcs.sid him : 

*' .\sk the m.iii.igcr to he so kind .is to come and see Sir 
Lawrence Mont .ind Mr horsete " 

The old clerk blinked, put down the magnum, .ind went 
out 

‘’Move,” .Saul .So.imes in .1 low voice, “we must keep 
cur heads I h ’ll di nv it, ol lourso ’’ 

“ T should hope so, 1 ot'S le , 1 should Impe so, Eldcrson’s 
a gentleman ’’ 

“ No liar like .1 genihm.in," muttered Sn.imrs, below his 
breath 

■\ftcr that the\ st.iod in tlieir overcoats before the empty 
grate, .st.inng nl tliiir top hats pi.iced side be' side on the 
table. 

“ One minute ! ” '.iid ho.imcs, suddenK, .ind crossing the 
room, he opened a door opp.isitt There, as the young clerk 
had said, was a sort of lobin between Ho.ard Room and 
.Man.igcr’s Room, with a door at the end into the main 
corridor. He stepped baik, il"s< d the door, and, rejoining 
Sir Lawrence, resumed his contempl.ilion of the hats. 

" Geography correct,” he said with gloom. 

The entrance of tin manager u.is marked by Sir Law¬ 
rence's monocle dropping on to Ins coat-button with a 
tinkle. In cut.iwa\ bl.ick coat, clean-shaven, with grey 
eves rather bagge undirne.ith, a pink colour, every hair in 
place on a rather bald egg-shaped head, and lips alternately 
pouting, comprcs.scd, nr smiling, the manager reminded 
Soames ridiculously of old L'ndc Nicholas in his middle 
period. Uncle Nick was a clever fellow—" cleverest man 
in London,” some one had called him—bat none had ever 
impugned his honesty. A pang of donbt and ditmdinat.’o'i 



191 


A MODERN COMEDY 


went through Soamcs. This seemed a monstrous thing to 
have to put to a man of his own age and breeding. But 
young Butterfield’s eyes—so honesi and doglike! Invent 
a thing like that—w.ts it possible ? He said abruptly ; 

“ Is that door sliut r ” 

“Yes; do you feel a draught?” ‘Mid the manager. 
“ Would you like a fire ! ” 

“No, thank you,” s.ud Sn.imes ” Tiie fact is, Mr. 
Elderson, a young man in tins office came to me yesterday 
with a very ejuecr story. Mont and I think )ou should 

hear it.” 

Accustomed to watdiing people's etes. So.ones had the 
impression of a film (such a.s passes over the eye.s ol p.irrots) 
passing over the c \es of the ni.ui.igcr. It w.is gone at once, 
if, indeed, it h.id cecr been. 

“ By all means.” 

Steadily, witli that power he li.ui over his nersos when 
it came to a point, and .ilmost word for word, Soames 
repeated a story which he had commuted to heart m the 
watches of the night. He concluded with : 

“ You’d like him in, no doubt His name is Butterfield.” 

During the recital bir Lawrence had done nothing but 
tdmtiniae his finger nails; he now said : 

‘ “ Yon had to be told, Elderson.” 

" Naturally,” 

. The manager was crossing to the bell. The pink in his 
dteeki looked harder; his teeth showed, they had a 

peteted look. 

. ‘'*^Ask Mr. Butterfield to come here.” 
c V T%ne followed a minute of elaborate inattention to each 
oBser. Then the young man came in, neat, commonpbee, 
ti^tiiMteyet on the manager’s face. Soames had a moment 
OfcompitnGtion. This young fellow held his life in his hands, 
M>taw»-~a>e of the great army who made their living out 
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of self-suppression and respcctal'ility, uith a hundred ready 
to step into Ills shoes at his first slip. What was that old 
tag of the protincial actor’s deil.imatlon— at which old 
Uncle Jolyon used to cackle so f " lake a pale martyr 
with Ins shirt on fire.” 

“ So, Mr Hutlerfield, \ou haie been gixid enough to 
t.xcrcisc uiur iniagniaiion in mv reg.irj ” 

“ Ko, sir.” 

” You stick to this fantastic store of eavesdropping 1 ” 

‘‘ Vis, sir.” 

" We have no further iisi for coiir services then. Good 
morning ' ” 

The voung man's eyes, doeliki, sought the face of 
Soamis, a string twitihed in his tliro.it, his lips moved 
without a sound He turned .ind went out. 

” So much for th.ii,” s.iid the man.iger’s voice ; “4/7/ 
never get another job.” 

The venom in those words allected Soames like the imell 
of Russi.m f.it ,\t the same niumcnl he had the feeling: 
This wants iliinking out. Onh if innocent, or guilty and 
utterly rcsohe-J, would Elderson have been 10 drastic. 
Which was he i 

The manager went on : 

“ I th.mk you lor drawing my attention to the matter, 
gentlemen. I have had my eye on that young man for 
some time. .V bad hat all round.” 

Soames said glumly; 

“ Wlut do you make out he had to gain .’ ” 

“ Foresaw dismissal, and thouglit he would get in firat.” 

“ 1 SCO.” said Soames. Hut he did not. His mind vras 
back in his own office with Gradman rubbing his note, 
shaking his grey head, and Butterfield’s : “ No, sir, I’ve 
nothing against Mr. Elderson, and he’( ODlhiog against 


me. 
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* I ihall require to know more about that young man,’ 
h« thought. 

The man.igcr’8 voice again cut through. 

“ I’ve been thinking over what you said yesterday, Mr. 
Forsyte, about an action King against the Board for 
negligence. There’s nothing in that; our policy has been 
fully disclosed to the sliarcholJcrs at two general meetings, 
and hat passed witliout comment. The sharclioldcrs are 
just as responsible as the Hoard ” 

“ H’ra ! ” 6.iid Stj.imcs, and took up his hat. “ Are you 
coming, Mont ? ” 

As if summoned from a long dist.mce. Sir Lawrence 
galvanitically refixed his monocle. 

“ It’s been very distasteful,” he said ; “ you must forgive 
nt, Elderson. You had to be told 1 don’t think that 
young man can be quite all there—he had a peculiar look ; 
but we can’t have this sort of thing, of course. Good-bye, 
Ederson.” 

Placing their hats on their heads simultaneously the two 
walked oat. They walked some way without speaking. 
Then Sir Lawrence said : 

“ Batterfield I My brother-in-law has a head gardener 
called Butterfield—quite a good fellow. Ought we to look 
into that young man, Forsyte ! ” 

** Yea,” said Soames, “ leave him to me,” 

. "lahallbc verj ghid to. The fact is, when one has been 
ht idiocd with a man, one has a feeling, don’t you know.” 

Buuaw gave vent to a sudden outburst. 

can’t trust anyone nowadays, it seems to me,” 
ha laid. * It comes of—well, I don’t know what it comes 
nL &ttt I've not done with this matter yet.” 



CHAPTER IX 
si.i;uTu 

The Hotch-potcli Club nmt back to the cigbteai-ilxt5e$ 

1 ounded by a pobic of young .'■[-.irks, social and political, at 
a convenient place in winch to .-.moulder, while qualtfjdnj 
for the hearths of ‘ Snooks’, The Remove, The WayfarcTi, 
Burton’s, Ostrich leather, and other more permaneol 
resorts, the Club had, chiefly owing to a remarkable ch^'ra 
its early days, accimrcd a stability and distinction of iu own. 

It still, however, retained a certain rc.scmblancc to its name, 
and this was its attr.iction to Michael—all sorts of people 
belonged. From Walter N.i/.ing, and young semi-writets 
and patrons of the st.ige, who went to Venice, and ullitd of 
being amorous in gondolas, or of how so-and-so ought to be 
made love to; from such to bottle-brushed dcmi-geaerals, 
who had sat on couns-marti.d and shot men out of band 
for the momentary weaknesses of human natiue; from 
Wilfrid Desert (who never came there now) to Manrioe 
Eldcrson, in the card-room, he could meet them all, aod 
lake the temperature of modernity. He was doing tbit in 
the Hotch-potch smoking-room, the late afiemooB batUJK 
after Fleur had come into his bed, when he wai iofmiMd: 

“ A Mr. Forsyte, sir, in tlie hall for yon. Not tbe memhet 
we had here many years before he died; bit co w ia , I 
think.” 

Conscious that his tstociates at the moment wooki i0(| 
be his father-in-law’s ‘ dream,’ nor he theirs, Ificbtel 
out, and found Soames on the weighing maebiae. ,' ' 

“ I don’t vary,” he said, looking up. “ How't-j^iiHri.f •' 

•95 
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“ Very well, thank you, sir.” 

“ I’m at Creen Street. I stayed up about a young man. 
Have you any vacancy in your office for a clerk—used to 
figures. 1 want a jnh for him.”' 

Come in here, sir,” i>.iKl Mich-ul, entering a .small room. 
Soames followed .uid lo(»ked round liiin. 

“What do \ou c.ill tlu'v ? ” he s.iid 
“ Well, we c.dl U ‘ the ^r.«\e ’; u\ nue and quiet. \\ ill 
you have a -'Ik rrs ? 

“ Sherre ! ” rcpeat< d boanus “ You \ ouiii; {■''•"['k ihinl. 
cou’vc inveiitttl '•heri\ , vsln n 1 w.is .i bo\ no one dreamed 
of dining without .1 ri i-' ot vb'. lari) with his soup, .ind 
a glass of fim- old slu rr\ with l.i> '•uv 11 SlRrr\ ! ” 

“I quite IhIkwc )ou, vir Tin r*. r .i!l\ ts notliiin; new. 
\*cnicc, f(jr itM-mce -wa-nT tint tin i.nhion, too; and 
knitting, and rio.diKs ' It’s all i.\iIk H.n \oiir coutv.: 
man got the sack ’ ” 

Soames si.ired " Vihe s.nd, “In. Ins Hk name 
is Butterfield . he w.iiits a job 

“That’s trightfullc rite , we get .tpph. .tionsevirc d.i\ 

I don't want to be .swank), but our.s .1 r.nhcr speci.ihwd 
business. It has to dv) with books” 

“He Strikes me .is capable. iirderU, .tnd civil; I don't 
see what more you want m a eh rk. He writes a good hand, 
and, so far as I c.m sec, he telK the truth ” 

“ That’s import.mt, of course,’' said MkImc! ; “ but is he 
a good liar .is well ? I me.in, there’s more likely to be- 
something in the travelling line ; selling sj^cial cdiiion.s, and 
that kind of thing. Could you ojxm up about him a bit r 
Anything human is to the good~I don't say old Danb) 
would appreciate that, but he needn't know.” 

** ITm ! Well —he— cr —did his duts—quite against his 
ister^t—to fact, it’s ruination for him. He seems to be 
married and to have two children.” 
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“ Ho, ho ! Jolly ! If I got him a place, would he— 
would he be doing lui. dut\ .ig.un, do \nu think ? ” 

I am serious,” said Soames; “ the voung nun is on 
my mmd.” 

“Yes,” said Mkhael, ruminative, “the first thing in 
such <1 case is to get him on to some one cUc\ sharp. 
Could I SLC him ’ ” 

“I told him to sup round and .vc vou to-night after 
dinner. I thou^dit \ou'd preler to look him over in private 
before consiJirir.e him lor \our ‘'Ukr ” 

Wry ilio.iL'liilul ■■i \> u. vir! There’s just one thing. 
Don’t vou think 1 ouL’Iit to kiu'w the duiv he did—in 
eonfideiKc : I don't 'n tmu I ^ m avoid putting my fool 
into my mouth withnui, do vnu ' ” 

bu.aiies stared af h'- '•on in-iiu’s lace, where the mouth 
was wide, lor tin ?n}i time it irupiud in him a cert.iiQ 
lil.ing and coti’ J<.n<.e , it l<Ktked honest 

“Wtll,’’ he sod, going to the door and ascertaining 
that It was opaijui., “ tl;u u mattir for a aiminal slander 
action, so lor vour own sake as vNtll as mine w>u will keep 
It strictly to yourself”; and in a low voice he retailed 
iJic facts. 

“As I expected,” he ended, ‘‘ the voung man came to 
me again this mormng. He is natur.illy upset. \ want to 
keep my hand on him. Without knowing more, I can’t 
make up my mind whcilur to go further or not. Be¬ 
sides” boames hesitated; to claim a good motive 

was repul :vc to him: “ I—it seems hard on him. He’s 
been getting three hundred and fittv.” 

“ Dashed h.irj 1 ” said .Michael. ” I say, Eldcraon's a 
member here ” 

Soames looked with renewed suspicion at the dkx)r-~4t 
sciii seemed opaque, and he s^ud; ” llie deuce be il I Do 
you know him f ” 
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“ I’ve played bridge with him,” said Michael; “ he’s 
taken some of the best off me—snorting good player.” 

" Ah I " said Soamcs—he never phiyed cards himsei|k 
“ 1 can’t take this young man into my own firm for 
obvious reasons ; but I can trust you.” 

Michael touched his forelock. 

“ Frightfully bucked, sir. Protection of the poor—some 
sleuth, too. I’ll see him to-night, and let you know what 
I can wangle.” 

Soames, nodded. ‘ Good (J.id ! ’ he thought; ‘ wduit 

jargon ! . . .’ 

I'he inters lew served Michael the pood turn of taking his 
thoughts off himself. Tcniperanicntally he sided alre.idy 
with the young man Hutitrlicld , .ind, lighting a cigarette, 
he went into the card-riKim hitting on the high fender, he 
was impressed— the room w.is squ.irc, and wiilnn it were 
three square card tables, set askew to the u.ills, with three 
triangles of card phtjers 

* If only,’ thought Mich.iel, ‘ the fourth player sat under 
the table, the pattern would l^e complete. It’s having the 
odd player loose that S|soils the cubes.’ And with something 
of a thrill he saw that Elderson was a fourth player ! Sliarp 
and impassive, he was engaged in applying a knife to the 
end of a cigar. Gosh! what scaled books faces were I 
Each with pages and pages of private thoughts, interests, 
schemes, fancies, passions, hopes and fears; and down came 
death —splosh .—and a creature wiped out, like a fly on a 
wall,a^ nobody any more could see its little dose meeban- 
isin.’WOrkisg away for its own ends, in its own privacy and 
its own imponance ; nobody any more could speculate on 
whether it was a dean or a dirty little bit of work. Hard 
lOteS 1 Ihey ran in ail shapes! Elderson, for instance— 
was'he a nasty mess, or just a lamb of God who didn’t look 
it ? ‘ Somehow,’ thought Micbad. ‘ I fH he’s a womaniser. 
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Now why ? ’ He spread his hands out behind him to the 6rc, 
pibbing them together like a fly that has been in trcack. If 
one couldn’t tell what was passing in the mind of one’s own 
wife in one’s own house, how on earth could one tell anything 
from the face of a stranger, and he one of the closest bits of 
mechanism in the world—an English gentleman of busmesi 1 
If only life were like ‘The Idiot’ or ‘Tlie Brothers 
Karamarot,’ and everybody went about turning out their 
inmost hearts at the tops of their voices! If only club 
card rooms had a dash oi cpilips) in their composition! 
But—nothing I Nothing! The world was full of wonderful 
secrets whwh etertbodv kept to ilierasclvcs without 
captions or clow-iips t4i give them away! 

A footman came in, looked at the fire, stood a moment 
expressionless as a stork, waiting for an order to ping out, 
staccato, throiigii the hum, turned and went away. 

Mechanism! Everywhere—mechanism ! Devices for 
getting awav from lite so complete that there seemed no 
life to get awav from. 

‘ It’s all,’ he thought, ‘ awfully like a man sending n 
registered letter to himself. .And perhaps it’s just as weB. 
Is ‘life ’ a good thing- is u ? Do 1 want to see ‘life’ 
raw again I ’ 

Eldcrson was seated now, and Michael had a perfect view 
of the back of his head. It disclosed nothing. 

‘ I’m no skutli,’ he tliought; ‘ there ought to be some¬ 
thing in the way he doesn’t part his hair behind.’ And, 
getting off the fender, he went home. 

At dinner he caught one of his own looks at Ffcnr and, 
didn’t like it. Sleuth ! And yet how not try to know what 
were the real thoughu and feelings of one who held Iwbca^ f 
like an accordion, and made it squeak and groan at pjeasuhr 

“ I taw the model you sent Aubrey yesterday^ liKttid. 

“ She didn’t say anything about the clothei. bat ^ 
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ever sol What a face, Michael! Where did you come 
across her ? ” 

'JThrough Michael <=;pcd the thought: ‘ Could I make her 
jealous?’ And he v\ab diockcd at It. A Ion-doun thought 
—mean and ornery ! “ hhc blew in,” lie said ‘'Wife of n 
little paikcr we had wlio took to snooping—er—books. 
He sells ball I'ons nciw , they want monc\ badK 

” I see Did you know tint Aubrey's going to paint her 
in the nude ? ” 

“ Phew ! No ! I thought she'd look good on a wr.ippcr. 
I say ! Ought I to .st(tp that ' ” 

Elcur smiled “ It’s more moiK) and her l<H>k-uut. It 
doesn’t matter to v-m, di'cs it • ” 

Again that thought, again the recoil from it! 

“Only,” he said, “ tliat lur hu''band is a deeent little 
snipe for a snooper, and I don't want to be more sorry 
for him.” 

She won't tell him, of course.” 

She said it so natural!). so simply, that the words dis¬ 
closed a whole attitude of mind. One didn’t tell one's mate 
what would tease the petor brute ! He saw b) the flutter 
of her white eyelids that she also realised the give-away. 
Should he follow It up, tell her what June Fors)te had told 
him—have it all out—all out ? But with what purpose— 
to what end ? Would it change things, make her love him ? 
Would it do anything hut harass her a little more ; and give 
him the sense that he had lost his wicket trying to dri\c 
her to the pavilion ? No ! Better adopt the principle of 
sectccy she had unwittingly declared her own, bite on it, 
and grin. He muttered : 

“ I’m afraid he’ll hnd her rather thin.” 

Her eyes were bright and steady; and again he was 
worried by that low-down thought: * Could he make 
her—— I * 
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“ I’ve only seen her once," lie aJJcJ, " and then she w.h 
dressed.” 

“ I’m not jealous, Mich.u'l.” 

‘ No,’ he thought, '1 wish to heaven you were ! ’ 

The words: '' A Noun^ man c.illed liutterfill to sec you, 
sir,” were like the lurnini; o( a key in a clII door 
In the h.ill liie tuuni; man “called llutterlill ” was 
engaged in siarine .it Tim; i-ling 

■ judging li\ 111' CM'.' lii'iuglii .Mn.li.iel, ‘ he’s more of a 
dog than that liitk Djimi' ’ 

" Come up to ni\ .siiKh,’’ la s.iid, “ it’s told down here. 
My father-m-l.iu tills me '.mi w.int .1 |oli ’’ 

“ A'es, sir,’’ s lid till imiiig 111.111, |..|l..Hini; up the stairs. 
‘■'Take .1 ptw,” s.iid Mall 111, “ .iiiil .1 ug.iretie. Now 
then! 1 kiimi ill .il'i'iii the turmoil I'rom your moua- 
t.iclie, YOU witi intia w.ir, I supposi, like me ’ Asbetween 
lilloH-.sulIirirs is lour-t.iri I) K ’’’ 

“God’s truth, sir, 1 milv wi-h it wa.sn’t. I’d nothing 
to gain and eurvthini: to lose I'd have done better to 
hold mv tongue. It’s his word .iL' mist niine, and here I 
am in the streit That w.is nu hrsi job since the war, so 
I can w'hisili for a referinee.” 

"Wife and two chililrtii, I think ’ ” 

“ 'i'cs, and Tie put them in the lart for the sake ol mj 
eonsLieiice 1 It's tile last time I’ll Jo that, I know. Wha 
did It m.liter to im , will till r the Shu ty wjscheated? M) 
wife’s quite right, 1 was a tool, sir ’’ 

“ Proli.il'K,’’ s.iiJ Miiliacl. “Do you know anything 
about books f ” 

“ Yes. sir; I'm a good bixik-keepcr.” 

“ Holy .Moscs! Our job 15 getting rid of them. My firm 
•are publishers. We were thinking of putting on an extra 
traveller. Is your tongue persuasive ! ” 

The voung man smiled wanly. 
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'■ I don’t know, sir.” 

“ Well, look here,” said Michael, carried away by the 
look in his eyes, “ it’s all a question of a certain patter. 
But, of course, that’s got to be k.irned. I gather that 
yott’re not a reader.” 

“ Well, sir, not a great reader.” 

“ That, perhaps, is fortunate. What you would have to 
do IS to impress on the poor brutes wlio sell books that 
every one of the books on your list—say .ibout thirty-five 
—it necessary in large numbers to his business. It’s lucky 
you’ve just chucked your eonstience, because, a.s a matter 
of fact most of them won’t be. I’m afraid there’s nowhere 
yon could go to to get lessons in persuasion, but vuu can 
imagine the sort of thing, and if you like to come here for 
an hour or two this week. I’ll put you wise about our 
anthota, and ready you up to go before Peter.” 

” Before Peter, sir ! ” 

■ “The Johnny with the keys; luckily it’s Mr. Winter, 
not Mr. Danby; I believe I could get him to let you m 
for a month’s trial.” 

“ Sir, I’ll try my very best. My wife knows about books, 
the could help me a lot. I can’t tell you what I think of 
your kindness. The fact is, being out of a job has put the 
wind up me properly. I’ve not been able to save with two 
cialdns; it's like the end of the world.” 

“Rigjrt-o, then ! Come here to-monow evening at nine, 
and rSttaS you. I believe you’ve got the face for the job, 
if yon -can (jet the patter. Only one book in tw enty is a 
MOnd^ lUtUyi the rest arc luxuries. Your stunt will be 
to nfais them believe the nineteen are necessaries, and the 
nwuicth a luxury that they need. It’s like food or 
cfetiKfb V anything ehe in dvilisanon.” 
quite understand.” 

" All then. Good-night, and good Inck i ” 
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Michael stood up and held out his hand. The young 
man took it with a queer rcvcrenti.tl little bow. A minute 
later he was out in the street; .ind Michael in the hall 
was thinking; ‘Pity is tripe 1 Qc.in forgot I wa» a 



CHAPTER X 


FACE 

When Michaol nwc from the rtfectory table, Flour had 
risen, too T\\*i day"* and m')rc '•incc slio left Wilfrid's 
rooms, and she had not recovered /.cst. The rifling of the 
oyster Life, the garlanding of L<mdon’s rarer flowers which 
kept colour in her cheeks, .seemed st.ik, unprofitable. Those 
three hours, when from shock otf Cerk Street she came 
atraight to shocks in her own dr.iwing room, had dislocated 
her so that she had settled to nothing since. The wound 
re-opened by Holly had nearly healed again Dead lion 
beside live donkey cuts but dim figure, liut she could not 
gel hold again of—what ? That was tlie trouble : What ? 
For two whole days she had been trying Mich.iel was still 
Strange, Wilfrid still lost, Jon still buried alive, and nothing 
seemed novel under the sun, d'hc onl\' object that gave her 
satisfaction during those two drear), disillusioned days was 
tbe new while monkey. The more she looked at it, the more 
Chincseiit seemed. It summed up the satirical truth of which 
she waa perhaps subconscious, that all her little modern 
veenngsWd flutterings and rushings after the future showed 
that she\bclievcd in nothing but the past The age had 
overdoneVt and must go back to ancestry for faith. Like 
a little br^t fish out of a warm bay, making a splash in 
chill, Strang waters, Fleur felt a subtle nostalgia. 

In her S^nish room, alone with her own feelings, she 
stared alf tW porcelain fruits. They glowed, cold, uneat¬ 
able 1 Sli tobk one up. Meant for a passion fruit ^ Alas! 
Poor p^on 1; She dropped it with a (hdl clink on to the 
acH 
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pyramid, and '■huddcrcd a little. Had she blinded Michael 
with her kisites ! Blinded him to -what ! To her 
incapacity for passion f 

‘ But I’m not incapable,’ she thought; ' I’m not. Some 
d.i; I’ll show him ; I’ll show them .ill.’ She looked up at 
‘ the Goya ’ h.m'.;iii),> opposite Wh.it gripping determma- 
tion in the p.iinting—wli.it intensity of life m the black eyes 
of a rather r.idJIed dame ! We would know what she 
w.intcd, and get it, too' No compromise .ind uncertainty 
there—no c.iperiiig round life, wundinng what it meant, 
and whether it w.is worth while, nothing but hard living for 
the s.ike of In mg ! 

Fleur put liir h.inds where her flesh ended, and her dress 
began. Wasn't .she as warm and firm—yes, and ten times 
as pretty, as that fine and cvil-looking Spanish dame, with 
the black eyes .inJ the wonderful lace ? And, turning her 
back on the picture, she went into the hall. Michael’s voice 
and another’s! They were coming down 1 She slipped 
across into the drawing-room and took up the manuscript 
of a book of poems, on which she was to give Michael her 
opinion. She sat, not reading, wondering if he were coming 
in. She heard the front door close No ! He had gone 
out 1 A relief, yet chilling ! .Michael not warm and cheerful 
in the house—if it were to go on, it would be weariog. She 
curled herself up and tried to read. Dreary poems—free 
verse, blank, introspective, all about the author’s iniidel 
No lift, no lilt 1 Duds ! She seemed to have read them a 
dozen times before. She lay quite still—^listening to the 
click and flutter of the burning logs ! If the light were out 
she might go to sleep. She turned it ofi, and came back to 
the settee. She could see hcrscH sitting there, a picture is 
the firelight; sec how lonely she looked, pretty, pathetic, 
with everything she wished for, and—nothing 1 Her Bp 
enrkd. She could even see her own tpoded-child ingrati- 
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tudt. And what was worse, she could see herself seeing 
it—a triple-distillcd modern, so subtly arranged in life-tight 
compartments that she could not be submerged. If only 
something would blow in out of the unkempt cold, out of 
the waste and wilderness of ,i London whose flowers slie 
plucked. The firelight—soft, uneert.nn—searched out 
spots and corners of her Chmc.w room, as on a stage in one 
of those scenes, seductive and !n)sterious, where one 
waited, to the sound of tambourine^, for the ne\t moment 
oi the plot. She reached out and took a cig.trette. She 
could see herself lighting it, blowing out the smoke—litr 
own half-curicd fingers, her parted lip-, lier white rounded 
aim. She was decorative ! Well, and wasn't that all that 
matteted I To be decor.nivc, and make little deairations; 
to be pretty in a world that wasn't pretty ! In ‘ Copper 
Coin ’ there was a poem of i flickcr-Iit room, and a spoiled 
Columbine before the fire, .nd a Harlequin hosenng 
without, like ‘ the spectre of the rose ’ .-\nd suddenly, 

without warning, Fleur’s heart ached, h ached definitely, 
rather honibly, and, slipping down on to the floor before 
the fire, the snuggled her faee against Ting-a-ling. The 
Chinese dog raised his head—his black eyes lurid in the 
^ow. 

He Xdred her check, and turned his nose away. Huf! 
Powder I But Fleur lay like the dead. And she saw her- 




THE WHITE MONKEY 


*07 

would do nothing—she knew it—(or nothing would be 
worth doing! And it seemed to her, lying there so still, 
that not to sec herself would be worse than anything. 
And she felt th.it to feel this was to acknowledge hetaelf 
caged for ever 

Ting-.i-hng growled, turning liis nose towards the 
windows. "In licre," lie seemed to say, "we are cosyj 
we think of the past. We have no use for anything 
outside Kindly go away—wliuever it is out there 1 ” 
And again he gt.-wled-- a low, euiitinunus sound. 

“ What IS it, Ting ! ” 

Ting-.i-ling ri.si on his fore-legs, with muzzle pointed at 
the window 

“ Do you want sour w.ilk ? " 

“ No," said ilie growl 

ITeur pn kcj him up. " Don’t be so silly ! ” And she 
went to the window The cun,nil' were elosely drawn; 
rich, Chinese, lined, they evelueice! the night. Fleurmadea 
clunk with one hand, and started back. Ag.iinst the pane 
was .1 face, the forehead pressed .igaiiist the glass, the eye* 
closed, as if it had been there a long lime. In the duk it 
seemed featureless, vaguely p.ilc. Slic felt the dog’s body 
stiffen under her arm—.'he fell his silence, j Het heart 
pumped, ft was ghastly—face witliout body. 

Suddenly the forehead was withdrawn, the eye* opened. 
She saw—the face of Wiltrid. Could he sec in-^-«»’her 
peering out from the darkened room ? Quivering all OW, 
she let the curtains fall to. Beckon! l^ct himin ^Coflat ' 
to him i Wave him away ! Her heart beat furioB^. fitW 
long bad he been out there—like a ghost f Whtt 
want of her ? She dropped Ting-a-ling with • fiaiD]li, 
pressed her hands to her forehead, trying to V 

from her brain. And suddenly she stepped 
flung the curtains apan. No face 1 ‘ 
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gone! The dark, droughty square—not a soul in it! Had 
he ever been—or was the face her fancy f But Ting-a-ling ! 
Dogs had no fancies. He had gone back to the fire and 
settled down again 

‘It’s not my fault,’ she thought passionately. 'It’s 
not i I didn’t want him to love me I only wanted his— 

his- 1 ’ Again she sank down before the fire. “ Oh ! 

Ting, have a feeling heart I ” But the Chinese dog, mindful 
of the flump, made no response. . . . 



CHAPTER XI 

COlULD HU 

After mis'ing his vuc.iuon ivuli the )oung man liuiicrficld, 
Michael had hesitated in the hall At last he had not gone 
upstairs again, hut quietl) nut He walked past the 
Houses of Parlmment and up \\ iiiiehall. In Trafalgar 
Square, it occurred to him that he had a father. Bart 
might be at 'Snooks’, The Cotfec House, The AeropLine; 
and, sviih the thought, ‘ He’d be rcsttul,’ he sought the most 
modern of the three 

"Yes, Sir Lawrence Mont is in the lounge, sir.” 

He wa.s sitting with kiues crossed, and a cigar between 
lus linger-tips, waiting for some one to talk to. 

“ Ah ! Michael! Can vou tell me why I eorae here i ” 
“To wait for the end of the world, sir” 

Sir Lawrence sniggered. “ .\n iJe.i,” he said. “When 
the skies are wrecking euilisation, this will be the best- 
informed tape in London. The wish to be in at the death is 
perhaps the strongest of our passions, .Miclmcl. I should very 
much dislike being blown up, especially alter dinner; but 1 
should still more dislike missing the next show if it’s to be a 
really good one. The air raids were great fun, after all." 
Michael sighed. 

“ Yes,” he said, “ the war got us used to thinking of the 
millennium, and then it went and stopped, and left the 
miilcnnium hanging over us. Now we shall never be happy 
tdl we get it. Can I take one of your dgars, sir f " 

“My dear fellow! I’ve been reading Fraser again. 
Extraordinary how remote all superstition seems, now that 
109 
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we've reached the ultimate truth: That enlightenment 
never can prevail.” 

Michael atopped the lighting of his cigar. 

“ Do you really think that, sir ? ” 

“ What else can one think ? Who can have any reason¬ 
able doubt now that with the aid of mechanics the hcad- 
atrong pan of man must do him in f It’s an unavoid.tblc 
conclusion from all recent f.icts. ‘ Per ardua ad asira,' 
‘ llirough hard knocks we shall see stars.’ ” 

“ But it’s always been like that, sir, and here we are 
alive i " 

“They say so, but 1 doubt it I f.mcy we’re really dead, 
Michael. I fancy we're only living m the past. 1 don’t 
think—no, I don’t think we can be said to expect a future. 
We talk of it, but 1 h.irdly think we liope for one. Under¬ 
neath our protestations we subconsciously deduce. From 
the mess we’ve made of it these last ten years, we can feel 
the far greater mess we shall make of it in the next thirty. 
Human nature can argue the hind leg off a donkey, bat the 
donkey will be four-legged at the end of the discussion.” 

Michael sat down suddenly and said i 

“You’re a bad, bold Ban.” 

. Sir Lawrence smiled. 

“ 1 should be ghid to think that men really believed in 
humani ty, and all that, but you know they don’t—they 
bt/ien in novelty and getting their own way. With rare 
'exeqitioas they’re still monkeys, especially the scientific 
J nod when you put gunpowder and a lighted match 
into cIms psnn of monkeys, they blow themselves np to see 
the Inn. Monkeys are only safe when deprived of Aeuu to 
beoAer wiis .” 

. 1 ” said Michael. 

“ Hot livdiv than the occaaion warrants, my dear boy. 
tbinka^ We’ve got a member hm who knows a 
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trick worth Wcnty of Jiiy played in the war—an extra 
ordinarily valuable fellow. TJic Government have got theii 
eye on him. He'll help the other valuable fellows in Franct 
and Germany and America and Russia to make history 
Between them, they’ll do something really proud— some¬ 
thing tliat’U knock all the other achievements of man into 
a cocked hat Ity the way, .Michael, new device of ‘ Homo 
iafum ’—the rocked hat.” 

“ Well,” said Michael, “ what are ton going to do about 
it r ” 

Sir Lawrcnce'^ ttebrow -.ought his hair. 

“Do, my dear fellow r What should I do ! Can I go 
out and gra'o him .md the Guvernment hi the slack of their 
breeches; yes, and all the valuable fellows and Govern¬ 
ments of the other countries ? No ! All 1 can do is tO 
smoke m)- cig.ir and say • ‘ God rest you, merry gentlctnen,, 
let nothing you dismay 1 ’ By hook or crook, they will 
come into their own, Mrili.iel; but m the normal cootie 
of things I .shall be dead before they do.” 

“ I shan’t," s.iid Mich wl 

“ No, my dear; but tliink of the explosions, the iigfatt( 
the smells. By Jove, y ou’vc got something to live for, yet. 
Sometimes J wish I were your age. /\nd sometimei,* Bit 
Lawrence rclighied Iris agar, " I don’t. Sometiines I think 
I’ve had enough of our pretences, and that there’s nothil^ 
left but to die like gentlemen.” ‘ '*■ 

“ Some Jeremiad, Dad 1 ” 

“Well,” said Sir Lawrence, with a twirl of hk Slillc 
griziledjnoustachc, “ I hope I’m wrong. But we’ndrivfalg 
fate to a condition of things when millions can be k^Hdl 
the pressing of a few buttons. What reatm b Aem nij;. 
suppose that our bumps of benevolence will iBclBarielll 
to stop our using these great new toys daxraeAm'’ 
Michacil” 
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“ ‘ Where you know little, place terrors.’ ” 

" Very nice ; where did you get that ? " 

“ Out of a life of Christopher Columbus.” 

” Old C.C.' I could bring myself to wish sometimes that 
he h.idn’t been so deucedly inquisitive We were snugger 
in the dark ages. There was somclliiiig to be said for not 
diM-ovcrirtg the Yanks.” 

" Well,” said Mich.iel, ” I think wc shall pedal through, 
yet. By the w,i\, about this b.lderson stunt: I’ve just 
seen the clerk- he doesn't look to me the sort that would 
have made that up " 

“ Ah 1 Th.it 1 But if Klderson could do such a thing, 
well—really, an) thing might happen It’s a complete 
stumper. He w.is such a pretty bat, always went in first 
wicket down. He .ind 1 put on lift)-four against Eton. 
1 suppose old Eorsvte told )ou i ” 

“ Yes, he wanted rnc to lind the di.ip a job.” 

“ Butterfield. Ask him if he’s rcl.ued to old Butterfield 
the garftner 1 It would be something to go on. D’you 
find old Forsyte rather trt ing ; ” 

Loyal to Fleur, Michael concealed his lips. “ No, I get 
on very well with him,” 

“ He’s straight, 1 admit that.” 

“ Yes,” said Michael, “ very straight.” 

” But somewhat reticent.” 

“ Yes,” said Michael. 

On this conclusion they were silent, as though terrors had 
been placed beyond it. And soon Michael rose. 

” Past ten, I’d better go home,” ^ 

Returning the way he came, he could chink of nothing 
but Wilfrid. What wouldn’t he give to hear him say : “ It’s 
■n right, old man ; I’ve got over it! ”—to wring him by the 
hand again. Why should one catch this fatal disease called 
love 1 Why should one be driven half crazy by it 1 They 
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5aid love wa<; Nature's provision apainst Bart’s terrors, 
apainsi the taluahle fellows. An in^lstcnt urge—lest the 
race die out. I’ros.iic, if true ! Not that he cared whether 
Fleur had children Queer how Nature camouflaged her 
schemes—leery old hird ! But oterreaching herself a bit, 
w.i-n’t she i Children might yet go clean out of fa.shion 
if li.irt was right A vert little more would do it; who 
would lute children for the mere ple.isurc of seeing them 
blown up, poLsoned, started to dealh .’ A few fanatics 
would hold on, the rest of the world go h.irrcn. The cocked 
hat' Insiinctuele Muh.iil .str.iightcned his own, ready 
tor crossing under Big Ikii He h.id re.ielied the centre of 
Parliament bijuirt, when a figure coming towards him 
swerved sudJinli lo its h-ft .md made in the direction of 
Victoria. Tall, wiih a swing in Its walk Wilfrid! Michael 
stood still Coming from- South Sejuare ! And suddenly 
he gave chase He did not run, hut he w.dkcei his hardest. 
The blood be.it m his temples, and he felt confused to a 
pitch p.ist be.inng. Willnd must li.ue seen him, or he 
wouldn’t have swereed, wouldn’t be legging it away like a 
demon. Black! —black! He w,is not gaming, Wilfrid had 
the legs of him— to overtake him, he must run ! But there 
rose in Michael a sort of exaltation His best friend—his 
wife! There was a limit. One might be too proud to fight 
that. Ijrt him go his ways ! He stood still, watched the 
sw ift figure disappear, and slowly, head down under the now 
cocked hat, turned towards home. He walked quite 
quietly, and with a sense of finality. No use making a song 
about it! No fuss, but no retreat 1 In the few hundred 
yards before be reached his Square he was chiefly conscioat 
of the tallness of houses, the shortness of men. Sod 
midgets to have made this monstrous pile, lighted it so dut 
it shone in an enormous glittering heap whose glow blniied 
the colour of the sky 1 What a vast business this midget 
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activity I Absurd to think that his love for another mjdi(et 
mattered ! He turned his key in the lock, took off his 
cocked hat and went into the drawing-room. Unlighted— 
empty ? No. She and Ting-a-ling were on the floor before 
the fire ! He sat down on the settee, and was abruptly 
conscious that he was trembling and sweating .is if he had 
•rooked a too strong cigar. Fleur h.id r.iised herself, cross- 
legged, and was staring up at him. He waited to get the 
betterof his trembling. Wby didn’t sbe speak ? Whyw.is 
she sitting there, m the d;irk .' ‘ .sli. knows '; he thought: 

‘ we both know this is the end 0 tlod, let me at least be 
a sport ! ’ He took a cushion, put it behind him, crossed 
hislegs,andlc<incd back. Hissoicc surprised him suddenly 

“Mayl ask you something, Fleur f And will you please 
•ntwer roc quite truly i ” 

“Yes.” 

“It’s this : 1 know you didn’t love me when vou married 
me. 1 don’t think you lose me now. Do you want me to 
clear oat I ” 

A long time seemed to pass. 

"No.” 

“Do you mean that 1 ” 

“Y«." 

"Why!” 

"Beciose 1 don’t.” 
i Mkhatl got up. 

you answer one thing more 1 ” 

^Yes." 

** Wa» Wldftid here to-night i ” 

^ Y«**-«>. That is-” 

: dutched each other ; be saw her eyes fix oo 

mitk^t them still. 

" Fm not. He cause to the window there. 1 saw his Hkc 
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—that’s all. His face—it—Oh ! Michael, don’t be unkind 
to-night! ” 

Unkind! Unkind! Mich.icrs heart swelled at that 
strange word. 

“ It’s all right,” he stammered ; So long as you tell me 
what it is you want.” 

Fleur Said, without moving: 

“ I want to be comforted ” 

Ah! She knew (.v.ietly what to say, how to »ay ill 
And going on his knees, lie began to eomiori her. 



CHAPTKR Xri 

coiN<. I 

He had not been on Ins kocts ni tnv mmiitcs before rhev 
suffered fnjin rcatiion To knc(.l iIiok lumtoninK Tlcur 
brought him a growing’ distomton lie believed her to¬ 
night, ns he had not IkIkwJ Irf l<ir months past. Ikt 
what was Wiltrid doing? Winn R.iiuhring' The ian 
at the wind(»u - f.Re witlioui voiu. uilliout attempt to 
reach her! MrIi.kI .kIiuI in thit illegitimate organ the 
heart. Withdrawing lu'^ arm>, he stood up. 

“Would yuu hl\L nn lu li.u. .1 Inok lor iiiin ? If it’.*, .ill 

over—he miL'lit- I nmjiit-” 

Fleur, too, stood up blic was calm enough now. 

“ Yes, ril go to bed." With Ting-a-ling in her .inns, she 
went to the dour; her I.kc, between the dog's chestnut lur 
and her own, was \er\ p.ilc, vcr\ still 

“By the wa\," she said, "this is m\ scctmd Du go, 

Michael; I suppose it means-” 

Michael gasped Currents ot emotion, welling, ebbing, 
swirling, rendered him iiKapable ul speech. 

“The night of the b.illoon,” she s.ud : “ Do you mind ? " 
“Mind? (jtiod (lod! .Mind!" 

“*niat*s all right, then. / dem't. Good-night!” 

She was gone. Without reason, Michael thought: ‘ In 
the beginning was the W'>rd. and the Word was with God, 
and the Word was God * And he stood, as if congealed, 
overcc^e by an uncontrollable sense of solidity. A child 
coining! It was as though the barque of his being, tossed 
and drifted, suddenly rode tethered—anchor down. He 
ai6 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


*17 


turned and tore at the curtains. Nicht ot stars ! Wonder¬ 
ful world ! Jolly—jolly ! And—Wilfrid ! He flattened 
his face against the glass Outside there Wilfrid's h.id been 
flattened. He could see it if he shut his eyes Not fair! 
Uog lost—man lost' SOS He wont into the hall, and 
from the mothicss m.irble coffer rived his lliiekest co.it. 
He took the first taxi tliat c.imc by. 

“ Cork Strret ' (let .along ' ” Needle in liuiuilc of hay ! 
(du.irter past eleven by Big Ben ! The inten.se relief of his 
whole being in that jolting cab stemed to him brutal, 
b.ilvation ! It .k— he h.id a strange cert.iinty of that as 
though he saw I'b ur suddenly ‘ close-up ’ in a very strong 
light, concrete beneath her gr.uiful veerings Family! 
Continu.Uiim ! He h.ad been unable to .inihor her, for he 
was not of her! But her child could and would! And, 
perhaps, he would yet come in with the milk. Why did he 
love her so—it w .is not done ! Wilfrid and he were donkeys 
—out of touch, out of tunc with the times! 

“ Here vou are, sir—w hat number! ” 

“ All right! Cool your heck and w.nt for me I Have 
a cigarette! " 

With one between his own lips which felt so dry, he went 
down the backwater. 

A light in Wilfrid’s rooms ! He r.mg the bell. The door 
was opened, the face of Wilfrid’s man liKikcd forth. 

“ Yes. sir ? ” 

“ Mr. Desert in ? ” 

“ No, sir. Mr, Desert has just started for the East. 
His ship sails to-morrow." 

“ Oh I ” said Michael, blankly ; " Where from ? ” 

“ Plymouth, sir. His train leaves Paddington at mill' 
night. You might catch him yet.” 

“ It’s very sudden,” said Mich.icl, “ he never - " 

" No, sir. Mi. Dcsen is a sudden gentlemaa.” 
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"WcD, thanks; I’ll try and catch liim.” 

Back in the cab with the words : " Paddington—flick her 
along! ” he thonght: ‘ A sudden gentleman I ’ Perfect! 
He remembered the utter suddenness of that little interview 
beside the bust of Lionel Charwell. Sudden their friend¬ 
ship, sudden its end—sudden even Wilfrid’s poems—off¬ 
ering of a sudden soul! Staring from window to window 
in that jolting, rattling cab, Michael suffered from St. 
Vitus'tdancc. Washcafool? Could he notletwellalone? 
Pity was posh ! And yet! With Wilfrid would go a bit of 
his heart, and in spite of all he would like him to know that. 
Upper Brook Street, Park Lane ! Emptying streets, cold 
night, stark plane trees painteJ-up b)’ the lamp.s against a 
Muish dark. And Michael thought .'We w.mdtr! What’s 
theend—thegoid? To do one's bit, .mJ not worry ! But 
what is my bit ? What's Willrid’s i Wiicrc will he end 
up, BOW i ’ 

The cab rattled down the st.ition slope and drew up 
under cover. Ten minutes to twelve, .md a long heavy 
train on platform one 1 

‘What shall I do f ’ thought Mich.icl; ' It’s so darned 
crude i Must I go down—carriage by c.irriage ? “ Couldn’t 
let you go, old man, without ”—blurb 1 ’ 

. Muejackets 1 If not drunk—as near as made no matter. 
Eight minutes still! He began slowly walking along the 
train. He had not p.isscd four windows before he saw his 
•qMaty,' .Desert was sitting back to the engine in the near 
aaOifi tf M empty first. An unlightcd cigarette was in his 
, coUar turned up to his eyes, and his eyes 

an unopened paper on his lap. He sat without 
■MWItHat; Michael stood looking at him. His heart beat 
fg^.'^Hoatrack a match, took two steps, and said; 

} boy i ” 

■Ijiblitt np at him. 
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“ Thanks,” he said, and took the m itch. By iw flare his 
face was dark, tliin, drawn; his eyes dark, deep, tired. 
Michael leaned in the window Neither spoKe. 

“Take your scat, if you’re gomt;, •-ir.” 

“ I’m not,’’ s.iid Mich.icl. llis whole inside seemed 
turnin;; over. 

“ Wlicrc arc \uu c‘'ine, old m.in ? ” he said suddenly. 

“Jerk ho” 

“ God, Wilfrid, I'm sorry ! ” 

Desert .smili J 

" Cut It out 1 ” 

“ Yes, 1 know ! hh.ikc h.mds : ” 

Desert held out his h.iiiJ 

Michael squei J it h.ird 

A whistle SoUNikd 

Desert rose suddeiil) .ind tumid to iho rack above him. 
He took .1 p.irnl from .1 I'.ii; ’'Ihre," he said, “these 
wretched thmijs! t'ubhsh them it sou like.” 

Something clicked in Michael's tiito.ii. 

“ Th.mk,s, old m.m ! That's itrc.i 1 Good-bye!" 

A sort of bc.iuty came into Dew n’s face. 

“ So long ! ” he .'aid. 

The train moved. Michael will.drew his elbows; quite 
stili, he stared at the motionless ligurc slowly borne aicmg, 
away. Carriage after carriage went by him, fni! of Wue« 
jackets leaning out, clamouring, singing, waving hsodimr' 
chiefs and bottles. Guard's van now—the tail li||^t(r^ 
spread—a crimson blur—setting East—gotng-i*j|iB^{— 

gone ! <- 

And that was all—was it ! He thrust the 
coat pocket. Back to Fleur, now ! Way of 
one man's meat, another’s poison ! He passed 
his eyes. The dashed things were full of— 




PART III 





aiAPTER I 

BANK IIOLIIMY 

Whitsuntidf Bark Holid.n u.is producing its seauwal 
invasion of HampstcnJ llcntli, and amonp tliv ascending 
swarm were two wlio meant to make moiicv m tiic morning 
and spend it in the atuniooii. 

Tony Bicker, v.idi balloons and wife, embarked earl)'on 
the Hampsti.iJ 'liiiH: 

You’ll see,” he said, ” I’ll sell the bloomin’ lot by 
twelve o’clotk, .Hid we’ll pj oil tile bust.” 

Squeezing bis arm, Vietorinc lingered, through her dret*, 
a slight swelling just above her right knee. It was caused 
by fifty-four pounds fastened in the top of her stoddag. 
She had liiilc feeling, now, against balloons. Tittf 
afforded temporary nourishment, till she had the few moto 
pounds needlul lor their passage-money. Tony stQl 
lieved he was going to screw salvation out of hit bfested 
balloons : he was ‘ that hopeful—Tony,’ though their hegdi 
were only just above water on his takings. And she mikd. 
With her secret .she could afford to be indifferent not* to ih* 
stigma of gutter hawking. She had her story pat. , FtoiB 
the evening paper, and from communion on ’base* widl 
those interested in the national pastime, she had ao^dfed 
the neceKiary information about racing. She even tidted ot 
it with Tony, who had street-comer knowledge, Alt*n(ll^;| 
she had prepared chapter and verse of two innghlg^«niyl||;r 
a sovereign made out of stitching imaginary 
vested on the winner of the Two Thousand GdacaK.^’ilte'' 
result on the dead-heater for the Jubilee at nkft'diwi'^114 
»t 
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with a third winner, still to be selected, would bring her 
imaginary winnings up to the needed sixty pounds odd she 
would 80 soon have saved now out of ‘ the altogether.’ 
This tale she v\()uld pitch to Tony in a week or two, reeling 
off by heart the wonderful luck she had kept from him until 
she had the whole of the money. !>lu- wmld slip licr fore¬ 
head against his eyes if he looked .it Ikt Um hard, and kiNS 
his lips till his licad was no longer ^ It.ir And in the m<>rn- 
ing they would wake up and t.ike iIk ir p.is-.agcs. Such w.is 
the plan of Victorinc, with five ten-pound and four imt- 
pound notes in her sux king, .utadicd to the pink silk st.ics 

* Afternoon of a Dryad ’ h.id long been finish*.d, .ind w is 
on exhibition at the Dumctrius (i.dlcry, with otlier work', of 
Aubrey (irccnc. \'ictorinc h.id p.ud a shilling O' 'Ci it; 
had stood some furtive miiuilt.s ga/ing at ih.u white body 
glimmering from .imong grass .md spikcy flowers, at the 
face, turned as it s.aytng • “ I know a secret ' *’ 

‘‘Bit of a genius, Aubre\ Greene- th.it face is jolly 
good ! ” Seared, and hiding the face, Vic tonne h.id dipped 
away. 

From the very day when she had stood shivering outside 
the studio of .'Vubrey Grvcnc she had been in full work He 
had painted her three times—always nice, alwa\s polite, 
quite the gentleman ! And he had given her introductions. 
Some had painted her in cloihc.s, some half-draped, some m 
that * altogether,’ which no longer troubled her, with the 
money swelling her stocking and Tony without suspicion. 
Not every one had been ‘ nice *; advances had been made 
to her, but she had nipped them in the bud. It v\ouid have 
meant the money quicker, but—Tony ! In a fortnight nov\ 
the could snap her fingers at it all. And often on the wa\ 
home she stood by that plate-glass window, before the 
fruits, and the corn, and the blue buttcrfUcs . . . 

In the packed railway carriage they sat side by side, 
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Bickct, with tray on knee, debating where he had best 
stand. 

“ 1 {y\<)ur iJic nioke^/' he said at last, ** up by the pond. 
People II Ij.ue more monc) than when they get down among 
the t-winyv and u'eo.mui''; and \oii can go and sit in a 
chair by iIk pmiJ, hke the seaside—1 don’t want )ou with 
me not till Pee .Mild out." 

\ k tonne pn -(d his irni 

Aloin^'tln top md o\cr (Ml to th-* heath to north and south 
the hoiida\ su..rii)s sin.,'(d, .11 perteet humour, carrying 
paper Imi:-' K uiid the pond thildnn, with thin, grey- 
wluti. ^piiKl]\ were paddling and shrillv chattering, 
ic*o Loiitent to smiK Mdcrly couples crawled slowly by, 
with iiitiine si'iinaelis, ind Jau''. disi*i|'nired bv the un- 
aeciistoim d i l.nib (hrb and \oung nun wert few, for they 
were dispersed alr( ad\ oh the lie.ifli, m s- arch of a madder 
merriment. On lvn».lies, m chairs of green canvas or 
painted wood, hundreds were silling, contemplating their 
Icot, a' il iin.tgming the waves of the se.i. Now and again 
three donkeys would start, urged Irom f>cliind, and slowly 
iiiiup their burdens along the pond’s margin. liawkert 
cried goods I at dark women told hirtuncs. Policemen 
stood cvnitalK near them A man talked and talked and 
took his hat round. 

Tony Picket unslung his tra\. His cockney voice, 
wheedling and a little husky, offered his colf>ured airs with¬ 
out intermission. This was somcf King like ! It was brisk! 
And now and again he g.i/.cd ihrougli the throng away 
aaoss the pond, to where Victonnc would be seated 
in a canvas chair, looking different from every one—be 
knew. 

“ Fine balloons—fine ball(x«ns! Six for a bob J 
Madam? Only sixpence. See the size! Boy, hnyt 
Tyke one for the little boy ! " 
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No ‘ aldermen ’ up here, bnt plenty in the mood to spend 
their money on a bit of brightness ! 

At five minutes before noon he snapped his tray to—not 
• bally balloon left! With six Bank Holidays a week he 
would make his fortune ! Tray under arm, he began to tour 
the pond. The kiddies were all right, but—^good Lord— 
how thin and pale ! If he and V’ic had a kid—but not they 
—not till they got out there! A fat brown kid, chysin’ 
blue butterflies, and the sun ootin' out of him 1 Rounding 
the end of the pond, he walked slt.uly along the chairs. 
Lying back, elegant, with legs cross'd, in brown stockings 
showing to the knees, and neat brown shoes with the flaps 
over—^My! she looked a treat—m a world of her own, like 
that 1 Something caught Bicket by the tliroat. Gosh! 
He wanted things for her ! 

“Well, Vic! ' Pennv!’’ 

" I was thinkin’ of Australia.” 

" Ah! It’s a gaudy long wait. Neter mind—I’ve sold 
the bally lot. Which shall we do, go down among the trees, 
or get to the swings, at once f ” 

“ The swings,” said Vdetorine. 

The Vale of Health was in rhapsodic mood. The crowd 
Anted here in a slow, speechless stream, to the cries of the 
bootb'keepcrs, and the owmrs of swings and cocoanuts. 
■'“itotf—bowl—or pitch! Now for the milky ones! 

shy! . . . Who’s for the swings ! . . . Ices . . . 
. iKo». ,1. . 'Fine bananas ! ” 


. Oa. the giant merry-go-ronnd under its vast umbrella the 
chaifrhung seats were filled with girls and men. 
the music—slowly—faster—whirling out to the 
the chain, bodies bent back, legs stuck ferwatd. 


ini speech dying, faces solemn, a little lost, bands 


the chains hard. 


Faster, faster; slowing, slowing 


Wastaadwin, and the music silent. 
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“ My word ! ” murmured Viciorine. “ Come on, Toov ! ” 

They entered the eticlusure and took their »eat». Victor- 
ine, on the outside, locked her feet, instinctively, one over 
tlie other, and tightening lier clasp on the chains, curved her 
body to the motion. Her lips parted : 

“ Jair, Tons ' " 

Easter, fasur-cxery-ntrsc and sense given to that 
motion! 0-o-h ! It tear a Ut ling —flying round like that 
above the world ! Faster-l.istcr ! Mower— slow, and the 
descent to earth 

“ Tony—It’s '1 .i\in I ” 

“Queer fciliii' in \cr iii.Mde, wlien you’re swung right 
out! " 

“ I'd like 11 h 111 with the top. Let’s go once mote I " 

“ Right-o ! ’’ 

Twice more they went—half his profit on balloons! 
But who cared ? He liked to sec her face. After that, 
six shies at tlic milky ones without a hit, an ice apiece,; 
then arm-in-arm to find a place to eat tlicir lunch. That 
was the time Bicket enjoyed most, after the ginger>beer 
and sandwiclies; smoking his fag, with liii head 00 her 
lap, and the sky blue. A long time like that; tillatlaatdie 
stirred. 

“ Let’s go and sec the dancin’! ” 

In the grass enclosure ringed by the running pato, toiae 
two dozen couples were jigging to a band. 

Victorine pulled at lus arm. “ 1 sioafif love a tui# i “ r' 

“ Well, let’s ’avc a go,” said Bickct. “ This OOC^^ged 
bloke’ll ’old my tray.’” 

They entered the ring. 

“ Hold me tighter, Tony!" 

Bicket obeyed. Nothing he liked better; »4 dmi^; 
their fee* moved—to this side and that. Th^ 
way, revolving, keeping time, oblivious of ai»»i»aac«iL’‘.. T 
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“ You dance aH riglit, Tony/’ 

Tou dance a treat! ” gasped Bickct. 

In the inUTvals, panting, they \N.uchcd over the one- 
legged man . then to it again, till the band ceased for good. 

“ My word ! ” said Vtetonne “ They dance on board 
ship, Tony! ” 

Bickct squeeved her Nsaist. 

rildo the iritk vet, if I 'a\c t-* rob the Bank There'' 
nothin’ I wouldn't do for you, \ ic ’* 

But Victonnc bnnhd She jiad donr the tntk .dread) 
The crowd with parii-coluurtd tn.es, tin.d, good- 
humoured, fro\\'d\ bCented, strolled over a bjtikiield 
thick-strewn with paper b,ig'', b.mana peel, and newsp.ipers. 

“Let’s 'ave our lea, and one more swing,” >.ud Hiehet , 
“ then we’ll get over on the otlu r side among the trees ” 
Away over <in the far side were m.any couples. The sun 
went very slowly down Those iwei sat under a bush and 
watched it go. A fame breeze swung .md rustled the birch 
leaves. There was little human .sound out here. All 
seemed to have come for silence, to be w.iiting for d.trkness 
in the husli. Now and then seune sUMlthy spy would pass 
and sciutinise 

“ Foxes ! ” said Bickct. ” Gawd ! Td like to rub their 
noses in it! ” 

Victonnc sighed, pressing closer to him. 

$ome one wms plaving on a banjo now ; a voice singing 
It'gtew dusk, but a mv’on was somewhere rising, for little 
; akadows stole out along the ground. 

They spoke in whispers. It seemed wrong to raise the 
voice, a$ though tlic grove were under a spell Even their 
whisperings were scarce. Dew fell, but they paid no heed to 
it^ VWth hands locked, and checks logetlier, they sat vciy 
sdlL Bicket had a thought. This was poctn'—this was I 
Darkness bow, with a sort of taint and silvery glow, a sound 
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of drunken singing on the Spaniard’s Road, the whirr of 
belated cars returning from the north- and suddenly an 
owl hooted 

“ My ! " nuirmured \ ictorine, shivering : " An owl ! 
Fancy ! 1 u^ed to hear one at Norbitun. I 'ope it's not 
bad luck ! ” 

Bicket rose and stretched Iwmsclf 

“ C'onie on ' ” he said “ wc’ie 'ad a dy. Don't you go 
catehiir cold ' " 

Ann in .irm, sl,,sil\, ilirouidi the darkness of the birch- 
grove, i1r\ in iJ( tiuir way upward- itlad of the lamps, 
and the sin el, and the t rowdi d station, .is though they had 
taken an (utrdoa of sohtudi 

Huddled ill tie ir c.irn.ige on the d'ubo, Hicket idly turned 
the pages of a diriliet paper liut k'aiorinc sat thinking rjf 
so rauth, th.it It was as if site thought of nothing. The 
swings and ihe grow in the darkness, and the money in 
her stocking hiie wondered Tony hadn't noticed when it 
crackled—till re wasn’t.! safe pl.ice to keep it in ! What was 
he looking at, w ith Im cy es so lived f She peered, and read: 
“ ' Atternooii of a Dryad.' The striking picture by Aubrey 
Greene, on evliibition at tlic Duractrius Gallery.” 

Her heart -topped Ix-aiing. 

“ Cripos ! ” said Hickei “ .Ain’t that like yon ? " 

“ Like me ? No I ” 

Bicket htld the paper closer. ” It ir. It's like you all 
over. I’ll cut that out. I'd like to see that picture.” 

The colour came up in her checks, reh ased from a heart 
beating too fast now. 

“ Tisn't decent,” she said. 

" Dunno about that; but it’s awful like yon. It*l even 
got your smile.” f 

Folding the paper, he began to tear the ihcet. Vic- 
torine’a little finger pressed the notes beneath hex iCodtmg. 
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“ Funny,” she said, slowly, “ to think there’s people in 
the world so like each other.” 

“ I never thought there could be one like you. Charin’ 
Cross; we gotta diangc.” 

Hurrying along the rat-runs of the Tube, she slipped her 
hand into his pocket, and soon some scraps of torn paper 
fluttered down behind her following him in the crush. If 
only he didn’t remember where the picture was ! 

Awake in the night, she thought ; 

‘ 1 don’t c.tre ; I’m going to get the rest of the money— 
that’s all about it.’ 

But her heart moved queerly witliin her, like that of one 
whose feet have trodden suJdenl) the quaking edge of a bog. 



CHAPTER II 

OFFtC* HORK 

Miciiael sat corrcciins the pn«iK of ‘ Counterfeits’—t3» 
book left by WilfnJ behind him 
“ Can you see ButtcrficlJ, sir ! ” 

“ I can ” 

In Michael the viorJ Butterfield t veiled an uneasy pride. 
The young ni.m lulfilh d with incrL.i-iiie siiecess the function 
for which lie had been engaged, on trial, lour months »go. 
The head tr.neller had even called him “ a find.” Next to 
■ Copper Coin ’ he w.is the finest fe.iiher in MichaePs cap., 
The Trade were not buying, )et Butterfield was selling 
books, or so it was reported ; he appc.ired to have a nstund 
gift of inspiring confidence where it was not jusrififid. 
Danby and Winter had even entmsted to him the prime 
marketing of that vellum-bound ‘ Limited ’ of ‘ADtttt,’ 
by which they were hoping to recoup their losses OB tlie 
ordinary edition. He was now eng.igcd in working throng 
a list of names considered likely to patronise the Sttfc 
masterpiece. This method of private approach iud heea 
suggested by himself. 

“ You see, sir,” he had said to Michael; “ I lat 

about Cout Well, you can't work that on dshJKsifc—, 
they’ve got no capacity for faith. What can f 

Every day they buy all sorts of stuff, always t)|^|ipftlKin-' 
sdves on past sales. Yon can’t find one in , 

back the future. But with private genllmeB,iiKl ^ 
ally private ladies, you can leave a thought wm ^' 
2JI 
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Cou^ doc!i—pat it into them again and again that d.iv by 
day in every way the author’s gettin’ better and better; 
and ten to one when you go round next, it’s got into their 
subconscious, especially if you take ’em just after lunch or 
dinner, when they're a bit Jnnvsv Let me take my own 
time, sir, and I’ll put tliat edition over for you.” 

“Well,” Michael had answered, “if you can inspire 
confidence in the future of mv go\ernor, Butterfield, vou'U 
deserve more than your ten per ecru ” 

“ I can do it, sir; it's just a i)ut srion of faith.” 

“ But you haven’t anv. have v<<u ? ’* 

“Well, not, so to speak, in the autlutr—but I’ve got 
faith that I can give ihnn faith in lum ; that’s the real 
point.” 

“I see—tlie three-card stunt; inspire the faith you 
havcn*t got, that the card is tin re, and thev'll lake it 
Well, the 1^ not immediate — vou’ll probably 

always get mit of the room in time (in .ilie.id, tlicn ' " 

The young man Ruiicrlicld liad smiled 
The uneasy part ot the pride inspired in Michael now by 
the name was due to old h'orsvtc’s continually saying to 
him that he didn’t know—he couldn’t tell—there was that 
young man and his story about Klderson, and they got no 
further. ... 

“ Good morning, sir Can you sp.irc me five minutes f ” 
“ Come in, liutterficld. Bunkered with ‘ Duct ’ I ” 

“No, sir. I’ve placed forty already. It’s another 
nattier.” Glancing at the shut door, the young man came 
cloeet. 

“ I’m working my list alphabetically. Yesterday 1 was 
in the E’».” His voice dropped. “ Mr. Elderson.” 

, “ Phew 1" said Michael. “ You can give bim the go-by.” 
“ As a fact, sir, I haven’t.” 

“ What 1 Been over the top 1" 
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“ Yes, sir. Last night.” 

“ Good for you, Butterfield ' What happened f ” 

“ I didn’t send my name in, sir - just the firm’s card.” 
Michael was conseinus of a \cr\ human m.ihcc in the 
voung man’s toicc and face, 

' "WelP" 

“ Mr. Fldervin, sir, ua^ at Iws wine I’d thought it out, 
and 1 hcg.in .is if I’d never seen him before Wh.it Struck 
me was lie took m\ c u ' " 

" Didn't ku k \ou cal ' ” 

“Far from it, >ir lii s.'id at omc: ‘But my name 
down for two I'lph s ’ ” 

Miehacl unmi' ^ '' ^ "u buth h.ui .* nerve ” 

“No, ^l^, iint\ju't i Mr 1 111rscii gut it between 
v^ind .iikI water Mi dijii l hki it a little bit.” 

I don’t s.iiii .\lu li 111 

y M\ belli': iM thl^ hrmb i iiipl o, .sir Me knows you're 
a partner lure, .inJ .Mr ^or^\ teN Miii-indavv, doesn't he ? ” 
" IK dots ’ 

“ Well, sir, \ oil M-i till lofinutioii - two directors believ¬ 
ing me- ii"i Aim 'Ihai'i whv I didn’t HU'S him out. I 
fancied It’d shakf him up. I h i,'j i la d to >ce his face in the 
sideboard glo's as I wint wut II a gut the wind up ail 
right.” . 

Michael bit his i/Tilinger, (on..iuui of a twinge of 
svmpathy with l-.lJtrson, 's tor a It) with the first strand of 
cob-web round his hind hg 
“ Tli.mk you, ButterMi 1J,” he s.' 1 
When ilic \oung man was goiu, he sat stabbing his 
blotting-paper witli a p.iper-kmfe. What curious ‘class’ 
sensation was this ’ Or was it merMv fcllow-fecliag with 
the hunted, a tremor ..t the way things found ooc ouj f 
For, surely, this was real evidence, and he would have to 
pass it on to his father, and ‘ Oid Forsyte/ Eycfwn’i 
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oetre sawt have gone phut, or he’d have said: “ You 
impudent young scoundrel—get out of here! ” That, 
clearly, was the only right greeting from an innocent, and 
the only advisable greeting from a guilty man Well! 
Nerve did fail sometimes—even the best. Witness the very 
proof-sheet he had just corrected ; 

The Col'rt MaRri-vi, 

“ Se<‘ ’ere 1 I’m m\ Jl o’ turves and blood 
The svmc as you, not iru int to be 
Frort 'till up to me nb' in mud. 

You try it, like I ’.ive, an’ see 1 
“‘Am, you snug beauty bras- hat.s, when 
You stuk what I stuck out that d’v, 

An’ keep ycr ruddy ’cans up—then 
You’ll learn, maybe, the right to s’y: 

“‘Take aht an’ shoot ’im in the snow, 

Shoot ’im for cowardice! ’E who serves 
His King and Countrr’s got to know 
There’s no such bloody thing as nerves.’ 

Good old Wilfrid! 

" Yes, Miss I’errcn ? ’’ 

" Th* letter to Sir James Foggart, Mr. Motrf; you told 
■ IB/t to remind vou. And will you see Miss Minuelli ? ’’ 

. ‘•IfttiManu- Oh! Ah I Yes.” 

Bichet’tgirl wife, whose face they had used on Storbert’s 

Botrel, the model for Aubrey Greene’s-! Michael rose, 

for.t^ girl was in the room already. 

■^J.tatioBber that <' ess!’ he thought; * Fleur never 

,%dit.’ 

j ” “Wh»t can I do for you, Mrs. Bicket f How’s Bidcet, 

. a a.F thank yon." 
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“ Well, we all arc, Mrs. Bicket.” 

“ Beg pardon 1 ” 

" In the .lit—don’t you think I But you didn’t come to 
tell me that ” 

“ No, sir.” 

A slight tlu.sh in those s.ill.ne cheeks, fingers concerned 
with the tips of the worn gloves, lips uncertain ; but the 
eves steadv—really an unsoniinon girl' 

" You remember gtvin’ me a note to Mr. Greene, sir f " 

“J do; and Tve seen the nsult; it’s topping, Mfl. 
Bicket.” 

“ Yes But It's got into the papers— my husband saw it 
there last night; and of coiir«e, he d'K'sn’t know about me.” 

Phew 1 1 or wh.ii had hr let tlii^ girl m ’ 

“ I’ve m.ide .i lot of money .it ii, sir--almost enough for 
our p.assagc to .\ustr.ilia ; hut now I’m frightened. ‘ l»n*t 
it like you ! ’ lie s.iid to me. 1 tore the paper Dp, but 
suppose he remeniher.-, the name of the Gallery and goes to 
see the picture! That’s even much more like me! He 
might go on to Mr. Greene bo would you mind, sir, 
speaking to Mr. Greene, and beggin’ him to say it was Some 
one else, in case Tony did go I ” 

“ Not a bit,” said Michael ” But do you think Bicket 
would mind so very much, considering what it’s done hw 
you f It can be quite a respectable proicssion." 

Victorine’s hands moved up to her breast. 

“ Yes,” she said, simply. “ I have been quite rc^temUe. 
And 1 only did it because we do so want to get away, wd I 
couldn’t bear seein’ him standin’ in the gutter there sdlta'' 
those balloons in the fogs. But I’m ever so scared, sir, Um." 

Michael stared. 

“ My God!" he said; “ money’s an evil tinagl* ^ . 

Victorine smiled faintly. “ The want of it it, I 

“ How much more do you need, Mrs. Kcket I ", 



236 


A MODERN COMEDY 


“ Only another ten pound, about, sir.” 

“ 1 can let you have that.” 

“Oh ! thank you ; but it's not that—I can ease earn 
it—I’ve jtot used to it; a few more days don’t matter.” 

“ But how are you going to account for having the 
money ? ” 

“ S.iy I won it beltin’.” 

“ 7htn I ” s.nd Mioh.iel. “ Lo(tk liere 1 Say you came 
to me and I adv.mecd it. If llKkot rcpav.s it from Aus¬ 
tralia, I can always put it to your credit .ig.iin at a bank out 
there. I’ve got you into a liole, in .i way, and I'd like to get 
you oat of it.” 

“Oh! no, sir ; \'ou did me a scn ice. I don’t want to 
put you about, telling falsehoods for me.” 

“ It won’t worry me a bit, Mrs liicket I can he to the 
umteenth when tliere’s no h.irm in it. The great thing for 
you is to get away sharp Are there many other pictures 
of you f ” 

“ Oh ! yes, a lot—not that you’d recognise them, I think, 
they’re so square and funny.” 

“ Ah 1 well—Aubrey Greene has got )'ou to the life I ” 

“ Yes ; it’s like me all over, Tony says ” 

“Quite. Well, I’ll .speak to Aubrey, 1 shall be seeing 
him at lunch. Here’s the ten pounds 1 That’s agreed, 
then f You came to me to-da)—sec 1 Say you had a 
brain wave. I quite understand the whole thing. You’d 
do a lot for him i and he’d do a lot for you. It’s all right— 
tkin’t cry 1 ” 

\^orine swallowed violently. Her hand in the worn 
glove returned his squeecc. 

“I’d tell him to-night, if I were you,” said Michael, 
“ and ni get ready.” 

When she had gone he thought: * Hope Bicket won’t 
think 1 received value for that sixty pounds!’ And, 
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pressing his bell, he resumed the stabbing of hi* blotting- 
paper. 

“ Yes, Mr. Mont ? ” 

“ Now let’s get on with it. Mjs.s IVrren.” 

“‘Diar Sir Jamks Eooc.ARr,— We have given the 
utmost con<^kltT.ition to ymr very interesting— -er—pro¬ 
duction While we art of cjMnion lh.it the views so 
well txprcsscvl on the presint conditum of Hritain in 
relation to the rtst of the world .irc of great v.iluc to 
.ill—er—thinking person.s, we do not feel that there arc 
enough—er- thinking pirs(»ns to make it possible to 
publish the book. t\ivpi .it .1 Inss The—er- thesis that 
Brit.iin vliould now look for s.iU.uion ilirough adjusimcat 
ol markets, popul.ituvn, suppK and dem.md, within the 
Empire, put with such exceedingly plain speech, will, we 
arc afraid, get the goat of all the polunal parties; nor 
do we ft cl tli. 1 t vour plan of cmigr.iting boys and girls 
in large quantities lictorc they arc 8j>oi]cd by British 
town life, c.in do otherwise than irritate a working-class 
whuh kmiws nothing of c<»nditions outside its own country, 
and IS notably averse to giving its children a chance in any 
other.’ ” 

“ Am I to put that, Mr Mont ? ” 

“ Yes; but tone it in a bit Kr-” 

“‘Final!), your view that ilic land should be nted to 
grow food is so very unusual in these d.iys, that we fee! 
your hook would have a hostile Press except from the Old 
Guard .md the Die-hard, and a few folk with vision.* ” 

“ Yes, Mr. Mont ? “ 

In a period of veering—er—transitions ’-Jcecp that, 
Miss Perren—‘ and the airy unreality of hopes that have 
long gone op the spout '—almost keep that— any idbemc 
that looks forward and defers harvest for twenty years^OSOft 
be extraordinarily unpopular. For all these reasons yon wtQ 
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•ee how necessary it is for you to—er—seek anothei 
publisher. In short, we are not taking any. 

“ ‘ With—er—’ what you like—‘ dear Sir James Foggart, 
“ ‘ We are your obedient servants, 

“‘Dauby and Winter.’” 

“ When you've translated that. Miss Perren, bring it in, 
and I’ll sign it.” 

“ Yes. Only, Mr. Mont—I thouftht you were a Socialist. 
This almost seems—forgive my asking i ” 

“Miss Perren, it's struck me latch tliat labels are ‘off.’ 
How can a man be anytlnng .it a time when everything's 
■"in the air i laiok at the Liberals 'J'licy c.in’t see the 
litoacion whole because of Free Trade ; nor can the Labour 
Party because of their C.ipit.tl levy; nor can the Tories 
because of Protection ; they're all hag-ridden by catch- 
IfOrds I Old Sir j .imcs Foggart’s jolly well tight, but 
nobody’s going to listen to him. His book will be waste 
paper if anybody ever publishes it. The world’s unreal 
jntt DOW, Miss Perren ; and of all countries we’re the most 
sBKaL” 

“Why,llr.Montl” 

“ Why ? Because with the mo«t stickfast of .all the 
national temperaments, we’re holding on to what’s gone 
more boat for us than for anv other countri. Anyway, Mr. 
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call* the book an outrage on human nature. So tkre'* 
nothing for it. Let’s have a shot: 

“ ‘ My Dlar Mastlr,— In the exhilaration of your lab- 
ject it lias obtiously not occurred to sou that you’ve bolt 
up tliL show. In ‘Tile Sobbing Turilc’ you were abso¬ 
lutely in tunc with half the orchestra, and that—er—the 
noisiest h.ilf. You were cli.imiiiigl)’ arcli.iic, .iiid securely 
cold-blooded. But now, wli.it h.ive you gone and done 1 
Taken the last .Marquesan isl.inder for )our hero and put 
him down in LonJuii town 1 'flu ihing's a scarchuig satire, 
a re.il criticMii ul life. I'm sure sou dnln't mean tobecon- 
temporat), or want to burrow into rc.ality; but yout 
sob|cct has run (.tl with \ou. Cold acid .ind (old blood ate 
very different tl-in --, urn Inow, to say notliing of your 
having had to drop tin art haw Tcrsoiially, of courae, 1 
think this mw thing niiks lx tier ili.in 'The Sobbing 
Turtle,’ wlmi. w.is a nwe littli affair, but nothing to make 
.1 song about Hut Tm not ilir public, and I’m not the 
critics. The ) oung and thin w ill be aggrieved by your lack 
of modernut, tliev’ll s.iv you’re moralising; the old and 
fat will call vou bittir and destructive; and the ordinary 
public will t.'kc your .Martiucsaii seriously, and reseat yoor 
miking him superior to th(mseives. 'Ihc prospects, you 
sec, arc not gaudy. Hoa d’you think we’re going to 'get 
away ’ with such a book 1 Well, we’re not! Sadi is the 
fiat of the firm. 1 don’t agree with it. I’d publish it to¬ 
morrow; but needs must when Danby and Winter,4n^ 
So, with every personal regret, 1 return what it ttaSy • 
masterpiece. 

“ ‘ Always yours, 

“' MicBAet jBojm' " . 

“D’you know. Miss Perren, I don’t thialt y»||iliif«dl 
tranilate that! ” 

“ I’m afraid it would be difficult.” 
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“ Right>o, ihcn ; but do tlic otlicr, please. I’m going to 
lake my wife out to see a picture ; back by four. Oh ! and 
if a little chap called Bicket, that we used to h.ive here, calls 
any time and asks to see me, he’s to come up ; but I w.int 
warning first Will \ou let them knov\ d<iwnst.urs ^ ” 

“ Ves, Mr Mont Oh! didn’t- w.isn’t that Miss 
Manuclli the model Inr the wrapper ofi Mr Siorberi’s 
novel r ” 

“ She was, Miss Perrtn , aloru I luend lar.” 

“ She’s ver\ iniere-'tmg-Iooking, isn’t >hc ? ” 

“ She’s unique, I’m afraid.’ 

“ She needn’t mind that, I should think ” 

“ That deptnJs,” ,said Mr had , and slabbed his blotting- 
paper. 



ciivni R III 

* AfTFRNon.S OF A J>R^\I)’ 

I''li ( r u i" siill 1,’r.u' lulK I iImil: n <.1 ulul Mich.icJ 

«.,uKJ 'the cl'vvuuh tmw due ni ihuat t\M\ 

month'.' lime !>he set rued lo ht .id i{ tim; ii< r%\ If, jn mind 
,ind h'ld), U) the «]iik t .uid p- rsisit tu e'-li- umn ol the heir 
Mieii.kl kiKv. lit It, Iroiii (In loHowini^ the tn-irucuoiis 
1)1 lieT motlnr, she h kI Ikvn inliueiKinj^ his se\, repeating 
!u hi r%clf, evirv iMiiiiii’ belorc hdhm.,' .1 Kep, jnd cvCTV 
iiiorninp on vn.ikuiu the words “D.iv by d.i), in every 
w.n, he IS g‘itint; ni.<rr und mure in.ile,” to inlcct the 
.sobeomseious whiefi, t\ir\bod_\ imw s.nJ, (ujurollcd the 
e'oursc o{ event- , and thui sli- v.as .dot tming from the 
words •' I uii! li.ive .1 !'• V,” l->r th:^ seittti^ up a reaction, 
evcr\bodv said, \v.h hihle- tu f'ridiiei a uir) Michael 
noted that she turned ntwre and to her mother, as if 
the French, or more n.»tur.di>tu, idi o{ her, liad taken 
e'liarge of a pn-teFs wliieh had to do with the body. She 
was lree|uem]' at M.ipledurham, going down m Sr>amcV 
car, and her mother wa> Iriquently m b(*uth Square. 
.'Vnnette’s hand-ome prc.seiKc, with its tendency lo black 
lace v.a> always pleasing to Mieliael, who had never for- 
eoticn her espousal of his suit in days when ii was a forlorn 
hope. Though he still felt onlv on the threshold of Flcuf’i 
heart, and was preparing to play second fiddle to *the 
eleventh baronet,* he vv.^^ infimtely caMcr in mind since 
Wilfrid had been gone. /Vnd he watched, with a sort of 
amused adoration, the way m which slie focnised her 
2+1 
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CoBecting powers on an object that had no epoch, a process 
that did not date. 

Personally conducted by Aubrey Greene, the expedition 
to view his show at the Dumetrius Gallery left South 
Square after an early lunch. 

*• Your Diyoid came to me this morning, Aubrey,” s.iid 
Michael in the cab. “ She wanted me to ask you to put up 
a barrage if by any clmnce her husband blows round to 
accuse you of painting his wife. It seems he's seen a 
reproduction of the picture.” 

“ Umm ! ” murmured the painter: “ Sli.ill 1, Fleur f ” 

“ Of course you mu.st, .Aubrey ' ” 

Aubrey Greene’s smile slid from her to Micliael. 

“ Well, wlut’s his name i ” 

« Bicket.” 

Aubrey Greene fixed his eyes on space, and murmured 
slowly t 

“An angry young husband called Bicket 
Said: ‘Turn yourself round and I’ll kick it; 

You have painted my wife 
In the nude to the life. 

Do you think, Mr. Greene, it was cricket 1 

“Oh! Aubrey!” 

“ Chock it ! ’’ said Michael, “ I'm serious. She’s a most 
rlacky little creature. She’s made the money they wanted, 
tad resBskied respectable.” 

“ So 6ir *s I’m concerned, certainly." 

■I* WsB, I should think so.” 

Fkut 1 ’’ 

Yoi<*IU not a vamp, Aubrey !" 

JMtter of fact, she excited my esthetic sense.” 
“llt^lhat’d save her from some esthetes 1 ’’ muttered 

e comes from Potney." 
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“ There you have a real rcaaon. Then, you teiU put up 
a barrage if Bickct blows in ( " 

Aubrey Greene laid his hand on hit heart. “ And here 
wc are! ” 

for the convenience of the ckicnth h.ironct Michael had 
chosen the hour when the proper patrons of Aubrey Greene 
would still be lunchinc A slKh k-hc.ided young m.in and 
three pale-green girls .-lione w-iiidered among the picture*. 

1 he p.iinter led the w ay at once to hit m.isterpicce ; and for 
tome minutes tiui' stood hclorc it in a suitable paralytt*. 
To speak too soon in pr.nse would nercr do ; to speak too 
late would be equally tactless; to speak too fulsomely 
would jar; to mutter coldly- "Wry nice—very nice 
indeed ' ” would blight. To sav bluntly : “ Well, old man, 
to tell you the truth, I don’t like it a little bit! ” would get 
his goat. 

At last Michael pinched Fleur gently, and she said : 

“It really is charming, Aubrey; and awfully like—tt 
least—” 

“ So far as one can tell But really, old man, you’ve 
done it in once I’m afraid Bickct will think so, anyway," 

“Dash that ! ” muttered the painter. “ How do you 
find the colour values f ” 

“ Jolly fine ; especially the flesh ; don’t you think * 0 , 
Fleur f ” 

“ Yes ; only I should have liki d that shadow down the 
side a little deeper.” 

“ Yes f ” murmured the painter ; “ Perhaps!" 

“ You’ve caught the spirit,” said Michael. “ But I teU. 
yon what, old man, you’re for it—the thing’s gotneiaillf 
I don’t know what the criiia will do to you.” : 

Anbrey Greene smiled. “That was the sront'-oflliii^. 
She led me on. To get an idea’s fatal.” ,? 

“Personally, I don’t agree to that; do you, 
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“ Of course not; only one doesn’t say so.” 

‘‘ Time we did, instead of kow-towing to the CaW C’rillon 
I say, the hair’s all right, and so arc the toes—they curl .i-. 
you look at ’em.” 

“ And it IS a relief not to get legs painted in strcak\ 
cubes. The asphodels rather remind one of the flowers in 
Iwonardo’s ‘ Virgin of the Roc ks,’ .\iilirev ” 

“ The whole thing’s just a bit Ltoii.irdoish, old man 


You’ll have to live that down ” 

“Oh! Aubrey, my f.itlier’s seen it I hclieve he’s 
biting. Something \ou s.iii! impressed him -.ilmut oiir 
white monkey, d’you renumber ” 

Aubrey Greene threw up his hands. “ ,\li! That white 
monkey —to have painted that ' Eat the fruit and chuck 
the rinds around, and ask with your ejes what it’s all 
about.” 

“A moral!" s.iid Mich.iel: “Take c.ire, old man I 
Well! Ourt.i.vi 's running up Come .dong, Fleur; we’ll 
leave Aubrey to his tonscience.” 

Once more in the c.ib, he took her arm. 

“That poor little snipe, Bickct! Suppose I’d come on 
you a» he’ll come on his wife ! ” 

“ I ahouldn’t have looked so nice.” 

“ Oh ! yes; much nicer ; though she looks nice enough, 
1 must say.” 

“ Then why should Bickct mind, in these days of emanci- 
■^n 1 ” 

Good Lord, ducky! You don’t suppose 
* mean, wo emancipated people have got into 
linking we’re the world—well! we aren't; 
.rescence, small, and noisy. We talk as if all 
ues and prejudices bad gone; but they’ve no 
irealiy, you know, than the rows of villas and 
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“Why thii outburst, Mich.icl ? ” 

“ Well, darling, I’m a bit fij-up with the attitude of our 
crowd. If emancipation were true, one could stick It; but 
It’s not. There isn’t ten per cent, difference between now 
.md thirty years ago.” 

" How do you know I You weren't .alive ” 

“ -No ; but I re.id the papers, and t.ili. to the man in the 
street, .ind look at people’s f.iccs Our lot think they’re the 
t.iblecluth, but they’re only the fringe D’you know, only 
one hundred ,inJ titu thous md pi oph in tin-, country have 
ccer hc.ird a Ileitliuvcii S\nipliun\ ' Hov\ m.inv, do you 
suppose, think old 1! a back luiniber .’ Eue thousand, 
perhaps, out of forty two million,s How’s that for emanci¬ 
pation ! " 

He stopped, obscrung that her eyelids li.id drooped. 

“ I was thinking, Michael, that I should like to change 
my bedroom curt.iiii,s to blue I saw the ct.ict colour 
yesterday at ilarton’s They say blue has an effect on the 
mind—the present curt.iins really are too jazzy.” 

The eleventh baronet' 

” .Anything you like, darling Have a blue ceiling if it 
helps ” 

” Oh, no 1 But I think I'll change the carpet, too; 
there's a lovely powder blue at Hatton’s.” 

“ Then get it. Would you like to go there now I 1 can 
take the Tube back to tlic office.” 

“ Yes, I think I’d better. I might miss it.” 

Michael put his head out of the window. “HwKa'i, 
please 1 ” And, replacing his hat, he looked at lier. 
Emancipated! Phew 1 



CHAPTER IV 


AFTERNOON OF A BICKBT 

Just about that moment liul.ct n-enteteJ Itis sitting-room 
and deposited luc tray. All the morning under the sliadow 
of St. Paul’s he had re-lived U.ink Hibday, Exceptionally 
tired in feet and legs, he was also itching mentally. He had 
promijed himself a refreshing look from time to time at 
what was almost like a photo of \'il herself And he had 
lott the picture 1 A'et he had taken nothing out of his 
pockets —just hung his coat up. H.iJ it joggled out in the 
crush at the station, or had he missed his jn a ket opening and 
dropped it in the carri.ige I And he h.id wanted to see the 
original, too. He remembered that the Gallery began with 
• ' D,' and at lunch-time squandered a penny-halfpenny to 
.look up the names. Foreign, he was sure—the picture 
being naked. ‘ Dumetrius! ’ Ah ! 

Back at his post, he had a hit of luck. ‘ That alderman,’ 
idioin he had not seen for months, came b}'. Intuition 
made him say at once ; “ Hope I see you well sir. Never 
loigottes your kindness.” 

' l^erman,' who had been staring up as if he saw 
jl'tluum on the dome of St. Paul’s, stopped as though 
jktMmm by cramp. 

i ” he said ; “ what kindness f Oh ! bal- 
Uibl'kiStey were no good to me 1 ” 

I’m sure,” said Bicket humbly. 

you are 1 ” muttered the ‘ alderman ’; 

Wea it again.” 
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Half-a-crown! A whole half-crown! Bicket’t eye* 
pursued the hastening form. “ Good-luck ! " he said softly 
to himself, and began putting up his tray. “ I’ll go home 
and rest my feet, and tyke Vic to see that picture. It'll be 
funny lookin’ at it together ” 

But she was not in He sat down and smoked a fag. He 
felt aggrieved that she w.a.s out, this the first altcrnoon he 
had taken off (H course she couldn't st.iv in all day! 

Still-! Hcw.iucd tufiii) minutes, then put on Michael’s 

suit and shoes 

■ rU go and SI e it alone,’ he thought ‘ It’ll cost half as 
much. TIr) c'.,irgc you sixprnie, 1 expect.’ 

They charged him a .sliilliiig--a shilling ' One fourth of 
his day’s earnings, to see a picture ! lie entered bashfolly. 
There were ladies who smelled of scent and had drawling 
voices but not a patch on Vic for looks. One of then, 
behind him, said • 

“ Sec ! There's Aubre) Greene himself! And tbar’s the 
picture they’re talking ol—‘ .'\ftcrnoon of a Dryad.’ ” 

They passed him and mo\ ed on Bicker followed. At 
the end of the room, betwee n their dr.ipencs and catalogues, 
he glimpsed the picture. ,\ slight sweat broke out on Us 
forehead. .Almost life-size, among the flowers and spiky 
grasses, the face smiled round at liim—very image rf Vie I 
Could some one in the world be as like her as all that f Hje 
thought offended him, as a collector is offended ffsdhig die 
duplicate of an uiuquc possession. - ,. 

“ It’s a wonderful picture, Mr. Greene. What a type I " 

A young man without hat, and fair hair slidisg bo^. 
answered: 

“ A find, wasn’t she i " . . 

“ Oh! perfect! the very spirit of a wood tiynp]|,|'dir 
myaterious I ” 

The word that belonged to Vic! lttraaiidyjl|i^c{|& 
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she lay for all to look at, just because some beastly woman 
was made like her I A kind of rage invaded Bicket’s throat, 
caused his cheeks to burn ; and wuh it came a queer 
physical jealousy. That painter ! What business had he 
to paint a woman so like Vie as that—a woman that didn't 
mind lyin’ like that! They and their talk about cahryscuro 
and paganism, and a bloke called Lencardo ! Blast their 
drawling and their tricks! He tried to move away, and 
could not, fascinated by that cthg), so uncannily re¬ 
sembling what he h.id thought helongi-d to himself alone 
Silly to feel so bad o\er a ' i.<pinudenee,’ but he felt like 
smashing the glas^ and cutting the hodv up into little bits 
The ladies and the painter pa^st d on, leaving him alone 
before the picture ,Monc, he did not mind so much. The 
face was mournluMike, and IoikK, .md—and teasing, with 
its smile. It sort (if haunted vou—it did’ ‘Well!' 
thought BuLet, ‘ I'll get home to \’ic. Glad I didn’t bring 
her, after all, to see hersclf-likt If I was an alderman, I’d 
buy the blinkin' thing, and l)urn it! * 

And there, in the entrance-lobb), talking to a ‘dago.’ 
stood —his vcr\ own ‘ alderman ! ’ Bickct paused in .sheer 
amazement 

“ It’s arithing name', Mr. Forth) tc,” he heard the Dago 
say : “ hith prithes arc going up " 

“That’s all very well, Dumetnus, hut it’s not cvcrvlhKiv'a 
moitey in these days* -too highiy-linished, altogether! ” 
“Well, Mr. Fortin te, to xuu 1 take otf ten per tiient.” 

“ Take off twenty and Til Inn it ” 

That Dago’s shoulders mounted lUivc his hairy ears-- 
they d«i j and what a smile ' 

“ Mithtcr Forthyte ! Fitteen, ilur! ” 

^Wen, you’re doing me; but send it round to mi 
dnughter’t in South Square—you know the number. 
Wto do you close i ” 
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“ D.ty after to-morre™, thir.” 

So ! Tlic oiunttrfnt nl \ ic had gone to that ‘ alderman,’ 
had it J Eickct uttered a sa\age little sound, and slunk 
out 

Hewalked Mith a queer feeling H.iJ he got unnecessary 
uind up? After all. It » isn’t her Hut tu know that 
another wi man c ulJ smile that »a\, ii.oe fri/zy-cnded 
short Walk hair, and he all cursed the saiiu ' And at every 
uoman’s parsing fact ht looked,- oi dilfertnt, so utterly 
unlikt \ It’s' 

U hen i.e rt u hed home she ssas .standing in the middle of 
t It room, with h< r lips to a I'.dlooii All -iround her, on the 
Ihsir, chairs, tahh, m.intelpii ti, sstre tin hlossn-out shapes 
of his stock ; one by one tint h id fhiatid from her lips and 
selected their own resting plates |'u,i, green, orange, 
purple, I'liK, iidiuning witii their eolour the dingy little 
-p.ice All his halhs'iis blown up ' .And there, in her beat 
elothes, she stood, smiling, queer, excited. 

" \\ hat in thunder' ” said Huket 

Raising her dre-s-, shi took some er.u kling notes from th* 
top of he r slot king, and Ik hi tiieni out to him. 

“See! but)-tour pounds, Tuny ! I’ve got it alL We 
can go ” 

“What!" 

“ 1 had a brain wave— ssent tti that ,Mr. Mont who gave 
us the clothes, and he’s adean- td it. We can pay it back, 
some day. Isn’t it a mare cl ? ” 

Bicket's eves, startled like a rabbit’s, took in her aniile, 
her excited flush, and a .strange feeling shot through ail hia 
body, as if they were taking him inShe wasn’t like Vic ! 
No ! Suddenly he felt her arms round him, felt her moiat 
lips on his. She clung so tight, he could not move. Hia 
head went round. 

“At last! At last! Isn’t it fine? Kiss me, Tony I* 
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BicEet kissed; his vertigo was real, but behind it, for 
the moment stifled, what sense of unreality! . . . 

Was it before night, or in the night, that the doubt first 
came—ghostly, tapping, fluttering, haunting—then, in the 
davrn, jabbing through his soul, turning him rigid. The 
money—the picture—the lost paper—that sense of un¬ 
reality ! This story she had told him 1 Were such tilings 
possible f Why should Mr. Mont advance that money ? 
She had seen him—that was certain ; the room, the secre¬ 
tary—you couldn’t mistake her dcsiription of that Miss 
Perrea. Wh)', then, feel this jabbing doubt f The money 
—each a lot of money ! Not with Mr. Mont—never—he 
was a gent! Oh ! Swine that lie was, to have a thought 
like that—of Vic 1 He turned his back to her and tried to 
sleep. But once you got a thought hke that—sleep f No ! 
Hetiace among the balloons, tlie way she had smothered his 
'eyesand turned Ids head—so that he couldn’t think, couldn’t 
go into it and ask her questions 1 A prey to dim doubts, 
achings, uncertainty, tluills of hope, and visions of ‘ Aus- 
mdia,’ Bicket arose liaggard. 

“Well,” he said, over their cocoa and margarined bread ; 
•“I mMt see Mr. Mont, that’s certain.” And suddenly he 
xailded: “ Vic i ” looking straight into her face. 
hi'6h«JUfflwcred his look—straight, yes, straight. Oh! he 
siistptopei swine ! . . . 

!. WIms he had left the house V'ictorine stood quite still, 
hands pressed ag.dnst her chest. She had slept less 
ht. Still as a mouse, she had turned and turned the 
'Did I take him in i Did I I ’ And if not— 
I She took out the notes which had bought—or sold ( 
counted them once more. And the 
of li^atice burned within her. Had she wanted to 
that before men i Hadn’t she been properly 
that i Why, she ccnild have had the sixty 
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pounds three months ago from that sculptor, who was wild 
about her; or —>0 he said ! But she had stuck it ; yes, she 
had. Tony h.id nothing against her really—even if be 
knew it all. She had done it for him—Well! mostly— for 
him selling those h.illoons d.iy after day in all weathers! 
But for her, tin e would sidl he stuck, and another winter 
coming, and unemplovinent—so they said in the p.ipcr— to 
be worse and worse ! Stuck in the fogs and the cold, again ! 
Ugh ! Her chest was still funny sometimes ; and he alwry* 
hoarse And this poky little room, and the bed so small 
that she couldn’t siir without w.iking him Why should 
Tony doubt her f b'or he did—she had felt it, heard it in 
his “ Vic f ” Would Mr. Muiu convince him i Tony was 
sharp! Her head drooped. The unfairness of it all I 
Some had cverj thing 10 ilicir hand, like that pretty wife of 
Mr. Mont’s 1 .An J if one tried to tind a w.iv and get out to a 
new chance—then—then—this 1 She flung her hair back. 
Tony musi believe—he should! If he wouldn’t, let him 
look out. She had done nothing to be ashamed of! No 
indeed 1 And with the iunitine to go in front and le»l her 
happiness along, she got out her old tin trunk, and bc(n 
with careful method to put things into it. 
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“ I f»ncy I have, sir. It didn’t seem to go with my 
position.” 

“ No,” said Soamcs. “ Fleur seems well.” 

“Yes, she’s splendid.- Site does the Cou^ stunt, \ou 
know.” 

Soames stared. “ Th.it’s her mother,” he said ; “ I 
can't tell. Good-b)c ! Oh! I w.mt to know; what’s the 
' meaning of th.at exprc.sMon ‘ ent lii.s goat ? ’ ” 

“‘Got his go.it ! ’ Oh, ru.iJ his dander, if you know 
what that nie.ans, it was lulnrt m\ time.” 

“I see,” said Soames ; “ I li.id it right, then. Well I ” 
He tamed. His b.ack was ver\ neat and re.d It vanished 
through the doorway, and wiili it sained to go the sense 
of dehnition. 

Michael look up the proofs, .inJ nT two poems. Bitter 
as quinine ! The unrest m tlicm ■ til earning behind the 
, words! Notliing Chine.se there ! /J .ill, the ancients— 
■ like Old Forsyte, and his father in .1 7 different wav— 

had an anchor down. ‘ What is iiVj^thought Mich.icl. 
‘What’s wrong with us .’ Wc'rc ipiKl, jmd clever, cock- 
aare, and dissatisfied. If only somethiilj ,'ould enthuse us, 
flt get our goats ! We’ve chucked rchr ' tradition, pro- 
pity ; and in their place we put at > Beauty 1 

Gosh I See Walter Naring, and the Caff Ion! And yet 

nnat be after sometlting 1 Betti,. j„,rld f Doesn’t 
^Kkait. Future life ? Suppose I ou “ look into ” 

l^thaalMin, as Old Forsyte would —half in this 

in that—deuced odd if so ; less restive 
Chinese. 

'a#n— to what) then) was it all r 

they, 

* e—they 4 

Clu.WjMjIftMl come ifl) please. Miss Pc, > »»£w the new 
lournals: * Vinter wifi 
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shortly is*ae ‘Counterfeits,’ by the author o( ‘Copper 
Coin,’ the outstanding suca-ss of the last publishing season. 

I wonder how many publishers ha\'c claimed that, Mias 
Perren, for how many books this yc.ir ( ‘ These poems 
show aU the brilliancy of mood, and more than the technical 
accomplishment of the young author’s first volume.’ 
How’s that ? ” 

“ Brilh.incv ut mo.id, Mr Mont ? Do you think ? ** 

“No. Itut uli.a ,im I to '.ay? ‘All the pangs and 
pessimism ! ’ ” 

“ Oh, no ' But po53ibly ; ‘ All the brilliancy of diction, 
tlic strangLii. s' and variety of miKid ’ ” 

“Good But It'll cost more, bay: ‘All the brilliant 
8 tr.ingene.s3 ’, th it'll ring their bclK in once. We’re nuta 
on ‘ the Strang.',’ but we're not getting it -the oiOrJ, ym, 
but not the .str.uig' ’’ 

“ burcly Mr. l)e.sert g. t'-’’ 

“'Ves, sornet.mcsj but hardly any one else. To b« 
strange, you’ve got to have guts, if you’ll excuse the phnSe, 
Miss Perren.’’ 

“ Cenainly, .Mr. .Mont. Th ii young man Bicket il 

waiting to sec N ou " 

“ He is, IS he i ” said Michael, taking out a cigarette. 
“Give me time to tighten my belt, Mu'S Perren, and asfc 
liim up.” 

‘ The lie benevolent,’ he thought; ‘ now for it!’ 

The entrance of Bicket into a room where hU last a^ieark.. 
ante had been so painful, was accomplished with « Otetahl 
stolidity. Michael stood, back to the hearth, 

Bicket, back to a pile of modem novels, with 
“ This great new novel ” on it. Michael nodded. 

“Hallo, Bicket 1” 

Bicket nodded. 

“ Hope you’re keeping well, sir 1 ” 
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“ Frishtfully well, thank you.” And there was silence. 

“Well,” .said Michael, at hast, “ 1 suppose you’tc come 
about th.at little .idv.ince to your wife. It’s quite .ill riyht, 
no hurry whateser,” 

While .saying this he had beenme con.scious th.it the 
‘little snipe' u.is dre.ulfully disturbed His cits had .1 
most peculiar look, those large, shnmp-likc cies uhich 
seemed, as it were, in adi.mee of the rest of him He 
hastened on : 

“I believe in .Aiistr.ilia m\-.elf I think you're perhetli 
right, Bicket, and the sootier you go, the better. She 
doesn’t look too strong " 

Bicket sw.'dloued 

“ Sir,” he .said, “ you've been a gent to me, and it's hard 
to say things.” 

“ Then don't.” 

Bicket' 's checks heramc suffu.sed with blood : queer ctuet 
in that pale, hagg.irJ l.iee 

“ It isn’t what you think,” he said : “ I’ve come to ask 
you to tell me the truth ” Suddcnli he whipped trom hts 
pocket what Michael perceived to be a crumpled novel- 

wrapper. 

“ 1 took this from a book on the counter as I came by, 
downstairs. Tliere ! Is that my wife ? ” He stretched 
il oat. 

Michael beheld with consternation the wrapper of 
Slorbcrt’s novel. One thing to tell the lie benevolent 
nlready determined on—quite another to deny this 1 

Bicket gave him little time. 

“ I see it is, from your fyee,” he said. “ What’s it all 
; ttean 1 I want the truth—I must ’ave it! I’m gettin' 

, wild wet all this. If that’s ’cr fyee there, then that’s ’er 
Body in the Gallery—Aubrey Greene ; it’s the syme nyme. 
What’s it all mean 1" His face had become almost fonnid- 
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able; his cockney accent very broad. “ WTrat gytae 'as 
she been plyin’ i You gotta tell me before 1 go aht of *«re." 

Michael’s heels came together. He said quietly. 

“ Steady, liickct.” 

“ Steady ! You’d be steady if \aur wife-! All that 

money! You ne\ir .iJv.inceJ it—you never give it ’et— 
never! Don’t ti II me you did ! ” 

Michael had t.ikcn liis line. No liis! 

“ I lent lur ten [VlunJ^ to m.ike .i round sum of it—tIuit^S< 
all; the rest alic e.irntd-honourably ; and you ought to be 
proud of her ” 

Bicket’s month fell o|'cn 

“Proud J .And Iioh’s she e.itncd it! Proud I My 
Gawd!” 

Mich.lcl s.llJ ColdK 

“ As a modil I mcse'lf gave her the introduction COny 
friend, Mr Grune. the d.i)' you h.id lunch with me. Yos'v#. 
heard of mode K, 1 suppose ; ” 

Biefcet's hands tore the urapper, and the pieces fell tti': 
the floor. “ Modi K ! ’’ he laid : “ Pynters—ycl, Pw. 
’card of ’em—Svcincs! ” ' 

“ No more swine than you arc, Bicket. Be kind 
not to insult my friend. Pull yourself together, nuts, Mid ; 
take a cigarette.” 


Bicket dashed the proffered case aside. 

“ I—1—was stuck on her,” he said pas6ioaa^».?tMii)||; 
she’s put this up on me! ” A sort of sob carae^^^J^ 

“ You were stuck on her,” said Michael; hit 
•ting in it. “And when she docs her best 
torn her down—is that it i Do you suppose 
Bicket covered his face suddenly. 

** What should 1 know f ” he mumied 


Juoids. 
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A wave of pity flooded up in Michael. Pity ! Blurb ! 

He said drily; “ When you’ve quite done, Bicket. 
D’you happen to remember what you did for htr 1 ” 

Bicket uncovered his face and stared wildly. “ You’ve 
never told her that 1 ” 

“No; but I jolly well will if you don’t pull vourself 

together.” 

"What do I care if you do, now—It in’ like that, for all 
the men in the world ! Sixty pound! Honourably! 
D’you think I believe that f ” His \oice had desolation 

in it. 

"Ah!” s.iid Michael. “You don’t believe simply 
because you’re ignorant, as ignor.mt as tlie swine you talk 
of. A girl can do what she did and be perlectl) honest, as 
I haven’t the faintest doubt she is. You've onU to huik at 
her, and hear the way she speaks of it. She did it because 
she couldn’t bear to see you .selling those balloons. She 
did it to get you out of the gutter, and give you both a 
chance. And now you’ve got the chance, you kick up like 
this. Dash it all, Biekct, be a sport ! Suppose I tell her 
what you did for her—d'you think she's going to squirm and 
'squeal 1 Not she ! It was damned human of you, and it 
was damned human of her ; and don’t you forget it! ” 

Bicket swallowed violently again. 

, ^ It’s all very well,” he said, sullenly ; “ it ’asn’t ’appened 
Joyou." 

MSdhael was afflicted at once. No! It hadn’t happened 
dtoMu'l- And all his doubts of Fleur in the days of Wilfrid 
fcame hitting him. 

"Lotdt here, Bicket,” he said, “do you doubt your 
aSection f The whole thing is there. I’ve only seen 
jNt.<;trica,hat I don’t see how you can. If she weren’t fond 
,of yon, why should she want to go to Australia, when she 
'haifmii^ can make good money here, Ad enjoy herself 
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if she wants ? I can vouch for ms friend Greene. He’* 
dashed decent, ,ind I kno-x he's played cricket." 

But, scarchmi; Bicket's face, he wondered : Were all the 
others she h.iJ s.it to as dashed decent ? 

‘‘ latok here, Bicket I We all yet up apamst it some¬ 
times ; and that's till, test of us. You've just ^ 0 / to believe 
in her; there’s noilunj; < Ki to it.” 

‘‘To mvkc a show of lursill for .dl the world to seel” 
The words seemed to struyyh from tin skinny throat. “ I 
s.aw th.it picture houpht vesttrd.a hv a ruddy alderman.” 

Michael could not coiice.il .1 yrin .it this description of 
‘ Old I'orsvtc ’ 

‘‘.As a ni.iitcr of f.ict." lit s.iul. ‘‘ ir w.is houyht by my 
own f.ithcr'ind.iw .is .1 jnesent to us, to h.my in our house. 
.And, mind voii, Huki t. it's .1 line ihiiiy " 

‘‘All!’’cried Hit l.ct, " 11 1.'.1 line tinny ! Money! lt'« 
money houyht her Monej'lihuv aiiv thiiiy It'll buy the 
'cart out of vour chest.” 

.And .Micluicl thought; ‘ I can’t get away with it a bit I 
What price emancipation i He’s never he.ird of the Greek*! 
And if he had, they’d seem to him a lot of Irxisc-living 
foreigners. I must quit.’ .\nd, suddenly, he saw tears 
come out of those shrimp’s eyts, and trickle down the 
hollowed checks 

Very disturbed, he said hastily : 

“ When you get out there, you’ll never think of it agaia. 
Hang it all, Bicket, be a man ! She did it for the be»t. H 
I were you. I’d never let on to her that 1 knew. Hut’* 
what she’d do if 1 told her how you snooped tho*e ‘ Copper 
Coins.’ ” 

Bicket clenched his fists—the action went curiofldy with 
the tears ; then, without a word, he turned and shuffled OBt. 

‘ WeU,’ thought Michael, ‘ giving advice is cieaify OOt ajr 
stunt 1 Poor litfle snipe! ’ 
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QUITTANCE 


Bicket Stumbled, half-blind, ahinp the Strand. Naturally 
good-tempered, such a nerve-storm made him feel ill, and 
,'l;tnii8ed in the brain. Sunlight and motion .slowly restored 
.liOine power of thought. He h.id got the truth. But was it 
fthe whole and nothing but the truth ? Could she have 

iinad* all that money without- ! If he could believe 

^dwt, then, perhaps—out of this country where people could 
'^jee her naked for a shilling— he might forget But—all that 

l.ttooey! And even if .dl earned ‘ honourable,’ as Mr. 
a'Slalthad put it, in how many daj'S, exposed to the eyes of 
Ijj-liow many men ? He groaned aloud in the street. The 
ht of going home to her—of a scene, of wliat he might 
lif there werr a scene, was just about unbearable. And 
Ifillit do it, he supposed. He could have borne it 
■ St. Paul's, standing in the gutter, offering his 
rA man of leisure for the first time in his life, a 
laldcrman ’ with nothing to do but step in and 
*t to the ruddy butterflies ! And he owed that 
t a man with nothing to take his thoughts oS 
I not bear 1 He would rather have snaffled the 
t a shop till. Better that on his soul, than the 
I'datk fiendish sexual jealousy. ‘ Be a man 1 ’ 
Pull yoorself together! She did it for yon! ’ 
ijlihaet rather she had not. Black&ian 
i in the mud dq^ there 1 But 
they woald &h vw oat aih*, 


(that < 
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and run you in for it—and nothing gained—not eren the 
pleasure of thinking that V'ic would sec what she had dtate, 
when she came to identify the body. Dead was dead, nay^ 
way, and he would never know what she felt post-ffiOftCBi 
He trudged across the bridge, keeping his eyes befotc Uffi. 
Little Ditch Street—how he used to scuttle down it, back to 
her, when siic had pneunioni.i! Would he never fedfikO 
that again ’ He strode p.ist tiie w indow, and went in. 

Victonne w.is still liendmg over the brown tin 
She straightened herself, .ind on her face tame a rold, Um4s 
look. 

“ Well,” she s.iid, ” I see you know.” 

Bicket h.kt but two steps n, t.ike m tliai small room. Ifc 
took them, and put his li.mvis on her shoulders. Hit face 
was close, his i \e.s, so l.irge and s'.r.nncd, searched hcfS. 

** i know s'ou'se nnde a show of ycrself for all London tO 
sec; what 1 want to know is— the rest! ” 

Victorine st.ircd back at him. 

“The rest!” she s.od—it was not a question, jatt #■ 
repetition, in a voice that seemed to mean notliing.. Vj ' 

” Ah ! ’’ said Bicket ho.jrseh , ” 1 he rest—Well t * 

“ If you think there's a ’ re-l,' that’s enough.” ■ 

Bicket jerked his hands awa\ 

“ Aoh ! for the land's sake, daon’t be 
’alf orf me nut! ” 

“ I sec that,” said Victorine; “and 1 see 
aren’t what I thought you. D’j ou think I liked 
She raised her dress and took out the notes, 
are! You can go to Austrrdia without roc." 

Bicket cried i^arsely: ‘‘ And leave you 
pynters f ” 

“ And leave me to mcself. Take them 1 
Bnt Bicket recoiled against the 
with horror. “ Not me 1 ” 




la modern oomedv 

caa*t keep 'em, 1 eanwd dim to get jrou ont 

'< Thxtt was a long silence, while the notes lay between 
thm on the table, still crisp if a little greasy—the long- 
desired, the dreamed-of means of release, of happiness 
•together in the sunshine. There they lay; neither would 
take them ! What then f 

“Vic,” said Bicket at last, in a hoarse whisper, “ swear 
you never let 'em touch you ! ” 

“ Y?s, I can swear ih.a.’’ 

And she could smile, too, s.ismg it—that smile of hers ! 
How believe her—living all these months, keeping it from 
him, telling him a lie about it in the end I He .sank into a 
chair by the table and laid his head on his arms. 

Victorinc turned and began pulling an old cord round the 
trunk. He raised his head at the tiny sound. Then she 
really meant to go away ! He saw his life devastated, 
mpty as a cocoanut on Hampstead Heath, and all defence 
ran melted out of his cockney spirit. Tears rolled from his 
eye*. 

“When you were ill," he said, " 1 stole for you. I got 

the sack for it.” 

.. She *pun round. “ Tony—you never told me 1 What 
did you steal ? ” 

•“Books. All your extra feedin’ was books.” 

For a long minute she stood looking at him, then stretched 
her hands without a word. Bicket seized them. 
vS*! don’t care about anything,” he gasped, “so’elp me, 
mrlrag as you’re fond of me, Vic 1 ’’ 

* “And 1 don’t neither. Oh 1 let’s get out of this, Tony ! 
twin) little room, this awful country. Let’s get out of 

). Yet.’! said Bicket: and out her hands to his eves. 



CHAPTER VTI 


LOOKIKC INTO EI-DfasON 

SoANirs had D.mln and Winter divided in thought 
between EUrrvin and the Wink Mnnkey \v Fleur »ur- 
miscd, he had never fnrtjoiten Aubrey (irccnc’s word* 
concerning that bit of salt age trom the wreck of George 
Forsyte, “ F.it the fruit' of !ile, siatier the rinds, and get 
cupped doing It ■' til' .ipplic.iiion ol thcni tended towards 
the field ot bu'int" 

The countrt \c.i' still liting on its e.ipit.il. With the 
collapse of the tarrying trade ,ind European markett, they 
were importing food the\ couldn't afford to pay for. In hU 
opinion they would get copped doing it, and that before 
long. British credit wa. ail verv w'cll, the wonder of the 
world and that, but you couldn't live indefinitely on wonder. 
With shipping idle, concerns making a loss all over the place, 
and the uncmplo)td in swarms, it was a pretty pair of 
shoes! Even insurance must suffer before long. Periiapt 
that chap Eldcrson had foreseen this already, and wa* 
simply feathering his nest in time. If one was to be Ct^iped 
in any case, why bother to be honest f Tlii.s was cynidam 
so patent, that all the Forsyte in Soames rejected it; and 
yet it would keep coming back. In a general banlcmptcy,, 
why trouble with thrift, far-sightedness, integrity f EWB 
the Conservatives were refusing to call thaMelw CoBK, 
servatives aga:.i, as if there were something ikHettllHn- 
abont the word, and they knew there was iwHy aotUDg 
left to conserve. “ Eat the fruit, Katiet the ruxb, . 
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copped doing it.” That yonug painter liad said a clever 
thing — yes, and his picture was clever, though Dumetrius 
had done one over the price—as usual! Where would 
'ffeur hang it t In the hall, he shouldn’t be surprised— 
good light there ; and the sort of people they knew wouldn’t 
jib at the nude. Curious—where all the nudes went to! 
Yon never saw a nude—no more than you saw the pro¬ 
verbial dead donkey I Soamcs had a momentary vision of 
dying donkeys laden with pictures of the nude, stepping off 
the edge of the world. Refusing its e,xtr.ivagance, he raised 
his eyes, just in time to see St. Paul’s, .as l.irge .as life. That 
little beggar with his balloons wasn’t there to-day! Well— 
i^d nothing for liim ! At a tangent his thoughts turned 
;,tiBynurda the object of his pilgrim.igt—the P.P.R.S. and its 
l&^jw’s accounts. At his suggesuun, the\ were writing 
'eff that Gcrm.in business wiiules.ilc—a dead loss of two 
'inutdted and thirty thousand pounds. Tlure would be no 
hneran dividend, and even then they would be carrying 
fe^axd a debit towards the next half-year. Well! better 
ICMteatotten tooth out at once and done with ; the share- 
wdden would have six months to get used to the gap before 
jtegMeral meeting. He himself had got used to it already, 
would they in time. Shareholders were seldom 
startled—a long-suffering lot! 
board room the old clerk was still filling his ink- 
MKwto'thc magnum. 


here, will you 1 ” 

^dbrk withdrew. Soames looked at the clock. 
i^ Sttk shaft of sunlight slanted down the wains- 
Mlfioor. There was nothing else alive in the room 
mbottle and the tick of the clock; not even a dally 
mife*? watched the Unebottle. He lemeinbered 
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how, as a boy, he had preferred bluebottles asd gteen- 
bottlcs to the ordinary fly, because of their bright oilour. 
It was a lesson. The showy things, the brilliant people, 
were the dangerous. Witness the Kaiser, and that predoos 
Italian poet—what was his n.ime ! And this Jaek-o'- 
lantern of their own ! He shouldn’t be surprised if EldeiHOft 
were brilliant in priv.itc life. Wliv didn’t the chap conn I; 
Was that entininter with young Ituttcrfield giving fat®' 
pau.se ! The hlui iHUtle sr.ivsh d up the p.ine, hii/zcd doWB,;^ 
crawled up ae.mi; tin sunhght stole inward along the 
fiiKir. All w.is r.ieuous in the hoard room, as tho«(^: 
embodying the printipU of insiir.mcc ; “Keep things m; 
they are ” 

‘ Can’t kick my heels here lor ever,’ thought Soames, and" 
moved to th< window In that wide street leading to d® 
river, sunshine illumimd a lew pedestrians and a htwet’s 
dray, but along the main artery at tlie end the tcaffic 
streamed and rattled. lamJon 1 A monstrous { 4 soe|' 
And all insured ! ' What'll it be like thirty years henci 
he thought, 'i'o think tliat there would In; London, wWhOI>li 
himself to see it! He felt sorre for the place, softy fo 
himself. Even old (Ir.idm.m would be gone. He sappOWd; 
the insurance societies would haik after it, but bo 
know. And suddenly he became aware of EldcfSOH&i^Bii 
fellow looked quite jaunts, in a suit of dii toes and 

“ Contemplating the future, Mr. Forsyte i ” • 

“ No,” said Soames. How had the fellow giW||p||^|f 
thoughts I 

“ I’m glad you’ve come in. It gives me a eh4Slt|||W|jK 
how grateful I am for the interest you take in 
It's rare. .A manager has a lonely job.” 

Was he mocking He seemed altc^ther 
nppish. Light-heartednm always made S<i»Hill’ Mi8iM l 
—there was generally some ream lot ith, ^ 
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“If every director were as conscientious as you, one 
would sleep in one’s bed. I don’t mind telling you that the 
amount of help I got from the Board before you came on 
it was—well—negligible.” 

Flatter)'! The fellow must be lc.iding up to something 1 

Eldcrson went on : 

“ I can say to you what I couldn’t say to any of the 
others : I’m not at all happy about bu^incss, Mr. Forsyte. 
England is just about to discover the state she’s really 

in.” 

Faced with this startling confirmation of his own 
thoughts, Soame.s reacted 

“ No good crying out before we’re hurt,” he said ; “ the 
pound’s still high We’re good staters ” 

“ In the soup, I’m .afraid. If something drastic isn’t 
done—we shall stay there. And anything drastic, as you 
know, mean.s disorgankation and lean years before vou 
leap reward.” 

How could the fellow talk like this, and look as bright 
and pink as a new penny .’ It confirmed the theory that 
he didn’t care what happened. .And, suddenly, Soames 
resolved to try a shot. 

“ Talking of lean years—I came in to say that I think we 
most call a meeting of the shareholders over this dead loss 
of the&nnan business.” He said it to the floor, and looked 
tioicldynp. The result was disappointing. The manager’s 
figh^-grey eyes met his without a blink. 

V A'yve been expecting that from you,” he said, 
j '‘Tlw deuce you have 1 ’ thought Soames, for it had but 
mdtment come into his mind. 

, means call one,” went on the manager; “ but 

Pm afrwS the Board won’t like it.” 

’. Soames,refrained from saying: ‘ Nor do I.’ 
icSitatllhMlmrekolders. Mr. Forsyte. In a long experience 
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I’ve found that the loss you rub th.cir noses in anything 
unpleasant, the better for every one.” 

“ That may be,” said Soamt s, stiffening in contrariety ; 

“ but it's all .1 pan of the vice of not f.uing things.” 

” I don’t think. .VIr. Forwte. th.ii vou will accuse me of 
not f.uHig things, m tin tiiiic to come " 

Time to lomc ! Now, wli.ii on earth did the fellow mean 
by that ’ 

‘•\Vtll, I sh.ill moot It at tl.i next Hoard," he said. 

“ Quill ' ” ' od the m.inac" r “ Nothing like bridging 
things to a lu ui, is then ’ ” 

Again that indilin.iMi mo. ierv, is if he had something 
up his .slcivi .''Ii.iim looked methaniially at the fellow’s 
cuffs— beautilillv l.oii.dircd, with a blue stripe; at hi* 
holland waist, on, ..iid his hiri's-ive Ik -a regular dandy. 
He would givi him .i .iccon.l barri 1 ' 

” Ify the w.iv,' he s.iid,'■ Mont's written a book. I’ve 
taken a cop. 

Not a blink ! A little more show of teeth, perhaps— 
false, no doubt' 

“ I’ve taken two- -poor, d.ar Mont! ” 

Soames h.id a sense of del. it This ih.ip was armoiired 
like a crab, varnished like a .''p.inish t.ible. 

“ Well,” he said, “ 1 mu.st go ” 

The manager held out his h.md. 

“ Good-bye, Mr. F.irsv le I'm so grateful to yoo." 

The fellow was actually squeezing his hand. Soame* 
went out confused. To have his hand squeezed tsrai *0 f#l# f 
It undermined him. And yet, it might be the domt of « 
consummate bit of acting. He couldn’t tell. He had, faoW'' 
ever, less intention even than before of moving fora aiMtaiy' 
of the shareholders. No, no! That had just bee# a dot 
get a rise ; and it had failed. But the Butterfield Am lad 
gone home, surely! If innocent, EldcraoB ttatt ■ 
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have alladed to the impudence of the young man’s call. 
And yet such a cool card was capable of failing to rise, just 
to tease you I No ! Nothing doing—as they said nowadays. 
He wa« as far as ever from a proof of guilt; and to speak 
ti^tht glad of it. Such a scand.d could serve no purpose 
»ave that of blat.kcning the whole concern, directors and all. 
People were so careless, they never stopped to think, or 
apportion blame where it w.is din Ki < p .1 sh.irp eye open, 
' and go on as they vserc ! No vo-tj -firrin^ hornets' nests! 
He had got Sf) far in thought and progress, when a voice 

<aid: 

*‘Well met, lo-rscte ’ Arc yoa going my way ' ” 

*‘OJd Mont,” Lonung down ihe ^teps nf * bnooks' | 

“I don’t know,’' said S-Mincs 
**rin off to the Aemplane f'lr luiuii " 

“lhat ncw-fanglcd place ' " 

"Rising, you know, I'ursUe - rMng” 

' " I*ve just been seeing Elderaon lie's bought two copies 
of jroar bot^k ” 

" Dear me ! Poor fellow ! ” 

Soames smiled faintly “That's what he said of you! 
.-jAlui who d’yuu think sold them to him ? Young Butter- 


still alive ? “ 
this morning.” 

.& liwrence’s face took on a twist: 
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One could get no help from that baronet fellow; he 
couldn’t take an\tinny seriou-,ly. Two women! At 
Eldcrvon’s aye ! What a life! There were always men 
like that, not content with one ihiny at a lime—living 
datiycrouslt' It was mssttnuij^ to him You might look 
and look into rh,,]", like ihai, and ve nollony. And yet, 
tlicre tiie\ wire ' Hi cnoMd I'a li dl, and went into the 
room where lonnol^^ellr^ w< r, lamiotot d’akiny down the 
menu at tin- s. riin tahle, i" orJinJ lumwll a dozen 
OVsters, hut, suJdetiK remi nils ring that the month 
contained iiu “ r,” clianycj thun to a ineJ iolc. 
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“No, dear lie.irr, N.itun''. ‘ oil'' ” 

“ How (I’yuu iiUMii. Mu li u I ' " 

“ Weil, K'ok at ilu \ iiun n«<\i U w- i,'' t S<''.lu1(‘us ^tiuT 
pitched nn C’i)rni-«h ilitt" or Yorl'hin ^ r Incn on 

a Yorkshire moor it «.omi' oft on \oii. and the Dirt- 
moor brand (jo-vh ' harinioor. ulur- the passions tome 
from—ever luu n on Dartmoor ' \\ ell, ilu v don't, \ou kno',\ 
And the South ^ta Iniiu h ' ( >li, la, la ’ \nd the poi tv, the 
splash-and-vplutur school don't c'-t unhin iniK v <•! Nature. 
The villatje uliot sthodl is a hit luttir, u rtainU .Mttr all, 
old Wordsworth made Nature, and vlu's a bromide Ot 
course,there’s r.us nature with tlu vmall ‘n’ , but it s<iu eoinc 
Up against that, it takes )ou all \ our time to keep dive—the 
Nature we j,Ms about is lieenseJ, nuel) blended and boiileJ 
Shc*S not truidern enough for c<tnre!npor.ir\ sl\lc ” 

“ Oh ! well, let’s on the ri\er, an>way, Mieliael. \Vc 
can have tea at “ The Shtlter.’ ” 

They were just reaching what Michael always called ‘ this 
deftirabie residence,’ when Fleur leaned forward, and, 
touching his knee, said . 

“ I’m not half as nice to you as you deserve, Mielucl.” 
”Good Lord, darling! 1 thought you were.’’ 

“I know I’m selfish ; especially just now.” 

"It’l only the eleventh baronet.” 

^Yca-; it*8 a great responsibility. I only hope he’ll be 

like you" 

liicKael $Iid in to the landing-stage, shipped his sculls, 
and Mt down beside her. 


ayo 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


271 

“ If he’s like me, I shall disown him But sons take after 
their mothers ’* 

“I nwant in ehar.ictcr I v\.(iu liim Inghtfully to be 
cheerful and not rt.vilesv, and have the feeling that life’s 
north while " 

Michael stared at lur lips--t!ie\ were quivering; at her 
check, sliglitl) hronmd h\ the aft(.rn"')n's‘>iinnjng ; and, 
bending viden.i\s, he pul lits t»nn agiinst it 

“ He’ll Ih a sunnv litth ul^^, I'm " 

Fleur ^h<ntl^ lit r !■ id 

“ I don't v\.irit him gruds and Mlt-untred , n’s in my 
blood, \(iu l.H'in 1 uin see it's ugU, but I ean’l help it. 
Hon do \uu n.in.ige nut to be ' 

Micliai-I rutll’d hl^ h ur null liis lr«.e li.ind 

“The sun luiT tu'i hut tur )uij. is it, dinky?” 

“ No Scrl<•ll^I\, Mkhael --lion ’’ 

“ But i am Took at the nav I want \ou Nothing will 
cure me ol thot 

A slight prc^Mirc of her cheek on his ..nn was liearicnil^, 
and he said 

“ Do )ou remember cuning down the garden one night, 
and finding me m a boat just here ’ When you’d gone, 1 
>t(K»d on m\ head, to Ci)ol it. I nas on m) uppers ; I didn’t 

think I’d got an earthly- ” He stopped. No! He 

would not remind her, but that was the night when #hc 
said ; “ Come again when I know I can’t gel my wiihl” 
The unknown cousin ! 

Fleur said quietly : 

** 1 was a pig \ ou, Michael, but I was awfully unhapp)'. 
Thai’s gone. It’s gone at last; there’s nothing wrong now, 
except my own nature ” 

Conscious (hat hk feelings betrayed the period, Hichad 
said: 

“ Oh ! if that’s all! What price tea ? ” 
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They went up the lawn arm-in-arm. Nobody was at 
home—Soames in London, Annette at a g.arden p.irty. 

** We*D have lea on the verandali, please,” said Eleur. 

Sitting there, happier than he ever remembered being, 
Michael conceded a certain value to N.iturc, to the sun- 
»hinc stealing down, tlic scent ot pinhs and roses, the 
sighing in the aspens .Annette’s pet doves were looing; 
and, beyond the (piietly-flowing river, tin spires of poplar 
trees rose along the furtlier bank But, att<r all, lie was 
only enjoying them bev.uisc oi the girl In-ide him, whom 
he loved to touch and look at, and because, lor the llrst 
time, he felt as if shv did not want to get up and flutter 
t>8 to some one or something iKe Cunou- that there 
dbold be, out'ide oneself, a In mg who votnpletvlv robbed 
ttewjrld of Its importance, ‘snoopid,’ as it were, the 
.wh<ae''*bag of tricks’—and shv one's own wifi ' Wry 
ifc^OUS, conskhrmg what one was ’ He heard lier sav : 
■Ic^Of course, mother's ,i Catholic , unlv, living vviili 
filiter down here, she left oil practising bhc didn't even 
bollterine much I’w been tbinktig, Michael—what shall 
we do about him f ” 
d, Let him rip ” 

p-yf* I don’t know. He must be t.uiglit something, because 
to school. The Catholics, vou know, reallv do get 
'ithirfjy oat of their religion ” 

go ii l>linJ ; it’s the only logical way 

having no religion makes one feel that nothing 

enppressed the words: ' We could bring him up 
’ pper,’ and said, instc.id ; 

me that whatever he’s taught will only 
think for himself; then he’U settle down to 
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“ But what do Vtt think about things, Michael ? You’re 
as ptjod as an} one 1 know ” 

“Gosh!” murmured Miehacl, strangely flattered: “ 1» 
that so f ” 

“ What t/" you think r Be satims' ” 

“WVll, darhnu, docirin.ilK ii''fi.it(L' v\likh means, of 
course, that I U'a rGu-n-n I helR\c one has to 

pla) ll). giOK but that's 1. thus ” 

“ Hut «;ur^.]^ it’- a !i..i,duaj' n<it to bt able to rely Oft 
anMhiny but I'la > It ' Itili'.r.* - nu tliiiu: to be had out 
of «ins li-rm < 1 b-h'!, <‘i'< n'leht o wdi havt it.” 

Michiu 1 srnih d. 1 ut n-u > n ili'. ^iirt »i.e 
“ You'rt f ini. tM a- . >i; iik« .linuit the elevcntlji 

bnrnni-i, and j n; u> ii'<t \(M! Hut eotisidering his 
brcodim:- 1 laiuv fir’ll b' a bit “t a Meptic” ■ 

“ Ihu 1 ih'n’t '■!' i him !•> In f-i i iihrr he were snug, and 
conviiKi d and 'Ihli.it j tu i-m onK in ikc’< one restless,** 

“ No white imuiUv in Inni ' Ah' Iwonder! It’sinthe. 
air, I puiss U( onb> iliini,’ will b- lo leaeh him a sense 
of other pii'ph, as \oumr possible, with a slippcf, if* 
necc6&ar)- ” 

Fleur gave him n ch-.ir look, and lauitneJ. 

“Yes," .she said- “Mother us<d lo try, bat father 
wouldn’t lei her" 

They did not reach home till pi‘'t eight oMikIl 
“E ither your taihcr's here, or nnne," ?aid Michad, ill 
the hall, “ there’s a prehistoric hat.” 

“ lt*s Dad's His IS grc\ inside. Bart’s is buff/* 

Id the Chinese S^uimcs indeed was discovered^ 
an opened Idler, and Ting-a-ling at hi« feet, 
letter out to Michael, without a word 
There was no date, and no address; Michael ceiid 


" Dear Ma. Forsyte.—P erhaps you will he||lxj|^||9l||^ 
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to tell the Board at the meeting on Tuesday that I am on my 
way to immunity from the consequences of any peccadillo 
I may have been guilty of. H\ the time you reccMvc this, I 
shall be there I have alwa\s held that the secret of life, 
no less than that of business, is to knu\s uhen not to stop. 
It will be n(‘ use to proceed against me, for ms per-,<m will 
not be all.uliable, as I bcluve sou call it in the l.iss, and I 
have left no properts behind It sour object svas it) corner 
me, 1 cannot congratul.itc sou on sour tactics jf, on the 
Other hand, sou inspired that scuiiu: man's simi as a 
warning that sou were still j ursumg the matter, I sliould 
like to add luw ih.inks to those vshuh I e\pressL-d when I 
Jaw you j Isw d i\ s .ipo 

"IkluM me, de.ir Mr Iurs\te, 

“ I'.iulihilU )ours, 

" RoKI KT Kl.111 Rsos ” 

Michael s.iid cheerfullv ■ 

Happ_\ release' Now yrm'll fc<] safer, sir" 

Soames p.i.sscJ hw h.md over his l.iee, cvidcntK wipinp 
off its expression " We’ll discuss it l.iter," he said " This 
dog’s been kecfsmg me comp.inv." 

Michael .vdnnrcd him at tliat moment He was obviously 
swallowing his ' grief,’ to save hlcur 
, “ Fleur’s a bit tired,” he said. " We’ve be-en on the 
river, and had tea at ' The Shelter ’, Madame wasn’t in. 
Let’s have dinner at once, Fleur ” 

Ftenr had picked up Ting-,i-ling, and was holding her 
lace OOt of reach of his avid tongue. 

“ Sorry you've had to wait, Dad,” she murmured, behind 
the yellow fur ; “ I’m just going to wash ; shan’t change.” 
When she had gone, So.amcs reached for the letter, 
pretty kettle of fish ! ” he muttered. “ Where it’ll 
Od, i can’t tell 1 ” 

“But isn’t this the end, sir f ” 
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Sonmes stared. These- ydun;* popple! Here he uas, 
f.u'cd v.itli .( f il'lie ^c.md il, which miyht le.iJ to he didn't 
know what—the loss oi his n.inn in the ur\, tfic los'i jjt iu'' 

fortune, perh.ips; and ilie% tonk 11 .is it-! Thc\ had 

no sense of risponsihilir\- norn ’ \11 lus f.ithcrN power 

of sceirpt; the worst, all s' n< i\ >us {vs-iniisni, had come 
to the lore in hint JiiniiL' tin Ikhit •ii;«.''. .11 the C'nn(>is.seur's 
Club, he hid b • n h.m.hd that ktttr ()n]\ the extra 
‘ tiirm ’ of ih( U’- He rat lull ih it siu 11 edi d |am( s s.i\fd .him, 
now tfiat Ihnr w is -aii <t the ri>-in, Ironi making an 
exhilntn-n --1 hi- t 

" V'-iir t.itie r 111 ti'ori } *' 

“ I b-.lie\i sir ■■ 

"(lood*’’ N'-’ tl..[ la hit r-luf That birnnetchap 
VC.IS just .Is irr. sj 'ti-i' !■ s^MiinL: him t-- l'o -.n ih it Hoard ! 
It .ill c.inu - 5 miNini: with pujj'h brouclu up in a sort of 
in-, uTable Ic mi \ , w 'tli n- - n d tu Iinu f>ir nvom \ 

* Now th It ! hkrsi-n's K vantid. " lie said, “ the whole 
tlimtjniiist I-in.- nit fieri N his sonu s-iun in nu hand- 

" Why not ti .ir it up, 'ir, .mJ 'a\ J-.lJerson }i i- developed 
Consumption ^ ” 

The impossihilitv of anvilunit sermu^ from thU 

\ oung man afliicti d Soanus like the eating of ficavv pudding. 

“ You think that would he hon-mrablc ? ” he s.nd grimly. 

“ Sorry, sir! ” said Michael, sobered Can I help at 
allf” 

“ Yes , hv dropping vour lev itv, and taking care to keep 
wind of this matter avvnv from Heur.” 

“ I will,” said Mich.tel, earnesth : “ I promise you. 1*11 
Dutch-ovster the whole thing. \Vhai\ )our line going 
to be ? ” 

‘‘ We shall have to c.tll the sfiarcholdcrs together and 
explain this dicky-dealing. They’ll eery likely take it ta 
had part.*' 
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“ I can’t 8ce why they should. How could you have 
helped it I ” 

Soames .sniffed. 

“There’s no connection in life between rew.trd and 
your deserts. If the war lia.sn’t t.iui;ht you that, nothing 

will.” 

“Well,” s.iid jMu'ii.iel, “ Ek'ur will lie down directly. If 
you’ll c.ccuse me a mimitc ; we’ll .."iiimic it in our nc.xt.’’ 

Their next did not oicur till i K ur h.id gone to bed. 

“Now, Mr," h.iij .Mich. Ill, " I i\|'cit m\ governor’s at 
the Acropl.ine Ik goes tluo .iiid ni'dit.itis on the end 
pi the World Would \ou 111.I nil to ring him up, if vuur 
jPMsrd meeting’s to-niorrow r ’’ 

’ ‘’Soames nodded. He iiiiiisdt would not sp a wink— 
iyhy should ‘ 01.1 Mom ' ' 

• Michael went to tin Cliinesi te.i i licsl. 

Bart ! This is .Mi.h.u 1 (lid 1 oi — - my father-tn- 

w is here ; he’s li.id .1 jull .\o , Eldirson. Could 

yOa Mow in by .my ilianec .md ln.ir : . He’s coming, 
Shall \vc si.iy clown, or up in my ‘study r ’’ 
y ?‘Down,’' muttered bo,inns, whose eus were fixed on 


'the white monkey. " 1 don’t know wh it we're all coming 
he added, suddenly. 

\t we did, sir, wc should die of Iwircdom.’’ 

|,i| 6 peak for yourself. All thib unrcliuhibty! I can't 
it’s leading." 

^flA aps tlicrc’s somewhere, sir, that’s neither heaven 

is8|®|L lMh of his age ! ’’ 

age .ts my dad ; it was a bad vintage, I expect. 
P^wd^ieen in the war, sir, it would have cheered yon 

1 ’’ said Soames. 

thft linrh-nin« nut nf rK^ rart—> knt- 
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when it comes to being up agninst it.” 

Soames stared. Was this young fellow reading him a 
lesson ng.iinst pessimism .’ 

“Look .11 young liutterfuld, the other Jay,” Michael 
went e>n, “ going our the top. lo MJereon ! Look at the 
girl who s.it for ' the .iliogethcr ’in ih ii pu turc jou bou^t 
us ! She's tlu' eeile of .1 [Meker we h ul, who got hoofed fof 
snooping books Sheni iJe epiite .i lot ot nionew'f>\' standing ' 
for the nude, .oiJ newer lost lier witlo 1 Tiiey’re going tO 
Aiisir.ili.i on ii ^'es, .mj loeik .11 ili.it little snooper, 
himself; he -ii.-ipej to keep her .iliie .efter pncumonin,. 
and came Jouii 1*1 seilinc h.Jlis,ns” 

“ 1 don't kno.e wh.ii sou're t.ill.mg alnmt,” said Soames. 

“ OnK gni. -'r You s.oJ s oil didn't know what wewere 
coming 10 Welt, h'ok at the unemployed! Is there a 
countrv in the weirlJ where thev sink it as they do here ! 

I get awfully hueked at bung Fiiglisli every now and then, • 
Don’t you ? ” 

The words stirred something deep in Soames; but, fu 
from giving it away, he eoiilinucd to ga/c at the wbitir 
monkey. The restless, inhuman, and yet ui human, angry 
sadness of the creature’s eyes! ‘ \o whites to thcBll’i 
thougiit Soames : ‘ that’s what does it, I e.vpcct! ’ Aitd 
George had liked that picture to hang opposite his be!}' 
Well, George had grit—jeiked with his last breath; 
English, George! Very English, all the Forsytes 1 OU' 
Uncle Jolyon, and liis w.iy with shareholders; 
upright, puffy, huge in a too little arm-chair at 
* All these small fry! ’ he seemed to hear the words 
and Uncle Nicholas, whom that chap ElJerson 
as it were unworthily, spry and all-therc, 
sensual, but quite above suspicion of dishonesty,}, 

Roger, with his crankioeu, and German mottqa 
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own father, Jamc^ — lujw he had hunx^ on, lon^; and frail n‘; a 
reed, hunt’on and un ! And Tinv)th\, preserved in Const t]s, 
d)int' at a hundred ! Grit and body in those old Knirlish 
boys, in spite of tlieir funny wa\s And there stirred in 
Soames a sort of atavistic nill-poucr. He vvijuld see, and 
they would see--and tliat was ,i)l ihnut it ! 

The t’findint' ‘d a t i\i‘s wheels brnutlii hnn bat k from 
reverie. Here e tne ‘Old Mmu,' tmuppy, .iiul lj:hi m 
the head as nt> dttub; \nd, instead of liis h.md. 

Soames lield tnit 1 Ivlt r^.oii's )»ti' r 
“ Your pre( idus -I lumltellow's It \ .ino d," he s ud. 

Sir Lawrerue rt avi it tlirtunth, and \Nhi'tled 
**What do \ou think, I'ofsvu OinstaiuintipU 
More liktK .M--nie Carl-," s.ud Soamcs L:l'H,niilv. 
** Secret tuinmission it's rift an e\tr uluabh i»tf( rue " 

The odd I lUHori lulls ot iliit b iruiU’l's fate w^re Ltiunt^ 
him sonK ph isiiTi tin filluw stenu-.! to be feclintj it, 
after all. 

“I should think he’s reallv ounc lu escipe his women, 

Forsyte.’* 

The chap was nworni:ibK ! Soamr» shriij>Qcd his 
shoulders almtKt violmilv 

“You’d better rcal'se," he s.dd, " that the lai is in the 
fire.” 

“ But surel), ni) dear Forsv te, it’s been there ever since 
the French occupied the Ruhr. Elderson has cut his 
lucky; wc .ippoini some one slso What more is there 

to h ? ” 

. SOjUScs had the peculur feeling of having overdone his 
Own honesty. If an honourable man, a ninth baronet, 
couldn’t see the implications of Eldcrson’s confession, were 
they really there ? W.w any fuss and scandal ncccSvsary ? 
GoodncM knew, Ac didn't want it! He said heavHlv : 

** We now have conclusive evidence of a fraud ; wc knov 
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Elderson was illcgalK paid for puitinj; through business 
by which the sharch<ddcrj' have suffered a dead loss. How 
can we keep this knowledge from them ' ” 

“But the mi-Jiicf’s done, I'orsue. How will the 
knowledge help them ? " 

Soames fruwmd 

“ We’re in a fiduciary position I’m not prcp.ircj to run 
the risks of cunu.ilnunt If we conn..il, we’re aecessory 
after the fact. Ihe thing might conu »uit .it anv time.’’ 
If that was caution, not Imnestv, In (.>uldn’t Ik' * it. 

“ 1 sliould be L'iad lu spare LlderMin\ name We were 
at-" 

“ I'm aware 'it that,” s.iid Soames, drily 

“But what rsk is there of its uirnniL’ out, Forsyte? 
Elderson wnn'i mention it; nor \oung Butterfield, if you 
tell ium not to 'iho>(. who paid tlu commission certainly 
wn’l. And I'cyond us three here, no one else knows. It’s 
n<»t .IS if we profited in an\ wa\ 

Soames Was silent. T)k argument was specious. En¬ 
tirely unjust, of cours', tli.it in. should be penalised for 
wh.it EldcrMin li.iJ dime ! 

“ No,” he said, suddenly, " it won't dn. Depart from the 
lavs, and you can’t tell where it'll end. The sharcholden 
have suffered this loss, and ihcv h.ivc the right to all 
the facts within the directors’ knowledge. There might 
be some means of restitution they could avail thcm»clve» 
of. We i.in't judge. It ma) be they’ve a remedy agaimt 
ourselves " 

“ If that’s .so, Forsyte, I’m with you.” 

Soames felt disgust. Mont had no husincM to put it 
with a sort of gallantry that didn’t count the coM ; when 
the cost, if cost there were, would fall, not on Mont, whoM 
land was heavily mortgaged, but on himself, whose pr<^>eit|t 
was singularly realisable. 
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“Well,” he said, coldly, “remember that to-morrow. 
Pm going to bed.” 

At his open window upstairs he felt no sense of virtue, 
■'tut he enjoyed a son of peace. He had taken his hue, 
■ad there a was 1 
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During the ni'."'h t.<llo«ini; i!ic ricci]'i nf EIilcr«on’i' 
letter, So,,r' ' , .igeJ mure tli in tliirty d.iys. He ha 4 forced 
hb policy ol di,*wInsure on .1 doubttnt; Bo.irJ, the special 
meeting h.ni been > ilhj, mJ, just ,is, t«cnty-thrcc yean 
ago, pursuing iir. 'ri.c Iri'iii Irene, he h.ul to face the public 
eye, so now he ,uthriJ J iv .snJ niyht m dread o( that Iin- 
discrimin.iting opiie Tlu I rendi li.iii .1 pnoerb: “Z/r 
ahsrnts out toojours tort hut .No.lines ii.id gr.ivc doubts 
about it, Eldernin stnuld he .ihsent from th,it meeting 
the shareholders, hut—unless he \\,is much mistalten—dtc 
himself, who would be present, would tome in for the blame,. 
The French were not to be relied on. VV^h.tt tvith his anxiety 
about Fleur, and his misgiving about the public eye, he was 
sleeping badly, eating little, .and feeling below par. Annette 
had recommended him to .sec a doctor. That was probsMy 
why he did not. Soames had faith in doctors for other 
people ; but they had never— he would say—done anythil^ 
for him, possibly because, so far, there had not been ntyj, 
thing to do. 

Failing in her suggestion, and finding him every, 
sociable, Annette had given him a book on Co^, . Aftwil 
running it through, he had meant to leave it in the 
the theory, however extravagant, had somehow 
him. After all, Fleur was doing it; and the 


■a / Ai'? 
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After telling liinificlf that night twenty-five time® that he 
was getting belter and better, he slept so soundly that 
Annette, in the next room, hardly slept at all. 

“ Do you know, my friend,” she said at breakfast, “ you 
were snoring last night so that I could not hear the cock 
crow.” 

“Why should \nu vinnt to ? ” said Sonmes. 

“Well, nc\cr mind—if you h.id a good night. W.-is it 
my little Couc who gave you that nice dream ? ” 

Partly from fear of encouraging Cou(f, and partly fmm 
fear of encour.igmg her, Soames avMided .1 reply , but he 
had a curious si use of power, as it he did not care what 
people said of him. 

* I’ll do It ag.un to-night,’ he thouglit 

“You know,” Annette went on, ’‘you are just the 
temperanu-nt tor Couc, So.ames Wlun you cure yoursclt 
of worr)ing, you will get quite fat ” 

“Fat!” said Soames, looking at lier curves. “I’d as 
soon grow a beard ” 

Fatness and beards were ass<iuatid with the French. 
He would have to keep an esc on lumsclf if he went on 
with ihis~cr—ssliat was one to call it ? Tomfoolery was 
hardly the ssord to conciliate the process, even if it did 
require you to tic twenty-fisc knots m a bit of string : very 
Frtnch, that, like telling your beads.! He himself had 
merely counted on his fingers. The sense of power lasted 
nil the way up to London , he had the conviction that he 
could sit in a 'draught if he wanted to, that Fleur would 
have her boy^ ’ right; and as to the P.P.R S.—ten to 
oae he wouldi 6 mentioned by name in any report of 

the pToccedinj^ ^ ^ 

After an ca^.^^ ^*^4 assurances 

oyer his coffee,* ^ ^ 

This Board, * before the special meeting 
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of thr vli.irclir.Kkrs, in the nature- ('t a drc'is n-hcarsal. 
The details of confrontation liad to he arranj;etl, and 
Soames was chicfl\ c<iiKerncd vsith s(<in^^ that a certain 
imp'.rsonahtc ’•liould he preserved Me was entirely 
a^Minst disilosure of the fail that ViUiiig Ihti ti rfit Id’s Slorv 
and Mdcrsein’s Ktter liaj hem eoiiiultd t" I’lmself The 
phrase te» he vised sfinuid he a "nuinhtr I'l the Hoard.” 
lit saw no need tor tev ihitij: lurtlu r As tor e vpl.inalions, 
the-v Would fall, of e<air'>, to the eliairnian .iiul tlu senior 
director, la.rd !i>nien<-v lie li>und, hnveever, that the 
Hoard ilioupht he hinisclf w i-. tin rielit person to bring 
till-matter torw.ird .Noiine ehi tIkv snd eoulj supply 
ific personal touih, the tueess.irv e' iiv h 11'-n , ihechair- 
lii.cn should intr"di:ee llie matter I'mllv, then tall on 
boames to give the evidelKe wiflon his 1 nowledgC. Lord 
I ontenov e. (s (ni| hatie 

“ Jt\s up to \ (.u, Mr J ors’. le If It h.idn't Ikth for you» 
Llderson would W there to d.u I'rom beginning 

tc' end \ou put ilu wind up Inni , and I wish the deuce you 
hadn't The whole thing's a Confounded nmsantc. He was 
averv clever fellow, and we shall miss him Our new man 
isn’t a paleh on him It Ik dtj take a few thou under the 
rose, he took 'em off the Huns ” 

Old guinca-pig ' Siamts replied, acidlv : 

“And the quarter of a million he’s lost the share- 
la Iders, f<»r the sake of th<»sc few thou..' Bagatelle, 1 
suppose ? ” 

*• Well, it might have turned out a winner ; for the first 
jtar It did. \\c all back losers sometimes.” 

Soames looked from face to face 1‘hey did not support 
this blatant attitude, but in them all, except perhaps *Oki 
Mont’s,* he felt a grudge against himself I'hcir expr^sktts 
seemed to sa) : ‘ Nothing of this sort ever happened till 
you came on the Board.’ He had disturbed thdr comfort. 
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gad they di'lilicd him for it. Tlicy were an unjust lot! 
He «aid doggedly: 

“ You leave it to me, do ) ou 1 Very well! ” 

What hemcMnt to convey—or whether he meant toconvev 
anything, he did not know ; but even th.at ‘ old guinea-pig ’ 
was more civil .aftcrward.s. He c.imc away from the Board, 
however, without any sense of power at all. There he 
would be on Tuesday next, bang in the public eye. 

After calling to enquire after l leiir, wlio u.cs lying down 
rather poorly, he returned home with a feeling of having 
tbeen betrayed. It seemed that he could not rch,-, after all, 
this fellow with his twenty-live knots. However much 
jxtter he might become. Ins datiglitcr, Jus reputation, ,tnd 
IKJSsibly his fortune, were not apparcntl;. at the disposition 
p( his subconscious sell. He was silent .it dinner, and went 


,'Hp afterwards to his picture g.illerv, to think things over. 
.For half an hour he stood at the open window, alone with 
jthe mmrocr evening; and the longer he stood there, the 
^Biore clearly he perceived that the thru were realK one. 
j^Except for his d.iughtcr’s sake, what did he care for his 


r^otation or his fortune ( Hks reputation ! Lot of tools— 
i^they couldn’t see that he was careful and honest so far as 
within his n.ich—so mucti the worse for them! 
fortune—well, he had better make another settlement 
itMtjFtanf and her child .it once, in case of accidents ; another 
piffodtonsand. Ah! if she were only through her trouble 1 
Annette went up to her for good ; and there was 
l^roftKAey called twilight sleep. To have her suffering 
be thought of! 

(prening lingered out; the sun went down behind 
api^liat.trees ; Soames' hands, grasping the window-ledge, 
dew; sweetness of grass and river stole up 
^m^^Boetlili. The sky had paled, and now began to 
of Stan came out. He had lived here a 
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long time, through oil Fleur's childhood —best years of 
life ; still, it wouldn’t break his heart to sell. His heart was 
up in London Sell ? That was to run before the hoonds 
with a venge.incc. Na--noI— it wouUln’t come to that! 
He left the vMridow and, turning up the hglit.s, began the 
thousand and hrst lour <d hi-, pu tun s }h had made some 
good }>u^cha^e^ -mcc 1 Icur'- ih irri ige, and without wastix^ 
his montp on tbli l,l\llunu^ Ih had m.iJe some 

good sales, loo ’I'lu puiur-.. ui ihi-. liery, i! he didn’t 
mistake, W'Tf worrh from nt'. lo a imndred thousand 
pounds; and, with rlw pr.‘^u^ uu his ^..les from time to 
time, they stood him in at no more thin livc-and-twenty 
thousand- rioi .1 1 ..d n^dt from a hic’s hobby, to say 
nothing of ilu jl ..'ur- ' C)i i.our^', hv might liavc taken 
up something I 1 m.“ huircrdu i, phot tpliy, archaeology, or 
first cdllloI.^, j-om' ofl'i.r sport in which \ou backed yottf 
judgment agun‘': the fuld, and culleaid the rtsulu; but 
he had neter ncr' tied cho '-ing pi' tun ^ Not he ! More 
to show for \oi.r money, mori. kudo^ more profit, and more 
risk i The ilioughi startled him a little , had he really taken, 
to picturts because of the ruk ? A ruk h.id never appealed 
to him; .at least, he hadn’t rcall^'d a, so far. Had hit 


‘subconscious’ s.mic p.irt in the mutter ? He sndtelj* 
sat down and closed Ids f.cs. Try tlic thing once mote', 
very pleasant feelini;, that morning, of not “ giving a daSUl“i 
he never remembered having it before ! He had alwaj^Mt 
it necessary to worry—kind of insurance against the,4ij|nt^ 
but worry was wearing, no doubt about it, wearing,^ ’tjm 
oat the light! They said in that book, you had 
In the now dim and shadowy room, with the 
through many windows, dusted over its realityy'S&H^ 
in his easy chair, sat very still. A faint drone 
words: “fatter and fatter” throngh his 
' No, no,’ he thought: ‘ that’s wrong! ’ 
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the drone ap.iin. The tips d his finitirs ticked it off; on 
and on- he would /^nc it a ijocrJ chance, If onh one 
needn’t worre ! On .ind on—" ktter and better!” It 

only-! Ills lip, .stopped moting, his grte head fell 

forw'.ird into the snbronscioii, \ii,l tlic stealing starlight 
dusted oter liiui, too, a liille uiirc.ihty. 



CIIAPTFR X 

BL r 1 \K' ■' so ( (I \ I ? 

Mkiixti kniw n'-thini; "t iIk Cif\ . .m.l, in rht spirit of 
ili^ mIJ wtni>jr.ip/M r> ‘ V\ h, r- \>ki kii.-.\ n.-Uiini;, plicc 
t^.rror>.” nuJc ku v\ t\ iiir>>tiu'h ihi piiriit tis i.l the !k»ulirv, 
lhai i\\i -itFi. i ^ of Cuihuitt, Kin{;v)n 

and F'-rsv ti. f li' motnl \v.i> .inuni d lo im dii ith-n, for he 
h id Km luru ii’nc v^rh >iM \ Su.ui .u tiu C if--C’rillon. He 
had kn''vvn ill i'k i.'ut’.N -^cvin Jlap^^•\Ln ninrt. modern 
tlian nld ^ih ■'.ive >>iiK a Rusm hi .vi rn tli it he knew 
no I'ruuh .Hid n"h<.d-. umld i dk to hnn Mahael had 
watched fh' in df lU'-h-'h L'.mv thini:, and the Ku^^ian clo'^ing 
his c^e-.. like a nt k h d'’., at nn nil 'hi ot .in\ living name. 

‘ Carr'r ‘Ti ’ ‘ lie lii'uc'ht, st\mal <d hi>. favourites 
having gone d^asn in th'. ' Mah and kludge ! Im- 

poriatKC awalt^ \oii H ih' md of ihi alh v ’ Hut hc had 
restrainevl hi-, irn n rut idl th'* nioiTn.nt of departure. 

“ Sib,” hc s.iid, rising, ” all thes- ^.hap^ h* re arc dead-— 
ought they to be aKmt tn tin-, hot vs'eather ’ 

“ What’s that ^ ” cj i- akited Sihlev Sv. m, amidst the 
almost painful silence of the chaps 

“1 mean—thcv're al'\. -so they muit be damned!” 
And avoiding .1 thrown ehocijiaic winch hit the Russian, 
hc sought the d(H)r 

Outside, hc mused : ‘ Oood chaps, reallv ! Not half so 
darned ‘superior as thc\ tfiink iht\ art. (Juite a human 
touch-getting that Russian on the boko. Phew I Ii’i 
hot!' 
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On that first day of the Eton and Harrow match all 
the forfeited heat of a chilly summer had gathered and 
shimmered o\cr Michael, on the lop of his Bank ’bus; 
shimmered v \cr i>tr.\w hats, and pale, perspiring faces, over 
mindless other 'husc'', business men, polRcmen, shcipmcn at 
their doors, ‘m.IKts ol newspajH rs, ].u t s, jumping toys, end¬ 
less carl, and cabs, h ttiring^ anvl win all the contusion of 
the greatest Conchaiu rati-iU in the ill d almost 

to a hair's-lire.idiii. by an un-M-tn iii'aina Miehael stared 
and doubled Was ii p«i^-abU ih it, \mt1i e\< r -me pursuing 
hU Own busl^c^^, al"-‘'rl'(d in hi. -n\n j.>b. the thing (.uuld 
workout ? An aiu laap was n'>i I'U'.e r, (ir more sceininglv 
confused, lave wires tr(>->s-d .aid d and criissej — 
^ inexiritablc t ni..ngLnHni, )"uM ^ay ; .iiiJ \(.*, life, the 
order needful lo hie, s-i’iieh'iw sur\uing* ' Na shmeh 
of a mirach*!' he thouglit, ‘mfKii.rn town liti ’’ And 
suddenly it s< emed l<» ^tasi, as li d( mob 4i< d 1 > the rutiiless 
dispensation of some super ^lbl( \ ^u.tn , for he was staring 
down a culde-uh\ On both sides, llai luuivs, recently 
Rebuffed, extraordin iriK alike, at ifie end, a fiat buff 
hoQte, even nu»rc alike, and down ti. it, grc) virgin pave¬ 
ment, unstained by horse or petrol, no cars, e*ats, carts, 
'^mlicemcn, hawkers, flte.s, or btt.. Nu sign of human life, 
‘'tSeCept the names of legal firms to right and left of each 
doorwav 

*^t--^*Catlicott. Kingson and Forsvic, Commissioners for 
Tirsi Floor.’ ” 

Brit.innia !' thouplit Miclucl, ascending wide 

«ticp>. 

^^Entoiag the room to whicli he h.td been ushered, he saw 
UK (^.^d pug-faced fellow with a round grizrled beard, 
^tca coat, and a roomt- hoUand waistcoat round 
)aiyMQar)r middle, who rose from a stvivcl chair. 

said, “Mr, Michael Moat, 1 think. I’ve 
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been expecting you. \Vc shan’t be hmg about it, after 
Mr. l'ur!>\tc comes just stepped round the comer. 

Mr.s. Michncl well, I hope ? ” 

“ Tliunks ; ns v\c.li ns-” 

“Vt-cs. ji m.ikes\nu .inxioiis T.»kc a scat. Perhaps 
you'd like to ruid the dr.iit ^ " 

Thus prc't.ribcj lor, Micli.ul look s<»mc foolsc.ip from a 
puilt’)’ h.ind, .ind ‘-.It dov\n ^)]'p■‘^llc. W ith one rye on the 
old iVllnw, .ind the ^nhir on iIil looKv .p, 1,* n .id steadily. 
“ Ir setrns to nu.m si-nn thuiL’,” Ik ‘-.ud .it last. 

He s,iu a 0 i| I. ns oi a fro,- at a fly, bctih- m the beard ; 
and hastened to n pair h^ f rri'r 

“ C'alculaiir.'’ wl.it'" to h.ippMi if si.mcthing else 

iloi-sn’t, nlu^t It r.iii'i.r hkr h'ii'L'.1 [’"‘'knuikcr ” 

lie Icli .Tt iliat he had riot bu(t.ccded There was 
a crump\ rnuiti r. 

“ VV’c don’t vv t'(( our time, Vre. Kxt use me, I’m busy/* 
Mitliael sii, i.omp>unctious, watilun^' him tuk down a 
lonp pai'C ot (iiirns. He was like one ot i]it*sc old dogs 
whah lie ouisid*. fnmt tit'-^rs, keeping' people off tbc 
premises, and notihmp tin ir fleas. Alter less than five 
minutes ot that perfect silence N-ames came m. 

“ Vtui'rc here, then ? " he s.dd 

“Yes, sir; 1 thcuij::ht it i‘<st to come at the time you 
mentioned. W hat a nitc rixitn ' ” 

" lla\c )ou read this ? ” asked boantes, pointing to the 
draft. 

Michael nodded. 

“ Did you understand it ? ” 

“ Up to a point, I think.” 

**The interest on this fifty thousand,” said Soame% ^6 
Fleur’s until her eldest child, if it’s a b<>y, attains the age4!il^ 
twenty-one, when the capital becomes his abtolate^* If 
it’s a girl, Fleur retains half the income for life, the 
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tlic income liecomes p.n.ible to the j;irl when she att.inis 
the ape of twent\-(ine or marries, and the capital of that 
half pocs to lier clnlJ or cliildrcn lawfully liepotten. at 
majority or niarriape, in equal shares The other half of 
the capital falls into I'leur’s t state, and is disposable bv her 
will, or follows the laws n| intestai \ ” 

“ You make it wondi rfulU clc.ir," said Miihael 

“ Wait ' " said Soanics. “ If Meur has no children-” 

Mithael start! d 

“Anyihine is p-issible," said boames uravcK, "and ni\ 
experience is that th< C'lntiino lu u s not pnoirh'd f!!r are 
those whith happen In siuh a ease the iiuome ol the 
whole IS hers Im life, aiul the capii.l hers ,it dc.ith to 
do as she likes with 1 nbne ihn, it peies to the next 
of kin. lliere .ire prite isii.iis .ip.unst mtu ip.itmti .tnd sei 
forth.” 

"Ought she to ni.iki' .1 fresh will'” asked Michael, 
con.stiou.s of swe.it on his forilu.ul 

“ Not unless she likes Her present will eocers u.” 

“ Have I to do aiu thinp ' " 

"No. 1 w.inted \ou to itiidersi.ind the purpeirt before 
I sign; that's all tine me the d-cd, Gradman, and get 
Wickson in, will you f ” 

Michael S.1W the old ch.ip produce from a drawer a fine- 
piece of parchment covered with copper plate writing and 
seals, look at it hn ineli.. .ind pi .11 e it be hire boamics When 
he had left the rcnim, Soanus s.dd in .i low voice : 

“ Tliis meeting on Tuc'sda\—1 can't tell! But, whatever 
happens, so far as 1 c.iii -ec, this ought to stand.” 

“It’s awfully good of vou, sir.” 

Soames ntxlded, te.simg a pen. 

“I’m afraid I’ve pot wrong with sour old clerk,” sdd 
Michael; " I like the Icwk ot him frightfully, but 1 acci¬ 
dentally compared him to a bookmaker." 
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Soamcs smiled “ (»r.idin.in,‘’ Jic said, “ is a ‘ character/ 
Tlicrc aren’t man\. iinw.ici.us” 

Michael uas u<'iul(.rinL’ O-ald one be a ‘character' 
under tiic ai^'c i-f M\f\ '---whfn ihc * charat tc r * returned, 
with a pale man in dark ck-tln 

Liftiin,' Ills iH-st side \va\‘^, saul at ()n<'c : 

TiuN IS a { ‘I't-iujptial sitil'tii'iu on ni\ dauijhter. I 
dclj\ cr ill]'' as ms ai t and di.< d " 

He uroti IjIs n lUK, and L’-a 

The I ah j\r>"n and tlradnian wr-'te lliurs, and the 
fonin r lelt iIh nmrn iliert was a iltiui as uf r< plclum. 
“ Do \ou wain me an\ in><rc : ” asKul Mnhail 
“ Yes 1 want urn tir sc». im d' pM-,i( u m da lunk with 
the inarriaL-e srtilenuni ^llaI^t t'liiu b.iik, (rradman!" 
“ (judd-l'Vi., Mr (iraJman.” 

Mithael heard the old fillmv mutter thmuph Ins beard 
half buried in a drawer to uhu li he was reiurnin^' the draft, 
and followed Nmiius out. 

“ Here's Wrlie re 1 uvd to be,” s lid Soames as they went 
along tlic lh'ulir\ , “ and nu t.niu r bci'-rc me ” 

“ More genial, perhaps,” '•aid Mieliacl 
” The trustees are meeting us at the bank ; you remember 
them ? ” 

“ Cousins of l-'leur's, weren’t they, sir ? ” 

“Second couMHs; young Rc/ger’s eldest, and yoeng 
Nichtdas’ 1 chose- them \ouiigish Very young Rt^'r 
was wounded in the war—he docs nothing. Very young 
Nicholas 18 at the Bar ” 

Michael’s ears stood up. “ What about the next lot, 
sir ? Very very )oung Roger would be almost insulting, 
wouldn’t it ? ” 

“ There won’t be one,” said Soamcs, “ with taxation 
where it is. He can’t afford it ; he’s a steady chap. What 
arc )ou going to tall your boy, if it u one ? ” 
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“Wc think Christopher, because of St. Paul’s and 
Columbus. I'kur wants him solid, and I want him 
enquiring.” 

“ H’m ! And if it's a girl ? ” 

** Oh !—if it’s a girl—Anne.” 

“ Yes,” said Soames • “ \\ r\ ne.it. Here they arc ! ” 

They had reached ihe b.mk, and in the entrance Michael 
•aw two Forsvti'' lutueen thirty and forty, v\■hu^o chinny 
faces he dimly rcinemlHrcd. h s< orted hy a man with bright 
buttons down his front, they all went to a room, win re a man 
without buttons produced a j.ipanned box One of the 
Forsytes opened it with a key , bo-ames muttered an incan¬ 
tation, and deposited the deed. When he and the chinnier 
Forsyte had exchanged .* tew rem.irks with the m.-in.iger on 
the question of tin. bank rate, thev all went Inuk to the 
lobby and parted \Mth the words “ Well, goud-b)e ” 

**Now,” s.aid Soames, in the dm and hustle of the street, 
**bc’8 provided for, so lar a:> 1 can see. When ex.Kily do 
you expect ii ? ” 

"It should be just a fortnight.” 

“ Do you believe in this— this twilight sleep ? ” 

"I should like to,” said Michael, conscious again of 
sweat on his {orche.id. “ Fleur's \\ond<.r}uil) c..lni ; she 
does Cou^ night and morning.” 

•^Ihst i ” said Sumes. He did not mention that he 
]lb>uelf was doinf; it, thus giMn^t away the state of his 
tgrtryck. “ If you’re going home, I’ll come, too.” 

.•.“Gteod!” 

He found Fleur lying down with Ting-a-ling on the foot 

et the sofa. 

Your fether’s here, d.irling. He’s been anointing the 
futOK with another fifty thou. 1 expect he’d lilce to teU 
yw •& about it.” 

awved restlessly. 
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“ Presently. If it’s i;i)ini; on as hot as this, it’ll be 
rather a bore, Michael.” 

” Oh ! but It won’t, ducky. Tiiree J.iys .and a thunder¬ 
storm.” 

T,iking Ting-.i-ling by the chin, he turiK J his face up. 

*■ And how on e.irth is vour nose goinu to be put out of 
joint, old man ! There's no jmnt to put ” 

” He know 1 tlierc’- ^I'tocthing up” 

“ He’s .1 wiac little brute, aren’t you, oU son f ” 

Ting .i-ling snilfeJ. 

“Mieh.i.-l ' ” 

” Yes, d.irlmg I ” 

“ I don't seem to c.ire about anything now— it’s a funny 
fee line ” 

“ That’s the 1 1 it ” 

“No. I think It’s bei .uise the wiiole business is too 
long. Etet'. ih'i.;'e r.k'',, .111,1 now it all seems rather 
stupid. One more person in the world or one mote out 
of It—w'h.it does IT matter ” 

"Don’t' It matters frii'littully ! ” 

“ One more gnat to d.ince, one more ant to run about 1" 
Anguished, .Michael said .ig.iii 
" Don’t, Meur! That’s just a mood.” 

" Is Wilfrid’s took out ’ ” 

“It comes out to-morrow” 

“ I’m Sorry I gave you sudi a bad time, there. I only 
didn’t want to lose him ” 

Michael took her hand 
“ Nor did I~goodnes5 knows 1 ” he said, 

“ He’s never written, 1 suppose ! ” 

“No.” 

“ Well, I expect he’s all right by now. Nothing !««»,•■ 
Michael put her hand to his cheek. 

“ / do. I’m afraid,” he said. 
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The hand clipped round over his lips. 

"Give Dad my hnc, and tell him I’ll be down to tea. 
Oh ! I’m so hut! " 

Michael hi)\cred .1 inument, and wtiu out. Damn the 
heat, upsenim; her lihc tlua ’ 

He found Soames -landnig m front of ilic uhifr monkey. 
" I should take tliK down, if I wire he muttered, 
" until it’s over ’’ 

" Why, ■‘ir ^ ” aski J Mielucl, m surprise. 

Soames ]r<i\MKd 
“ Those eves ' ” 

Michael went up to the picture. Yes! He was a 
haunting kind uf hnui ' 

" But It's siuli tup-liuli. work, sir.” 

Soames nodded 

" Anistu.ilK, wn lint at siuh tinus vuu can’t lx: too 
careful what sju s. '* 

" I believe \ou’ro riglit Let’s have lum duwn ” 

" I'll hold him.” said ^o.lmcs, taking ludd ul the botium 
of the picture 

“ Got him tight ? Right-o Now ! ” 

"You can say I w.mtcd an opinion on Ins penod,” said 
Soames, when the picture had been lowered to the floor. 

“ There can harJK be a doubt uJ that, sir—the present! ” 

Soames stared ” What Oh ! Y«*u mean-? Ah 1 

H*m ! Don't let her know he’s m tlie houve ” 

"No. ni lock him up." Michael lifted the picture. 
“D'you mind opening the door, sir ? " 

"Til come back at ica tmic,” said Soames. "That’ll 
look *8 if Pd taken him off You can hang him again, 
ktcr.** 

" Yes. Pwr brute ! *’ said Michael, bearing the monkey 
off to limbo. 



CHAPTl-R XI 

WJIil A \ ( I ‘ n * 

On the ni^ht ot ilic ii.l'MU-ni:, Fleur h.id 

geme to [>cJ, Mu 1, 1 .1 .inJ .sm on . ^ if uini: to the mutter 
of I *(»nijc»n CiinuM: through th-. \Mrui-iAs ot tlic Cl.inrs'. rc»oni 
opened to tlie h’’ ■ ■ iine hf' o 

“ Til'V ih iT kiih 1 s<niinuMit,” ^.nd So.,’aC'5 
sudden!) ■' I' t)! <1 trii' • " 

“ In .1 w.iv, \^-s, Mr W li.id ■'■I nuKti rc.ilit) ih.it we 
don’t w.iiit m >r( 

“ I don't t' 'i’l' '\s \'Mi 

“ I nk.int til It onh re.ilits re,ill-, m-ikev )ou !>•(•!. So if 
you prct<-nd tli'rt 1 ' no re.iliu, \ < lon’t h.i\< to ftcl It 
Jn!^\^er^ .jkfii!!\ well, up to j 

“Ah’" ^.iid ^^o.imes “ H’r mother toinoi up to¬ 
morrow nu'rniiiL;, to i\ This !' I' R ^ rm-cimi; of mine 
18 nt h.ilt p.l^t tio.fd niL'hr ' 

Mu h.t' I, .It tlic \\ifui,,u. w ,ich'il the hf.it ij.ithcrcd black 
over the biju.ir, \ I, » n piJ dr.ip^ tdl on ins oittsirctcbcd 
hand A c.it -.t.iie by under a l.unp post, .iml s.inishcd into 
shadow so thick tli.u it sci nn .l un ;cilis<-d 
Queer question of ‘ OIJ Forstfb' .ibnut sentiment; 
txld that he sliould .isk it' ‘ L’p to a point ' But don't 

we all gel p.isi that point ’ ' he thought l/iok at Wilfrid, 
and himself- -.liter tlic war they h.id deemed it bbsphcinous 
to admit that any thing mattered cxcipI eating and drinkinjg, 
for to-morrow they died; even fellows like Nazmg, and 
Master, who were never in the war, had felt like that ever 
295 
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lincc. Well, Wilfrid iiad got it in the neck ; and he himself 
had got it in the wind ; and he would bet that—barring 
one here and there whose blood was made of ink—they 
would all gel It in the neck or wind soon or late. Why, 
he would rljcerfully be.ar Kkur’s pain .and risk, instead 
of her! But if nothing m.itrcred, why should he feel 
tike that ? 

Turning from the window, he leaned .luMinst the lacquered 
back of the jadc-green sett- ■, .md st.ired .u the wall space 
between the Chinese tca>chests. Jolly ihoughiful of the 
‘ old man ’ to liavc that wlutt monkey down! The brute 
was potent —symholie of the world’s mood beliefs can¬ 
celled, faiths w'ithdrawn ! And, dash it! not only the 
young —but the old—were in that temper ’ ‘ Old Forsyte,’ 
or he would never have been seared by ih.ii rnonkev’s eves , 
yes, and his own governor, and Eldcrsun, and .ill the rest. 
Young and old—no real belief in an\thing' And yet— 
revolt sprang up in Michael, with a whirr, like a covev of 
partridges. It did matter that some person or some prin¬ 
ciple outside oneself should be more pruious than oneself— 
it dashed well did I Sentiment, then, wasn’t dead—nor 


faith, nor belief, which were the same things They were 
only shedding shell, working through clirysahs, into— 
buttei^ies, perhaps Taith, sentiment, belief, had gone 
underground, possibly, but they were there, even in ‘ Old 
.Forsyte * and himself. He had a got>d mind to put the 
nonkey up again. No use exaggerating his importance 1 
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face of cheerful anxi'*t\% us if he were saung; “ Hang it, 
I’m getting wet ! ” An''fher frantic crabh ! 

‘ Meur I ’ thought Mkhacl; and clanging the last 
window down, iw ran upstairs 

She was sittinc up in hoii. with a Ij'c all round, and 
young, and stank J. 

*]^rutl^’’ 1 (. thougji'—cuns and liie lieavcns con¬ 
founded lU hn ni'nJ ‘ ’I ' v) ’ve w ik( d h* r up ' ’ 

“It's .til viarhi'c ' iu->t aiitiiiKr liulc summer 

kick-np ' Wert. 'M'U aditp ' " 

“ 1 w.is drt'ai'.aik: I ” He tch licr hand clutching within 
Ills own, saw a mdden pinched look on her fau, vciih a sort 
of rag( W 1 t ”,:crna! !ucJ, I 

No dot: w.. in lilt t-'fiu r 

“Undt-Ttlic' l- souKt' Won! I vou like him up f ” 

“No Let Jam "t'V , l.e hatt.s it ” 

She put litr head against h.s arm, and Michael curled 
his hand roi.iid ncr other ear 

“ I nccer hkcJ thunder much ' ” said Lkur, “ and now 
it—it hurts 1 ” 

High above her hair Mich id's face underwent the ft>0- 
toriions of an overwhclnmiir tenderness. One of thoM 
crashes which seem just o\crhead sent her lace burrowing 
again.si ins chc't, and, sitting on the bed, he gathered her 
in, dose. 

“ I wish It were occr,” came, smothered, from her UpC. 

“ It will be d.rcctl), darling , u came on so suddenly I*' 
But he knew she d'Jn’t mean the storm. 

“ If 1 come through, Tm going to be quite differeiU tg 
you, Michael ” 

Anxiety was the natural accompaniment of indb evefli:^ 
but the words, If I come through ” turned Michaei't heart' 
right over. Incredible that one so )'oaag and dllOalll 
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be in even the rcmotc'-t ii.ini;cr o{ extinction ; incredibly 
painful that slic sli'nild be in fear of it! He hadn’t realised. 
She had been so ealni, so m.itter-ol-f.ict about it all. 

“ Don’t ! ” in mumbled, “ of eourse vou’Il come through.” 
*' I’m afr.iid ” 

The sound was sm ill ,i:ul emntli, red, but the words hurt 
horribly. Nature, wiih the sni.dl ' n,’ forcing fear into 
this girl he loved so iwlulK ' .N'.iture kicking up this 
godless dm .ilune In r poor buh he.nl ' 

“Duckv, you’ll li.ue tw'lielit sleep and know nothing 
about it , and be as riehi .is r.iin in no time.” 

Fleur fill el her h.nul 

“Not il It's not good ii,r him K it ■ ” 

“1 expeet so, sweethc.irt, I’ll liiid out U'h.it m.ikes 

you think — ! ” 

“Only ih.it It’s not natural I want to do it properly. 
Hold my ii.ind hard, .Miehael I—I’m not going to be a 
fool. Oh 1 Some one’s knoi king—go .iriei sen 

Michael eipened the eioor .i er.ie'k So.imes was there— 
unnatural- in a blue' drisong gown .ind scarlet slippers! 

“ Is she .ill right i ” he whispereii 
“ Yes, yes " 

“In this bobbery she oughtn't to be left ” 

“ No, sir, of course not 1 sli.ill sleep on the sofa.” 
“Call me, if anything’s wanted ” 

“ I will.” 

Soames’ eyes slid p.ist, peering into the room. A string 
worked in his throat, as if he had things to say which did 
'not emerge. He shook his head, and turned. His slim figure, 
longer than usual, in its gown, receded down the corridor, 
past the Japanese prints which he had given them. Closing 
the door again, Michael stood looking at the bed. Fleur had 
settled down ; her eyes were closed, her lips moving. He 
Stole back on tiptoe. The thunder, travelling away south. 
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bluiulrred nnd )?n)\NloJ as if regretfulK Michael s.av her 
eyelids quiver, lur lips ^tnp, then nio\c .iL,Min. ‘ Coue I' 
he tlioiiu’lit 

He l.i\ down on till' at the toot <)! the Ind, vshcncc, 
without M.ui.d, la <"uld r.tiM i.ini'ilr .lul set hi i Many 
iinies h( r.i]>ed hinis Ji i'.;d drej-j i J i,ti, u is Fri'aihing 
quietK *1 h*' lliundir u is t.,uit tlie lla-ii. n impcr- 

cepuhli Mk liai 1 I h'si d hi' ' \ - s 

A taint last unit ter r"u-( d iiini to hud at lu r ‘-pi t more, 
hieh ou jar p'lh'us In tin i a.i udK 'hixlidlipht Voun^'-- 
Noiuie' C'l hniru iiki t than t ill \\ iv ' \o si li< me in her 
brain, III* dr* al — pean tul ' It'iIiU shi vouldi>ta\ like that 
aIui^\ak( 'i\ V. iih It ail ov( r Ih h-ol-id.iway And there 
bln n.is .It 'll' t (T (nd, dim, r* lin t( d in a ^lass, 'hiJ there 
\(> tht riL’ht, aiMin bln Ia\, as it ui rn all found lum in 

the prttt\ r. I m, tin inli ibiting .s}irii- of his ia'aft 

it \\as ijuiti sMII now 1 liroii>;li a ih'Ilk in th'l^e powdef- 
blue eurtanis lu. louU st i s-rinc stats Ihn eiiimed one. 

He had -I pt, perhaps, Jo/ed at Ic ist, dream* d a little. 
A small -ound \sok( liiin A vers little do^’, tad down, 
vtllow, low and unimportant, wab passing dov\n the room, 
trailing *sros.s n to ih* t ir *.*»rntr ‘ /Vh ! * thought 
Mie'hacl, closing hib eves ag.*in . ‘ Ve»u 1 ’ 
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Rupairino, ih\i ti. On Acropi.mc Clut\ where, 

notably spruci, Sir L.iuri int v..i^ « .iiniy in "ii Im-ec, 
Michael ihcmpiit ' nkl H.,it ' he's yM i.inisili up 
for the guillotitu' .ill nclit '' 

“That while I'lpiny will ■.how Oic hlooii ' " he s.ii.l 
“Oia Forsjte' \ nc.ii thi- iiiiirmiii;, hut mu si. l’.uiJv " 
“Ah! fhiw lb ‘(Hit I i.r-.) le ' In pi.iKi iK.irt 
“ One docbii’t ask liim, sir Ilnw d" \nu lul Miur^i li = 
“Exactly as I used to kl.irt tin 1 un uiid Wiiuhisier 
match. I think 1 sh.iU h.i\e sh.mds I'.iii ji lunch ” 
When they had t.iken their se.its, .''ir L.iwrerut went on ; 
“ I remember seeing .1 m.in tiled 1. i imird.r iii Colombo ; 
the poor fellow w'j.s po.sitivel) blue I tliink ni\ i.ivourite 
moment in the past, Mich.iel, b W.dter Raleigh .i.'king for a 
•econd shirt. By the way, it’s never been p.‘opcrl) settled 
yet whether the counters of th.tt d.i\ were lousy. \Vh.tt 
me you going to h.u-e, my Jc.ir fellow > ” 

, “Olid beef, pickled w.ilnuts, .md gooseberry tart.” 

’•“EatCellent for the cli.iractcr I shall liave curry ; they 
giee you a very gewd Bombay duck here. 1 rather fancy 
lfeshlinbefircd,Micli.«el. ‘ A'um rommer traiu /’ used to be 
tJw pimogativc of the French, but I'm afratd we’re getting 
KUtndc, too. The Yellow Press has made a difference.” 
shook his head. 

, “ W« «y it, but we don’t act on it; the climate’s too 
m ywnain ” 

JOO 
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“That rounds d^p Tins hniks very good curry—will 
V'u clianirc your nnnd ? Old Fontertoy comes 

in here , he li is no inside It’ll be y nous for him if weVe 
s^'ovvn the d<aor ” 

" Deuced rum,” sod. MiJn-l suddcnlv. “how title# 
still pn down ’Flu re >. in't be .on btli.-f in their busincs# 

t 

“ Ciiar.n t( r, ni\ d- .r 1< ll^u -ihe -.-.J ..Id English 
L’entleni.in Ati-r a’!, ri,.r.'s tionc in it.” 

“ I 1 UK\,'ir. i:’s M re ' “I I''iio.'lex in the share- 
lii'ldtrs 'lii'ir j o-o's sl-.w iluni a h-rd when thcv*rc 
umni^ ” 

“ bh irel “*.1' r-d's o ' >irL:nsr’ u^< ih' vsordiscompre- 
hcnsivi W ‘ " .f' the\, wh.u .tr(. tin \. wle-n ire they ? ** 

“ Thi'.iftc rn-uto.' - nd Michn'1 “ oid 1 s!iall have a good 
look at Ua:’. ” 

Thev w n't itt \nu m, ni) dear.” 

No > " 

*■ Grtainlv not ” 

MKhatl Ir-wMn>i 

” W’hai p.ii -T," he s.iid, ” insure not to he represented f ” 

Sir j.awrencc ’.is w}iinn\inp laugh 

“ Th Full," he said, *' Thf Huts€ und Hounii iss 
G^rdrner’i li’etkh " 

“ I’ll slide in on ihrm ” 

“ You’ll s<'c us cIk- •.•■irne, 1 hope,” s..id Sir Lawrence, irith 
sudden cr.uiiy 

They took a c.ib together to the meeting, but separated 
before reaching the door <if the hotel. 

Michael had thouuht better of the Press, and took op » 
position in the passage, wl'ctice he could watch for a dtasof!. 
Stout men, in dark suits, with a palpable look of having 
lunched ofi turbot, joints, and cheese, kept pMttSg hun. 
He tw>dced that each handed the janitor a pa^WT. 'IH 
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hand him a paper, inn,’ he tlioucht, ’and S(nf»t in 
Watching for some c \ li ) stouter men, he tt)nk e< \i.r lx iween 
two of them, .md .ipproa^hid the dni>r, uiih .in announce¬ 
ment of * Counterfeits ’ in h . K It liand I l.iiuhng it .u■r(c^^ 
a neighbourini' import.im«. he n.o i^ukkl) into .i S' it 
lie saw tlu Janitor's face pokt d round the door ‘ No. nu 
friend,’ thouglit MrIkicI, ‘it ^ou ...uld iJl dud. Imm 
shareholders, \ou wouldn't lx- in rh a joh ' ' 

He found a report IxJore him. .md holding it up, li'oked 
at other tilings 'i'h' room .(.uind I't him to h w- l-tf'n 
got by •> lom-rt h ill out ot .1 st.iiion u iitiiii’ro^ni It 
had a platlorm witii i lone t ihlc, Iv land whivh were st\,ii 
empty chair-.. ..n i .men inkpot-, vcith sm<-u cjuill pmi-. 
upright in ilu in ' QuilK ' ' ihouL'hf Mnh u i, ‘ s\ mlxdn , 
I suppose— thcc’ll all list lountain-pi iis ' ’ 

Back-centre ot tlio platlorm w.w .1 do.,r, md in inau, 
below it, a table, wlu re four nun \m n. -itting, tiddhin: with 
notebooks ’ Orchestr.i,’ thonuht MuIikI He turned Iir 
attention to the eight or tm rowx ot sh.ireholdi-rs. Thc\ 
looked W’h.U they were, hut he could not tell why Their 
faces were cast in an inhnit\ of mould-., hut all had the .iir of 
waiting for something the\ knew ihe\ would not get Wh.it 
sort of lives did thev lead, or did their lives lead them ' 
Nearly all \Mare moustaches Ills neighbours to right and 
left were the same .stout sii.ireholders between whom he had 
slipped in ; they both had thick IoIx-n to their c.irs, and necks 
even broader than the straiglii broad backs of their heads. 
He was a good deal impressed Doited here and there he 
noticed a woman, or a parson There was practical!) no 
conversation, from which he surmised that no one knew his 
ncighb4ur. He had a feeling that a dog somcw'hcrc would 
have hnroanweci the occasion. He was musing on the colour 
scheme of green picked out with chocolate and chased with 
gold, wlien the door behind the platform was thrown open, 
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and seven men in bluk coata ftk J in, and with little bows 
took their i^cjis behind tiit quilK They reminded him of 
people yaiini; up un horse s, or .i{>out to phiv the piano—full 
of small ajjustinenib 'lh.it - i the Chairman’s rii^ht — 
would be old lonono\, uuh a t »ce cnlirclv composed of 
features Miehael had all odd conceit . a little thing in a 
white top-Jiat sat iiisidc th( br.nn, driving the features 
cight-in harui '1 ht n v .iim a f i< c str j!L:ht from a picture of 
HcrMajc ^ty's (I'A! n.nmu in rounj .iiul pink, with a 
)uph niist, .1 sni.ill nmuth, jiul 'nlih ulmc whiskers; while 
■ It llic inii -'ll ih ri_;iit w.i. .i t‘'Uiiu n.iiice vs hose jaw and 
eves sviiii ,i iioruu; into .1 ii'iuinJruni hevond the wall at 
Mich.urs i'-i-k he th'upht Ills scrutiny 

passed I-i( to *1 tli.irniaii Clio-eri' Was lie—or Was he 

not? A !h .Teh d mail, a h tl' he hind on the'Chairman’s Iclt, 
was ahi id> re.olim; Irom a hook, in .1 rapiei monotonous 
voiee 'll,at must I'e- the sceretarj leitiny off his minute 
gun*. And in iroiit of him v. 13 dearly the new manager, on 

whose left Miehad observcii liis own faiiitr The dark 

pothooks over hir L.iwrenee'b right eye were .slightly raised, 
and hii mouth was puekcrcel uiieler the cut line of his small 
moustache. Me looked almost Oriental, quick but still, liis 
left hand hchl Ins tortoisesln 11 rimmed monocle between 
thumb and finger. ' Not quite in the scene ! ’ thought 
Michael; ‘ poor old liart ! ’ He had come now to the last 
of the row ‘ Old Forsyte ’ wa. sitting precisely as if alone 
in the world , with one torncr of his mouth just drawn down, 
and one nostril ju‘t drawn up, he seemed to Michael quite 
fascinatingly del.iclicd; and yet not out of the picture. 
Within that still neat figure, whereof only one patent- 
leather boot seemed with a slight movement to be living, 
was intense concentration, entire respect for the proceedings, 
and yet, a queer contempt for them ; he was like a statue of 
reality, by one who had seen that there was predous little 
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reality in it. ‘ He cliilln my soup,’ thought Michael, ‘ but 
—dash it!— I can't help half admiring him ! ’ 

The Ch.iirman had now risen ‘ He is ’—thought 
Michael; ‘ no he isn’t—yes—no—I can’t tell! ’ He could 
hardly attend to what the Ch.urman said, for wondering 
whether he wa^ chos; n or not, though well aware that it did 
not matter at all. I'he Ch.iirni.m kept steadily on. Dis¬ 
tracted, Michael caught words and viords- “European 
situation—misguided polny—En nch—tot.illy unexpected 
—position disclosed—manager—unlortun.itc circumstances 
shortly to be e.xpl.iined to you—future of this great concern 

—no reason to doubt-’’ 

‘Oil,’ thought Midi.iel, ‘he is—and yet-! ’ 

“I will now ask one of your dirmors, Mr. lurs/te, to 
give you at first hand an account of this painful matter.’’ 

Michael saw So.imes, p.alc .and d' liberate, take a piece 
of paper irom his breast-pocket, and rise W.is it to the 
occasion i 

“I will give you the facts shortl)-,” he .said in a voice 
which reminded Mich.u.1 of a dry, made-up wine “ On the 
eleventh of J.muary last 1 was visited by a clerk in the 

employ of the Society-” 

Familiar with these details, Michael p.iid them little atien- 
(ioa, watching the sliareholders for signs of reaction. He 
aaW none, and it was suddenly borne in on him why they 
worn moustaches: They could not trust their mouths! 
Qjaraeter wasin the mouth. Moustaches had come in when 
people no longer went about, like the old Duke, saying ; 
"iplUc what you damned well like of my character!” 
KMoha had tried to come in again, of course, before the 
SWJ hat srfut with majors, shareholders, and the working 
chuaaa, they now had little nr no chance ! He heard Soames 
aay : “ la these circum.stanccs we came to the conclusion 
that there was nothing for it but to wait and see." Michael 
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saw a sudden quiver p.i'S over the moustaches, as migljt 
wind over ^»ra.s^ 

‘Wrong plir.tsc,’ he ihon-'Ki , ‘vse all do it, but we 
can't bear being reminded td it ’ 

“ Six wet l.s .igo, howt\ ^r,” he heard Siamcj» intone, “ an 
accidt ntal im idi lu v, < nis !■> h wr vsarned vour late manager 
that Sir L.iwrc'ii and i still intert.nncd suspicions, for I 
received a ItCtr tn ni !..iu pracik.iilv .ulnntnng that hr had 
taben this cerret tfiTu, 1 ion on the (itrinan husincs's and* 
a-king me K> inl-^rrn ti.i. Hoard th .t lu ii .1 L:<-n^* abroad and 
left no pFopt rtv b( lijuvl Ijini '1 his statf ment v.e have been 
at pnins 10 v(m:v In i^'se ^lr^.um^t.lnccs we had no 
altcrnati\’, Int tu t di vou togutlKf, and lu ihc facts 
before \ou " 

The viiK'. whiih had not \arifd 'm iota, censed its 
recital; and Mahad saw ’ . faihcr-in !..\\ return to his 
detachment- ■ rh on one leg, about to •'pfK bcnic to 
parasite, could haw inspired no greater sen.>c of loneliness. 

' Too like till, t'l I at count ot the t >Ttlt of lufland !' he 
thought ‘ nuntioind .dl the looses, and never once 

Struck tlu iuim..n note ’ 

A pause eiuin d, such as occurs before .in awkward fence, 
till somch^dy h.ss found a gate Micha< 1 rapidly reviewed 
the faces of t/ic Board Only one shi-wtd any aoimatsoD. 
It was concealed in a handkerchief The sound of the 
blown nc-sc broke the spell Two shareholders roie to 
their feet at once—one of them Michael'i ncighboor on 
the right. 

** Mr. Sawdry,” said the Chairman, and tlic other share¬ 
holder sat down. 

With a sonorous clearing of the throat, Michael’s ndgh- 
booi turned his blunt red face toward.^ ^oames, 

^ I wi&h to ask you, sir, why you didn’t tnionn the Botid 
when you first ’card of this f ” 
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Soamcs rose Oi^^htly. 

“You arc aware, I presume, that such an accusation, 
unless it can bi fully substaniiaicd, is a matter for criminal 
proceedings ^ ” 

“No; It \M)uld ha* been pri\ile^jcd.” 

“ As between nitinbers t.f iIm Hoard, p<T}i.ips , but any 
leakage would have r<-ndered us liable. It w.ib, a mere case 
of word against word *’ 

Perhaps Sir Lawrence M"nt will gise us hs view of 
that ? ” 

Michael’s heart began to beat ’I'licre was an air of 
Sprightliness about his fatlar'-- '.t.iiulmg figure 

“You must renumber, sir, ' in siul, “ tliai Mr I'lderson 
had enje)ve-d ejur eonipKli n-ntuiiiui f'‘r main )tars, he 
was a gentleman, and, spi.ikini’ f.-r inv'clf, an old scheiejl- 
fcllow of his, I preferred, in uminion loy,iiiy, to gi\e hjs 
word preferen^i, \ehik- er - k<i.pmg the matter in imnd ’’ 

“ Oh ! ” ''aid Mu hae Ts ne iglibour " \\ lial’s the Chairman 
got to say about bein' kept in tlie dark ? ” 

“ Wc are all pcrfeetly saiislied, Mr, with the attitude of 
our co-dircctors, in a ver\ delicate Mtu.iuon Ye>u will 
kindly note that the mischief was alrc.jdc d»me over this 
unfortunate assurance, so that tliere was no need for 
undue haste “ 

Mich.icl saw his neighbour's neck grow' redder. 

“ I don't agree,” lie said. “ ‘ Wait and see ’—We might 
have *ad that commission out of liini, if he’d been tackled 
promptly.’* And he sat down. 

He had not reached nrahoganv before tlic thwarted 
. »hareholdcr had started up. 

“ Mr. Bottcrill," said the Chairman. 

Michael saw a lean and narrow head, with two hollows 
io a hairy neck, above a back slightly bent forward, as of a 
doctor lutening to a chest. 
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" 1 lak'- it ircm jnu, then, 'ir,” lie '..iid, " that these tw.' 
tlirctHirs nprtnnt tiic e’uitr.il attiiuji cf the Hoard, . nU 
that the ilieird were tonteiu to alhiw a .siisi'f etid pere-n 
to reni i:n ni.jn.w-r 'I in ^rniikni.ni on soar extreme icii 
--.Mr I I tiunl. {'OKt.' <'I .m akuJi-iir i] incident, 

liui for th it, nih. t ,.1.1 Mill i'c iti iIil hands of 

an uhm, rnri,] i.x itMir.iJti i! li'- s\ni{'(''!Ps in tllI^ case 
.iri, ■; ipi'iiir' ’ili'Fc aj pc irs lo \t\\< lu-<-n gross 

u\< :-coii!,.K j • , I n I Ilf Hi-: inci- oi ihc sort niust be In 
all our miikl Ih j . "! .i .-urine fori :i;ri business uas 
cnulciirl) inn:.:- ' lu' inaii'*n r for his oun ends \V»‘ 
K.ivc ntadc a .irr l-x. h\ it \nJ the c|iicsuon for US 
%li irchijLii r.s " ,Ki ot. Ill ri> [ i ' i1k r a Ho.irJ who placed 
cniidctKi m li a jcrviii, ,iiid cntitiiuxl it .liter their 
>• -pKiotLs wcri orousid, .ire tlie ripl.i pcv>plc lo direct this 
iinp ’rtant c"m<rn ” 

‘I'hroughoul tills sp'-ch Mi-had had grown \cr) hot. 
‘ “ Old i ors) t< " wa - ri ,;lit,’ he thought , ' the v’re on their 
uppers tin r . 

dhere was .■ sei.j.i'ii creak iroin hb ii'i.a!’-rur on the 

irfl. 

"Mr Toll'v," s.iid tiic C: nriw.in 

■“ It’s a sccriuLs matter, tins, g.nth-men 1 t'ropo$e that 
the Board withdraw, an' leave ii.s to discii5> it’’ 

“ I second iliat,” iaid .MKhaer> neighbour on the right. 

Searching the vista of the Jh- ir^l. Midi.ii I saw recognition 
gleam for a sccc>nd in the lone I) i <cc at the end, .ind grinned 
a greeting 

The Uiairnian w.ix speaking 

*• If that Is vo.it wish, gentlemen, uc shall be happy lo 
comply with it U ill those who ijvour the motion hold 
up their hands r ” 

All hands Were held up, with the exception of Michael’s* 
of two women whose eager colloqu) had not permitted them 
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to hear the request, and of one shareholder, just in front 
of Michael, so motionless that he seemed to be dead. 

“ Carried,” said tlie ClMirm.in, and rose from his seat. 

Michael s.aw his father .siiiilirii;, and spcakinq to ‘ Old 
Forsyte ’ as tliey both stood up 'I'liey all filed our, and 
the door was closed. 

^ ‘Whatever h.ippms,’ .Mieh.icl thoiieht, ‘ I’se qot to 
keep my head shut, or I .sh.di I'e dropping a Imiel; ’ 

■■ Perhaps the Press will kindlv witlidr.iw, too." he heard 
some one sav. 

With a gencr.d chinny moeeinent, is if enquiring their 
rights of no om in p.irtKul.ir, tlu Iciur Pressmen could be 
seen to clasp tluir notebooks When ihcir p.de reluct mcc 
had vanished, there w.is a stir amona lii'- shareholders, liki- 
that of ducks when a dog comes up behind Michael saw 
why, at once 'I'hey had their b.ieks to each other .<3 
sharehoKhr s.nd 

“Perhaps Mr Tolby, who propo.scd the withdrawal, will 
act as Ch.iirman.” 

Michael’s left-h.ind iieielibnur beg.in bri.ithing heavily. 

“ Right-o ! ” he said " .Any one who wants to speak, 
kindly ketch my c) e.’’ 

Everyone now began talking to his neigbbour, as though 
to get at once a quiet sense of proportion, before speaking. 
Mr. Tolby was bre.nhing so heavily that Micluael felt a 

positive draught. 

“ ’Ere, gentlemen,” he said suddenly, “ this won’t do! 
r-W# don’t want to be too formal, but we must preserve some 
onte. m open the discussion myself. Now, I didn’t want 
"to “Urt the feclin’s of the Board by plain speakin’ in their 
' piesence. But, as Mr. What’»-’is-name there, said: The 
paUic *at got to protect itself against sharpers, and against 
alackaens. We all know what ’appened the other day, and 
yduttH 'appen again in other concerns, unless we share- 
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holders look after ourselves In the first place, then, ivhat 
I say IS ; Thev ouelit never to 'avc touched anything to do 
with the 'L'ns In the second place, I s ty they showed bad 
judgment And in the third place 1 say they were loo 
thick tog>etiii r In mv oriniiei, hi should propose a vote 
of no confiJ' nw ” 

Cries of "Heir, hear'" mixid mth iiideterminat* 
sounds, were hrok -n .-harp!) he a hnid " No ' ” from the 
sliarehold'r hIm had seeimd d. vl Michael’s heart went 
out to him, the more so as hr -till seemed dead. The 
negative uas ti ilowed by the ri ing of a thin, polished- 
looking share 1.1 r, v. ith a sni dl grc . in.iii.iaHie. 

“ If vou’ll t"r;;iv(.' mv s.uin;; so, sir," he began, “ your 
propos.d sums to me \<ry roueh-md ri ady justice. I 
should be lilt' ri sted to knon how you would have handled 
such a situation if vou had been on the Hoard. It is 
extremely easy to condemn oihtr people ! ” 

" Hear, hear ! " said .Michael, astonished at hit own 
voice 

“ It is all UTy well,” the polished sh.ireholJcr went on, 

“ when anything of tin, sort happen-, to blame a directorate, 
hut, speaking as a director ms s If, I should lx: glad to know 
whom one is to trust, if not on,’, manig.r. As to the 
polic)’ of foreign insurance, it h.is been before US at two 
gencr.d meetings; and we have pocketed the profit from 
it for nearly two years Have we raised a voice against 
it ’’ 

The dead shareholder uttered a “No 1 ” so lond that 
Michael almost patted l.is head. 

The shareholder, whose neck and back were like a ' 
doctor’s, rose to answer. 'y 

“ I differ from the last speaker in his diagnosuof decaie. 
Let us admit all he says, and look at the thing more Sfkteby. 
The proof of pudding is in the eating. When a Gwem- 
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mcnt mak<’s a bad mistake uf jii the electorate turns 

against it as suon as it feel-, the i.tELts. TliH n a vcr\ 
sound Oicck on administration , it ni.iy be roiiLtli .md n-adt, 
but it is tile less of two e\ iD A linard backs Us |udgmem . 
when It loses, it should pa) I think, p-uhaps, Mr Tulin, 
being our informal Chairman, was out o{ order in ['^opl,^l^t^ 
a vote of no tontideiKc , U tii.it he so, I ^ho^lld he happv to 
do SO, my a If " 

The dead sh ir< hold. r\ ‘‘ Nm ' ” u.i-. so nnounvlitn: tins 
lime that llnTe was a pause lor him to ^p- .d, ; he remained, 
however, without motion ihuh oi Mu hi tui-lihours 
were on thur nu TIk) hohb, 1 at i av.h other o\Lr 
Michaers head, and Mr Todn ^n do^sn 

" Mr. Sawdry,” he said 

“Look 'ere, nth men,” s^kI Mr >,«wdr\, “ and ladies, 
this seems to me a uisc for compromise Tlie l^ireetors 
that knew about liie manager mu in to . hut we mi^du 
stop at that. The guulcman in liont ot me keeps on 
saying ‘ Nod Let ’im give us ’is vn as ” 

*‘No/’ said the diaJ shauhoKhr, but less loudly. 

“If a m.in can't give 'is vuws,” u nt on Mr Savvdrv, 
nearly situng down on Mkh.iel, *' ’e shouldn’t interrupt, m 
my opinion/’ 

A sharcheddor in the front row now turned complctclv 
round so that Ik' f.iced the meeting 

“ 1 think,” ho said, ” lii.u to prolong this Jiscusiion is to 
waste time ; wc arc evidently in two, it nut three, minds 
'The whole of the business of this country is now conducted 
on a iystem of delegated trust ; u ma\ be good, it m.iy b<* 
bad<-^bat there it is. You’ve gt>t to trust somebody Now, 
as to this particular ease, we've had no reason to distrust 
the Board, so far ; and, as I take it, the Board had no 
previous rtason to distrust the late manager. I think it’s 
going too far, at present, to propose anything dchoite like 
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.j vote of no confulerui ; tt svcins to mi ilut ue should i.jII 
the Ho.«rd in and hi ir \sli w ..■''•uf.irui the\ h.ne to pi\ c us 
r< jxini'iu "1 .ou th'iii,’ >4 tho mti in the future ” 
T)ie ^ourii' uhiih urntid tht^ nnuliriti xp((ih were so 
jnextriuihh ;)iit Mnhiil i-uild nur e. t i!u >■ i"*- -d them. 
Not sf) unit ihi 'i'c<«h whi«h h'll'-u(d li I line Irom a 
shunh"M< r t>n tin t.L'ht, with ri Jde h h ur. lieht i ulusfus, 
a ilij'pid III'' i'l tt. I.' . iHil * ^ r ij'( d io]'<iir 
" 1 jj.ui 11" :i"ii uli.iit \ i r 1" Im \ init i!h ll^urd in,” 

lit ■'.lid III .1 r.itlic r j i rihj V"i' i, “ nid p isoiie a vote of no 

c<'iilKii II'> ri tii'ir pr n<< I hi n .i ipu'tinn, whieh 

no on., h.i-' t'HH ii' on. "I h"W I i'’, il wr turn the ni out, \vc 

could in.iki in :n (i li h lor ihiN lo-.s 1 in inittir is not 
ili.ir, hill i‘ ' o 1 .1 L'ood sj 1 rune ' n.mu, il wi like to take 
It \\hir..i . ii wi Jonh turn tliMu out, r’- ohviouH we 
can’t i.ii I It. ' \ 1 n il wi wisii " 

’Jin ini prt s'.oH made l'\ liiis spuih w.is of quite i 
Uiffirciu ordir irorn ,in\ oi thi oilurs Ir v lollowed by 
.1 hush, as ihoui;!) sonuiliiin.' inipori.mi h ui iHtii said .u 
last Mith''l M-iUvi .*1 Mr )"]}■) I In stout man’s 
round, liL'ht. r.tthir proinirunt tve was extraordinarily 
rcflcituc ‘ I roal inusl look hki that,’ thought Miclucl, 
‘whcnihcv su ani iih'. ’ Mr Tolh\ sudJenK stood up. 

All ri”ht.” he s.nd, “ ’a\t \m in ' ” 

“ Vcs.^'^^.iid the dead sharchoidi r There was no dissent. 
Mu h.ul saw "oini OIK rise and I'lend the pIalfona4 
“ Let the Tress know ! ” salel Mf lolby. 
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Whhk the lionr hnd cln-eJ hi hind ihr dcp.irtini; directors, 
Soanjes soujrlit .1 umdou ,is ‘.ir .k i'.omMi from tlic lunch 
eaten before the nicctiUL,' 

** Funeral b.iked nic.us, i h, i'or'.cte ^ ” said .1 \oicc in 
his ear. “ Our number's up, I think I’o.ir old Mothi rpill's 
looking very blue I think he ought to ,isk for .i second 

shirt ! ” 

Soames’ teii.iLity bcg.tn wriggling uuhin him. 

"The thing wants t.ukimg,” he gruniblcd ; ihe Chair¬ 
man’s not the ni.in for the joh ' " bhnJcs of old Uncle 
Jolyon ! He would have made short work of this! It 
wanted a masterful hand, 

“Warning 10 us .all, I'orsv te, ag.iiiist lov.iltv! It’s not 
in the period Ah I Fonteiiov- ’ ” 

Soames became conscious ot features rather above the 

levd of his ow n 

"Well, Mr. Fo^^\u^ hope you’re satisfied ? A pretty 
damned mess I If I\i been the Chairman, I’d never have 
WlthdrJtwn. Ahvu) s kvop hounds under your eve, Moot. 
Take it off, and till v'll go fur you' Wish 1 could get 
VmOh^ *esa with a whip ; I’d give it tftuse two iieavy pug- 
&ced Aaps—they mean bu.sincss! 1,'nles.s you’ve got 
tonethlng up your sleeve, Mr. Forsyte, we’re dished.’’ 

’ ’*Wh«t should I have up my sleeve said Soames 

coldly, 

. i*'PhbA sir, you put the chestnuu in the fire; it’s 
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up to you to pull ’em out. I can’t afford to lose these 

fees ! 

So.imcs Ik jrJ Str Laurence murmur; “ Crude, my dear 
Fontcn(p\ !” and s.nd uitli m.ihcc : 

" You ni ly lo’-'-' more than tour fees ! ” 

“Can’t' TIk.'x ni.iv have L.il’Ii sumrt to-morrow, and 
take ,1 lo^. iifl my h.iiuL ’’ rh im 'if fcelini; liurncd up 
sijJJenr. in the old evti' '' Ihc u>untr\ ilrues you to 
the u.ill. si in. \ou III ill" UuK, .inJ expicts toil to give 
km piihhe sireiec yr.Ui,s C.in't he done, .Mont -can’t be 
done ! ’’ 

tioame.s turned away; Ik had .111 utter disinclination for 
t.ilk, like oni iikhne Is n n .ui open e-r.iei, watching a 
eoHiii .slouh, luwired IL o u.i. his inl.ilhluhty going— 
poiny ! He had no dliisions Itu. uldalibi 111 the papers, 

■ ilid hi» rijui.i'.ioii lot soiiini jujynicnt gone for ever! 
iiiuir 1 N" lueire uuuld il. ] lUss ii . s.iy . " hiumcs say* 

-’’ .No more unulj old (,r.ulni.in follow him with eyes 

likt .in old doa’s. uTudiiine' soiiutinu hul ever submitting 
to int.dhhiht) It would he a ii.on j ir for the old fellow. 
His business ,11 ejii.imtances—.dter all, they were not many, 
nou !—woul.l no longer st.irc with eneious respect. He 
wondered if the reverberations veould reach Humetrius, and 
the picture market! The .sole comfort was: Fleur needn’t 
know. Fleur! Ah! If only her hu'iness were safely over 1 
F'or a moment ins mind liccanic empty of all else. Then 
with a rush the present filled it up again. Why were they 
all talking as if there were a corpse in the room I WeBl 
There was—the corpse of his inf.illibility ! As for monetaiy 
loss—that seemed secondary, remote, incredible—A 
future life. Mont had said something about loyalty. He' 
didn’t know what loyalty had to do with it 1 But if tkey 
thought he was going to show any while feather, they wen 
extremely mistaken. Acid courage wcUed up iateliiilxlin. 
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Shareholders, directors -they ndt'hi howl and shake their 
fists ; he W'.is not goini,» to he dictated to He lieard a 
voice h.iy • 

“ Will \ou come in, please, gentlemen ? ” 

Taking his scat again l>efore his unused quill, he noticed 
the silence—siiarcholdcrs waiting tor direaors, director- 
for sharehtdders. “Wish 1 (ould get among Vm with a 
wiup ! ” Kxtracagaiu word- of tji.it ‘old guinea pig'-,’ 
hut expressive, sonuliow ' 

At last the Lhairmtn, who'-' \ou alv\.i'\s rMUinded 
Soames of a r.iw salad with oil pourcvl u\ c r it, saul ironualh. 
“Well, gentlemen, we await \our pleasure” 

That stout, revl fie^d hllou, next t«i Muh.ul, stood up, 
opening lus pug's iii<'ii;h 

“To put it shorth, Mr Chairman, we're not ,it all 
satisfied; but hefon we taki ain res,.lution, w«. want to 
’car what you’xe g<u lo sa. ” 

Just helos\ Soaim s, suok one )uinpn.l up and added 
“ We’d like to Iviiow, sir, what assurane'- sou ean oj^ir 
us against ans thing of this sort in tlie iuture ” 

Soames saw the Cliairm.in snule--no real haekhotu in 
that fellow ' 

“ In the nature of things, sir,” he said, “ none whateser ! 
You can hardls suppose that it we had knewsn our manager 
was not worihx ot our eunfideni e, we should has c continued 
him in the post tor a moment! ” 

Soatnes thought: ‘'I'liat won't do-- he's gone hack on 
himself! * V es, and that other pug-fae'cd chap had seen it I 
That’s just the point, sir,” lie was i>a\ing: “Two of 
you did know.', and \et, there the fellow was for months 
afterwards, playin’ 'is own 'and, cheatin’ the Societx lur 
all he was worth, I shouldn’t W(»ndcr.'’ 

One after another, they were \elping now ; 

“ What about your own words ? “ 
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“You admitted eolkai\c rcsp-'iMhility.** 

“You said \ou wire perleclK .s.ilisliid with the attituilf 
(d \i'ur eo-dl^utor^ m tin initiir” Rcjirulir {Mck ' 

S' '.mice s.Iw iht Cli urih.in 111' lirii hl^ In td il lie w.mti d 
to -h d\i K , olvl 1 l•lUeIi'>\ multi rijiL', ''Id M"ilurj^’ill bli»w 
lih nose. Ml \ 111ij dinu'L'ia^ }.i' '■houldcrs SuddenK 

he was lUi ot] Ircni \i'W <>1 tliini L.iunmc w■.t^ 

st.iiidiriL' up i" I wi ( n 

“Allow MU iw^rd' Spi ikiiH'for iii\ i II, I liiul it impos- 
s;[)]' lo .Kupt ifj( "(lurou iit'iiip' oi tlu (. fMirin.m to 
eli< Milder ,i r ;• -i.-il'diu wiiu ). lu .iri'. ri ^!s I'U m< If 1 
in idi .1 nil - • ik< ' 'f judi-nu nt in !.■ -t di ■' our ^u^pl* mn-i, 

J nlu^t p Ill' j n ili\ , .md 1 ilunk it will < 1< .ir liie --cr - 
.eitii.iJioii ii j h ndt r in\ fi -leii .ii-ui t" ilie im i tinj;.” 

So uius - iw him lmvi I luUi l’"w. j 1 u * hi • monocle m 
Ill's (\(. ..nd M’ down 

A niurni ir crat'd the words -ipproe.d, surprise, 
di pri I .itioii, .idnurition’ It h ul haii c.di.mtl) done. 
So.uiks datrii'iid c-ill.inirv rhiri w.a ,dw.i\> .( ddJ<h of 
the pl.Koik .d'oul It lie fell (UrioiJsN s.i\.u,-r 
“ I, app.irmtK,” iie s.iid, ri-iriL:, “ .ini the other incrimi* 
noted diret tor \ tr\ t^ood ’ I .tin not ton'*cioui» of having 
done arnthini: Init ni\ duty from luginning lo end of this 
affair I .tin loutidmi that I made no mistake of judgment. 
And I considir it entirclv unjust that I should l>c penalised. 
I have had worrv .md anxicts tnough, without lacing made 
a ic.ipcgoat h\ sharcholdorv who accepted lhi>. jsolic)' with¬ 
out a murmur, before i\er I t.ime on ilic Board, and arc 
now angrs bct^ausc thc\ h.i\L lost Iw u. You owe it tome 
that the polav h.ts ban drop|H.d . You owe it to me that 
>ou have no longer a fraudulent persv»n for a manager. 
And vou owe u to me that \ou were called together lo-day 
to pass judgment on the mailer I have no intention what¬ 
ever of singing smaU. But there is another aspect to thia 
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He turned Into the Pouhrv lK-f'<re he knew uhv ]ic had 
come there. Weli, he m!,etu .is v\ill toll (ir.ulm.in .it once 
that he niu-t exert lu^ jud.'num in the future Ai 
the mouth <>t die h.ukw.it.r he p.iu'.id l<>r .1 M^cnd, .is if 
to print its hutfn-- on In- l^r.iin ife udild r^sien his 
trusts, pru.iic and .ill ’ 1!< h.id n<i in imu <.! Ikihl' Mieercd 
at in th<- t.iniiK laii i ^uddI n , < <it riiiu ini-r.incc 
almost u.i-li‘d his h(.iri iniu his 1 'm.o.. W h.it ,t i.ilc ot 
trust deeds exeaitcd, h.i-is rtneve.d, li'Uis^-. ^ttld. in\<s!- 
ments del ided (in in th.n h.uk r-.m uy iIkt. . uhtt .i 
mint of <}mci s.itist.u iidi in ist.iti . wJl n. iiiaccd i Ah ' 
well! 11 (■ wiiuld cenfinue to til, in le* Ins oven \- i-ir the 
Others, llie_\ must look out lor du inscKcs, louc And a 
precious lime dux’d ha\e ot it, in laci ol liic spirit there 
was about ’ 

He mounted tin. stone steps slowlv 

In the r<positor\ of h'orsxtc aff.nrs, lie u.is fai(d In the 
unusual-- not (ir.iJm.in, hut, on tin larpi npc i.ihk, .1 lartre 
ripe melon .d-mi^sidc a str.iu h-nz heiamcs snitled Tlic 
thing smelleil dclnious He held it to the lii^ht Its 
greeny ycllon iini:e, as network of threads—(.^uitc Chinese ' 
Was old (iradman going to tliroa its rmd .dioul, like- tliat 
while monkev ^ 

He w’as still holding a when a \oice said 

“Aoh! I wasn't expecting \'ou to-d.iy, Mr Soames I 
was going carlv ; m\ wife’s got a little pari\ ” 

“ So I we!" said hoames, restoring the melon to tlic 
table. There's nothing for \(»u to do at the moment, but 
1 came in to tell \ou to draw m\ resignations from the 
Forsyte trusts." 

The old chap's face was such a study that he could not 
help a smile. 

“ You can keep me m Timothv's; but the rest must go. 
Young Roger can attend to them. He's got nothing 10 do,'^ 
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A pruff anJ dcprcc.iuni: “ Dt.ir me 1 Tin \ wim't like 
it ! ” irritated > 

“Then thc\ must lump it' I want .1 r'-'t ” 

He did nnt nu iti enit-r int^' ilu- reason -Gradman 
Could read It t'T him't It in tin l iK^rui . Ac:*./, or v\lialcvcr 
he loidv in 

“Then I shi’i'i he S'.uni; ’."'i s.. 1 n, Mr Suimc.s; 
tlu re’s ne\tr all) thiti'-'in Mr 'hriiotl.\\ D'arino' I’m 

t^uitc uf\s!.t Ui-n’t )o,i 'm r p \.Pir r'- 

^|(^tm^s 1'‘■Ivt.l .it ih ■■!] tc’l-'A, Old '■iiip'iRc non 
stirred him .. 'V i, it ari\ sii-ii 'hit lie v\.is 

apprei.iat(.vl 

“ W’t-ll,” h'' '' .'.i, “Imp me in h' rs. I -n ,11 }k; m alxiut 
ni\ own athiir^ of ...urs< ■' *f, rn‘on, fJraJnmn. 

'i liaiN a fiiK ni' h'li ” 

He waiiivi l"r no more wmt.Is Th I! ihjp! l{e 
couldn’t last iM ‘ i ion^'cr, an\v\ sterol' ... he looked! 
Well. th(\ waJd iHixi It fiard I., m.ilcli 1. :;i ' 

On rcauhmp da l‘oii]tr\. la' i- - ided t.. e" G'rccn Street 
and SM W imtn 1-ijucc rK o.vl -'i<|iMjI. hmm sn k for the 
pro\imii\ ot Ih.rk Lane, ImT the ..1: 'Miiri days, the 
cfflortsi-cnt } ’.\ \ of his )outii ui‘ 1 r rht w.i..-. of Jamc* 
and I'.mil) \\ mired alorv r- r- .no i lor him mm, the 
past; her solid iMiur-: n ver ’ ' 1 , l.ow< ver much she 
kept up with the fa^itil 'US 

He luund htr, a hith •mi'IiIiI m ..tunic, drinkinp 
China tea, which she d’ 1 mu iik' hut what M'uld one dt), 
oti.er teas were ‘ tomnmn ’ ’ .'•he had ’akin to a patrol. 

Parrots were coming m ip.un Th' hird made a dreadful 
noisc NS'licthcr und'fits intlucnc. or t.U.it of the China 
tea—v\ huh, made in the Lnph'h vv..i, of ^ Imand the Chinese 
grew for lorriL’n stomachs, alwa\s upv t him — he waa aooa 
telling her tin whole story 

When he had finished, W mifrcd said comfortably: 
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“Well, Soames, I think yon did splendidly; it serves 
them right' ” 

Consdrujs that his narrative must have presented the 
truth as it would nut a|i|xar K; the public, Soames 

muttered : 

“That’s all very well, you’ll fiiid a very different ter.ion 
in the finam i.il papers " 

“Oh! hut nobody reads till m 1 .lionidn’t worrv Do 
you do Cone f Stub a i onihai.ible litlle nnn, 'so.juis ; I 
went to hear him It's r.uhtr a bon someiinK., but it’s 
quite the latest tinny ” 

Soames became 111 nnliblc—lu in t. rconb sed a weakness 

“And how,” .ohed Winifred, “ is Ekur's little attair ” 

“ ‘ Little affair! ’ ’’ echoed a vone ab i,o Ins hi ad That 
bird! It was clinging to the broi id- i iirLains, niosing its 
neck up and down 

“ Polly ! ” said Wiiiilred . “ don’t be naughty ! ” 

“ Soames ' ” said the bird 

“I’ve taught him that. Isn't le- rather sweet ? ” 

“No,” said Soames “I siiould sliut him up; he’il 
spoil vour curtains ” 

The vexation of the afternoon had revived ssathin him 
suddenly. What was life, but parmirs ! What did people 
see of the re.d truth f They just repe.itcd each other, like 
a lot of shareholders, or got their precious sentiments out 
of fbl Daily Liar. For one person who look a line, a 
hundred followed on, like sheep ! 

“ You’ll stay and dine, dear hoy 1 ” said Winifred. 

Yes! he would dine Had sbe a mrion^ b\ anv chance ? 
He’d no inclination to go and sit oppo.sitc his wife at South 
Square. Ten to one Fleur would not lie down. And as to 
young Michael— the fellow had been there that afternoon 
and wiuie»ed the whole thing ; he’d no wisli to go over it 
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He Ins h.mJs for dinner, when a m.nd, 

<'Ul''ld<-, J 

" ^'('u're o.mte J <>11 'Ilf '{li'Tu. -ir ” 

Mil li.uI'v \<-k'c t.ir’u t.ur tin oirs, m mined and liu^ky : 
" lint \ "ii. -ir 
“Vi W h It \- i: ' 

“jitur h I'crin ihk .ift'rn.xTi .it three r\e been 

tr\ ine 111 r( n. li v "i 

h.it ' ” I ri' A >'■ iiiu . “ I i".'. fjiik ' ” 

I h. ^ ^ i\ it’s ..Ii I'lirip i! Hu! it'v M' .iktul They say 
ejuHe -iH'II, t'l'W *' I 111 \|>KI I'Ti'k' nff 
■ M\ ()■ 'd ' " N ikI “^iI iiiu' “ Mv ii.u ! ” 

b\ till Ire"' 1 ''■’ill I'l (111 u I .i>kiri^': “ Sh.ill you l)e 

i mL Jinii r, T ’• 

' I ))nn< r ' nojtti r* d >o.im< s. mii u.is pune 
Hi iiurrkd il'iik', linn-t ruiuiKii:, ins'\i N M iriliin^fora 
t ,1 N.,n< I- ' i'< h.id. Ill I ourst ' None in Ik h.id ! Oppo- 

‘ite tlie ‘I-'i ■ uin ' Club )i- "n<', open in the t'nc weather 

.liter l.i'-t I,kill '' itnrni Tli.ii storm ' lU miijht liavc 
known I < ii d .\s }«i t'lri kirtimc. \Vli\ on t.irili hadn't 
Ik poll', s'r iiL'iii I' u k.' r it ]( Ik tt kphoned where he would 
Ik ' AH iii.it lu h.id Ikc II tiir'iiJirh ili.it afu rriiKin wasgonc 
lik> snji'kc I’iht Jiild ' To-ir Iitili tiling'' And what 
jhoot tvuiiphl sleep' \\ii\ h idn’t lit l>e< n there? Hc 
mipiit hiM n.iiure ! j).ininit ' N'.iturc- as if it couldn't 
le.ae (\cn licr .done ’ 

•• (ie! on ' " Ik ^.^!d. Ic.inmjj out • “ Double fare ! ** 

P.ist ilk t.''nn"i"-euT', and lik I'.d.ki, and Whitehall; 
past .dl pri "I r\('. wnenee n.tture was exduded, deep in tbc 
waKr-' <'l primitive eniution boamcs sat, prev, breathless. 
Past Bip Ben—eight o’clock i hive h<iurs! Five hours 
of It ' 

l^t it be over I" ht muttered aloud : **Lct it be 
over, God! ” 

L 
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O'. I III !• \. K 

When liii f.itli'T-in I .u Ivnud i.i ilio Clmirninn nnd with¬ 
drew, MicIi.ilI 111.! U'lrntud .i slri-ng .Ic-irc to shout- 
“Bravo!” WIioVl h.iu ihoueht ih< ' oU lu.m ’ lould 
let fly like tliat He h iJ ‘ k<' 1 Hoir is.n’ ■.Mih a 
vengeance. (Juite .in interval r-f tin. nii\"d \oeiK r.itinri 
followed, hefurc Ins neighbour. Mr. h.iudrv, ni.ije hiinsell 
heard at 1.01 

“Now ih.it the direitor imj'lu.ited has resigned, I sh.all 
’«ve pleasure in ['ropo-mv i \ote of eonfiJeiiee in the rest 
of the Bn.ard ” 

Michael s.iw tiis hither rise, a littli finicky .tnd smiling, 
and bow tu the Ch.urm.m "I t.ike ni_\ n-ign.ition .as 
accepted also ; if >ou permit me, 1 Hill join Mr. Fur.s)tc in 
, retiptment.” 

' 'Some one w.as s it mg : 

* I shall be gl.id to second that vote of confidence.” 

And brushing past the knees of Mr. Sawdrt, Michael 
tonght the door. From there he could sec th.it nearly 
every hand was raised in favour of the vote oi confidence ; 
and with the thought : ' Thrown to the shareholders I ’ 
he made his way out of the hotel. Delicacy prevented him 
from seddng out those two. They had saved their dignity; 
hot the dc^ had had the rest. 

Hurrying west, he reflected on the rough ways of justice. 
The shareholders had a grievance, of course ; and some one 
had to getf it in the neck to satisfy their sense of equity. 
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Tlicy hnd piiificJ (-n (HJ Forsuc.uhn, of all, was leant to 
blame; tor il Hart had only iuU ins lonj^uc, they would 
ctrt.iinK fiavc lumped him into the vote of confidence. AH 
very n.itural .ind illueicti. and four oVlock nlrcady! 

* CounterIciiB!' Tin old let line tor Wiltrid was strong 
in him this d.i\ ot publkatioii One must vio everything 
one could t'^r his book—poor old son ! There simply must 
H"! \ m - a !r- 

\lttr c dime in at two bii,' baokselk rs. he made for his 
Jiib, and .lo»(t(d liirMsOt in th' lelt phone booth. In old 
d.us th< \ ' took « *l's -ind \%ent abojt ’ Rin^in^'»up was 
(junker u s It ’ Uuh cndl'ss \t\ations, he tracked 
down bibkv, Na/iiii', I p hire, M.ister, .irul half-a-dozen 
<.thcrs ol ih' clut He struik a considered note likely to 
ntove tlidn T)u- I'H.k - ht s.<i-l w.is bound to 'get the 
pM it ot til' oil i'u.ird irid th( dud- p'.ncrallv ’; it would 
want a bit ot diiiir Uuune Jrorn the (o);n..Minti. Toeach 
td them Ik appeakd as tt. onlv f-ni whose praise really 
mattered “It \ou lii\cn’l rc\iewtJ iln l^iM*k, old clup, 
willvou ^ 1 1'' \ou w hr, uni, ot Course ” And toeach he 

.iddcd : I don’t care tv\o irr.iws wlicihcr it ^clls, but I do 
w.int old Wiltrid to ect In - dut ” .\nd lie mc.int it. The 
publisher in .Michail was dead dunnp tliat hour ia the 
telephone K-oth, the friend ali\e and kicking hard. He 
came out with s\^ca^ running down his forehead, quite 
cvhau.’iled ; and it w.is h.ilj-p.ist hve 

‘Cupol tc.i—and home!' he ihouchi He reached his 
door at <ix Ting-a linjr, .ibsoluicK unimportant, was 
cowering in the f.ir comer of the Imll. 

Wh.itV the matter, old man 

A sound from above, winch made liis blood ras eoU» 
answered—.I long, low maintng. 

** Oh, G(Ki I ” he gasped, and r.in upstairs. 

Annette met him at the door. He was consdoot M hm 
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speaking in Ercndi, of being c.ilKJ " mon chef,"' of the 
words “ trrj/roH/v;4r/’i . . The d'x tor s.ub one must not 
worry—all goes for ilic best ’* Ag.un that moan, and the 
door shut m his faie , she was gone Michael remained 
standing (ui the rug with perfeetlv < oM - acmi oti/mg linm 
him, and his naiK dug deep ini<» h'^ |•.dIll- 

‘ This IS how one la'comes a fathc r ' ” he thought ' Thu 
is how’ I became a ^on ' ’ That iiiodimg! IJc could not 
bear to siav tin rt. and he *.ould n-u 1 h. ir to go away jt 
might be h<'urs, yt ' He kept rt \\ ii'tie to luiiiseK • '• One 
must not \M>rr\ must not uorre ' ” Jbnc e uih >aid ! 
How meaningless' 1 ll^ brain, Im la in. ranging for r In. t, 

lighted on the str.uiji^l reliet uhidi eouhl [oksi!>K have 
come to him Suppose tllt^ i Inld btine I'orii, i, td nd b<‘eii 
his — had been b' ■ n \\.hiid\, hou \\.>uld h* ha\c been 
feeling, liere, outside thu door ' h iniL'ht it might • . 
easily have boon - since notlnngu.iN • kT' d, now ' Nothing 
except —NTs, just til It uhleh \a% dearer than '-nc^cll—jtut 
that which was in there, mouiing lie uiuld not bear u 
on the rug, and went downst uTv Across oil aero^^ the 
copper fitx'r, a cigir in hu mouth, he sirode in v.igue, 
rebollious agon\ \\'h\ should birtfi b: like tin. ' And liie 
answer was' It isn’t -not in China! lo have tiic creed 
that nothing mattered -.md then run into it like this ! 
Something born at suih a co^l, muit nnittcr, .should matter 
One must see to ihu! Speculation ceased in Michael's 
brain ; he stood, listening terribly Nothing ! He could 
not bear it d(»wn there, and went up again. No sound at 
first, and then another mo.m ’ This time he fled into his 
study, and ranged round the room, looking at the carti^ons 
of Aubrey Greene He did not sec a single one, and sud¬ 
denly bethought him ot 'Old Fors\ ic.’ He ought to be 
told! 

He rang up the * Connoisseurs/ the ‘ Remove/ and hu 
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<3\\n {.hIkt's vIui''N, in thrv mi\’fit h.ive pone there 
lopcthcr .ilii r ill' nhctinv’ lU Jr'u M.ink evcr\\Nhcrc. It 
w.i-i half |Mst ‘'<-\cn Ilnw nun h 1 -ne' r w.i^ this going on \ 
lie \\cn[ huK t" iIk Jii-'T. hear nothing. 

Th- n il'twii to till }. ill. Tihl:- > htn: was Iving l'\ the 

!n>nt ‘ I lJ up ' ’ ih't’iL-i.i MtihacI, stroking his 

!\k L an i T.i I h nil' J!. > 1' tr:nj (!a ltfter-h''\' Just one 
j'.'tttr- UihruT'- wntiiu'' Ih -k it t ' tiu- lodi of the 
't.iirs and r< ui o \Mih halt his hr an, ilu '-tin r liaU wonder¬ 
ing—wand* rou' iip lia re 

*■ I")! \k I St irt t'-n 'fniu to tr\ and eross 

\rihta I til' ’ j}/ N'ui ini-l.t iw- .i liiu in e.ise Arabia 
atfiscs nu 1 1 i'. r- i iny s, i. -v 'I'he air here 

1 ^ too i.k.ir for -jijiiiHiit an kind, .inJ passion in 
I \tli Si .n i" I iin:iikl\ I .(in s-ary 1 in.idc you so 
much distcrl iioe It w (-> i nti talc )or me to go back 
to Hngland .I'nr tit war. did haiie about writing drivel 
IkT srn.irt \ouii'c \SMin- n in i mkv to!k to t\ id Poor old 
l-ni^lind- s!i( \ m l-d a !'..j • i.U' (ovr Ip run love; the 
satin. 1 " ^'•ur Ives 

“ Voirs eur, 

‘‘ U tl I Kill I>I sCRT. 

“ P.S,—If yuu\ t piiblnlied the tiiiri.;> I h-fi behind, send 
an\ ro\ aUu s te. p.u «.ari of m\ governor. - \V 1) *’ 

HaUMnlia I's br iin thought : ‘ Util, ih.ii’s that! And 
the book (.omiiig out to-day I ’ Quier! Was Wilfrid 
right—was It all a blooming gitT-—the inl-y stream ? W'a» 
one just helping on 1 uglmd's sickness ’ Ought they all to 
gel on camels and ride the sun down ? And yet, in books 
were comfort and diversion; and they were wanted! 
England had to go on go on ! ‘ No retreat, no retrettp 
they must coni^ucr or die who ha\c no retreat 1 ’ « • « God I 
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There it was again ! Back lie flew upstairs, with his cars 
covered and his c> es wild The sounds ceased , Annette 
came out to him, 

“ Her father, mow chrr; tr\ to find Inr fatlier! ” 

“ I have— I can’t! ’’gasped Miehail 
“Try tirrcn Strut—.Mrs Ihinie. (,’«iir„ec ' All is 
normal—it will beqinte ‘oun. now 
When he li ad runi; up (irkcn Street and been an'-ucred at 
last, he Mt Hitb the d<'<>r (<t Ins ‘study open, waiting for ‘ Old 
Forsyte’ to come II.lU lll^ '■iL'ht rcni.irked a round hole 
burnt in his trousc r h j; fa /i.idn’t (.\cn nuiKtd tlie smell, 
hadn’t even reaii ed that he h id Ikch binokiHL' He must 
pull himscit together |or tiie ' old in.in ' He luard the hell 
ring, and ran down to open 
“ Well f ’’ s.iid ho.iiius 

“Not yet, sir Conn up lo on mikK It’i ne.irir’’ 
They went up side h\ side Tliai trim gre\ head, with 
the deep furrow beiwee ii the e) is, ,ind those 11 es staniie as 
if at pain behind them, steadied Michael. Pwir old ch.ip ! 
He was* for It,' too ! T1k\ were both i>ii ‘ lliur uppcr^! ’ 

” Have a peg, ? I'yc br.uidy here ” 

“ Yes/’ said Smiiks ** Ain ihmj; ” 

With the bran dies in their hands, half raised, they listened 
'—jerked their hands up, drank Thee were automatic, like 
.jttTO doll figures worked by the same string. 

' **Qgarettc, nr ? " said Michail. 

Soaaej nodded 

With the lighted cigarettes just not in their mouths, they 
littened,put them in, took them out, puffed smoke. Michael 
had hit right arm tight across his chest. Soames his left. 
They fonned a pattern, thus, side hy side. 

''“Bad WStick, sir. Sorry ! ” 

Soames nodded. His teeth were clenched. Suddenly 
}ut hand t^ed. 
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“ Listen ' ” he < uJ N>uriJ' h’h-rent —contUMii! 
Mkh.u'i’' }i md 'ti/' d ihm;:. L’rippcd it h.ird ; irwa« 
cold, thin- lh. }i ,nJ ■'! > Tliey sit thus, hand in 

hand. St .line’ h tiK d-»')r’A..v, t.>r lu-v^ hiiur in itlier knew. 

."Slid 1-';K :h t vl' -ru (\ iirtxciied, a figure ui grey itocnl 
then - ttv 
*■ It Is .di r rigiit ! A soa 1 '* 



CHAPTER XV 

C AI M 

On waking from deep '•lotp next mrirnine. MiJi.uT*: first 
thought wav ‘ ]-'li iir is l',u k ! ’ !h- tlu-n rcnKirilnTui 

To his : “OK ' ” wlii'pert d .if In r Joor, hr rixtut J ,in 
emphatic ntnl Irom the niirM 

In the midst of excited (xpcii.ition he Rtainut enough 
modernitv to tinnk ‘ No ntnrt hliirh ’ (io and r.il coer 
breakfast quietly ' ' 

In the dimng-room ^o mu-s w.is dc spi-ini: the briiLtn citg 
before him lie looked up .is Mii-h irl tntered, and hurud 
his face in Ins cup Muh irl undcr-noiid pcrfecil) ; thev 
had sat hand in h.ind ! He s.iw, i...), that tlie journal 
opened by his plate was i>f .i finant i.d n.itur< 

“Anything about the nneting, sir : Your spoich must 
read like one o'clock ! ” 

With a queer little sound Soames held (Hit the p.iper. 
The headlines ran : “ Siorm\ mceting--revignation of two 
directors— a \ote of confidence ” Muhacl vkimmed down 
till he came to . 

“Mr. Forsyte, the director invohcd, in a speeeh .some 
length, said he had no intention of vmi^ing small. He 
deprecated the bcha\iour of the shareholders. he had not 
been accastomed to meet with suspicK»n,s He tendered hts 
resignation.” 

Michael dropped the sheet. 

“By Jove !’’ he said— “'Involved —suspicions’ 

They’ve given it a turn, as though -! ” 

328 
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“ The p.ipcrs ' ” s.'id So.inus, and resumed hiscjfc;. 

Michael >,it dnvM), arul Ntri|p(d tin sUn off .1 banana. 

’ “ N'llJiii’i i'(*.,imi. him !iU fils deatli,” ’ he thouj^lil : 

■ Po.ir nld bii\ ' ’ 

“ Well, Mr,” lu • lid, " I u th' re, .md .dl I can say ts : 
V"U and iTi\ t.tf.'r w.re jIi- .'nU iv.o pe.iph uhotxcitcd 
m\ re e c ” 

“ Tli.it ' ” - !id >-Mmes, putting' vioun fiis ‘p<H»n 
Mieh.iel p. rui'.td til It h' wished to h- .done, and 
s\s lilnwifu^'tfu I'.m.in.i, went inhw-aud) U aiting tor hU 
-uinni'ins. In. r .ni: u| lu ! id" r 

” None the W'>rs( i<ir \ei>terJ,i'. ^ir ' ” 

>ir I.awr' nn \<iIlc lanic cle.ir md tfnn, nther high. 

■ l‘i ■(.; V r .ik! w i-'C r \\ li.it* > {}|i iailk 1111 ’ ” 

•'OurliiM to f'Mth Your nioihtr \‘ants to know it he 
h I. .in\ h ’ r ' 

“ II i\. n’’ . tj him \ t t I'm just >:oint,’ ” 

\nni tti, -pd ; . bt > 1 ■ 'ri'iii,' him !rom tlie d'K*rway. 

'• ''In V, li.’-. \ou t ' brim.' th( little doi:, mnr. ,ht^r'^ 

\\itli '1 iiil:- c ling iindi r hi' irtii, and tr-.ading tm tiptoe, 
Mi/h.a! <ni o d 'I'Ih eliMiitii I'.iroiut' He did not 
'tern t‘i .'ini' mr o* t'Oii h. b- n 'di he r }u .id Ikh: over him. 
And sureb h'rh.ire.i d.irj- r' Ih ve ilktd up to the bed, 
.,nJ tou. htvl It rt\ t ri ntlv 

i ieur r.iiM d Iri Ir-.i!. ind rc\<alcd tin b.ihy sucking 
\M:orousl\ .it lar little titiu<r UnT Ir a monkey?” 

s iid her} unt 

Mkhael nodd.cd V monkc) clcarl> but whether white 
--tliat v-.is thi tpje'li'tn ! 

” And \oU. svsietlu ifl ’ ” 

“ All ngi.t n-w, but it was - —” She drew her breath 
anJ her c\. ' J.irkcnt J " 'I mi;, Iwik ' " 

The Chine« d"g, wuh nostrils delicately moving, drew 
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backward under Michael’s arm. His whole demeanour 
diiplayed a'Knowing criticism. “ Puppies,” he seemed to 
say, “ we do it in Chin.i J udgment reserved ! ” 

“ What eyes ! ” a.iiJ Michael: “ We needn’t tell I'lm that 
this was brought from Clielsc.i In the doctor.” 

Fleur yave tiic tinii l.iuch. 

“Put him doun, Michael ” 

Michael pm him down, and he went to ! n corn' r 

“ I mustn’t talk,” s.iid Fleur, “ hut I w ant to, frightfully ; 
as if I’d been dumb for meinths ” 

* Just as 1 hit,’ thought Micli.iel, ‘ she’s been .iwav, awnv 
somewhere, uitetle auae ’ 

“It was like being held down, .Mi.riael Months of nut 

being yourse If ” 

Michael s.ud soliK : “ Yesl liic process i.t behind ilie 
(imea 1 -Has he got any li.iir .’ .Mv nioiher w.iin.s to 

know." 

Hear reve.iled the head of the cleietith baronet, coected 
with dark down. 

“Like my grandmother's; but it'll get lighter. His 
eyes are going to be grew Oh ! and, .Michael, about god¬ 
parents I Alison, of course—but men ’ ” 

Michael dwelled a litile before answ ring : 

“ I had a letter from Wilfiui \ esii rd.iy. Would you like 
hm'i -He's still out there, but I could hold the sponge for 
him k chnrch.” 

“lake all right again .’ ” 

* '.“Heaayaso.” 

,lit coakl not read the c.xpression of her eyes, but her lips 
wcMflwated alightly. 

(I?*! xk}^’’i^8aid : “ and 1 think one’s enough, don’t you ? 
IBnewret gave me anything.” 

“C^^tttine gave me a bible, and the other gave me a 
vngipng, .Wilfrid, then.” And he bent over her. 
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Her eyes seemed tu nuke him a !juk imnic apology. He 
ki'-'cd )icr Ji.iir, .mj moved h irrietllv au.tv 

iiv the dour Soanic.^ w.is inJtiur, .lu.iiting bis turn. 
“ Just a minute oniv, '-ir," ti v nurvc \\.is s.ivinc. 

So.lml.^ n .Ikid up l'> the h'.Uide. itid slnnd Imiking at 
his daULrhfi r 

“ I) ivi, d ir ' ” M,. h Ui li ■ ifJ her •< 

So,iiu^ )■ I'-j h. i h'r ]; tn 1. ni'lviv.d, if implying 

apj'r'i.al • ! :!,■ hi' .. ..ri.l . oii'- w likiiii; h.oh, hut, in a 

mirror. M' i i - .-v '.i ii} p;. • r'?’.- 

()n 'Ji •; ■ i !' oio i i'mi- . In 1 .d the n\<'>i intense 
ih;,ire K . It V. > 1 .! ! I.iir j., md, tillering the 

Cluncbe :• ■'i, 1’ '.c^od ^ r ,/ -.t into the sunlit 

s,pijrc (i '' It v\ j. i lo he dive! Say 
whit vi.u ■ .j i-iihi‘t ['■ a it' 'I'licy might 

turn th. T r,. ., i h: , .ui I h-'L d'-an tie in .it it; they 

nuetit bu'-'ii.r up thv tiitur^ .imJ tin [ i^i, hut -give him the 
pn -.ent ' 

*l’ll li..\v that v.'.ite nu.nk up .iu.in'’ he thought. 
* ril -CO th' I'ruk furtli' r U f‘»re la ''hall d< jTt ss me ! * 

He wont out to .n d.i-'t uiuh r ilu stairs, and, fro® 
beneath four pairs of curt on d-ue uf’ in moth-preserver 
and brown ]' ipcr, !•> 'a out i!" im mri. He held it away 
from him in the dim light 'I u ireatureN eves 1 It was 
all in tliosc eyt '' 





A SII.F.XT WOOING 


In Fcbru.irv i«;24 [on Inrsut*, conv.iK’^t ini» from the 
’flu, in rhc loura^r (tf .in Imttl .it Camdeiii 

Soiuh C.in.bn.i, v.iili his hrivlit h.ur ‘.louj\ ri-.inj' on his 
si.ilp. He v'l.i-i re iJirii: .ihwui .i IwichiiU' 

.A voK( I't-liinJ him iiJ 

“ W’ll! \ "U I' 'in >'ur puN'u "-.c r it those i*Ki time mounds 
fo-J.i\ ■ ” 

l.'HikinL’ tif. -•!" •' .iu|ii I'nt mtc e.illcd Francis 

WilrtK-t. uiio I inic Iroin luith' r -'niih 

“ \Vr\ lll.iu !'■ U hi)’s gtiiO;’ • 

’‘\Vh\, ;b'‘ Mr .in-l Mr- Ihiiii'-n liurrison, and that 
Fn^’Iibh (iurJon Mi:ihi>, .itui ihc lil.ur Girls and 

thtir fruml-, im! ni\ -.-tir \rim .JtiJ I \’<'u could fide 
over horst h.u k. il \ nu \s.in( ( \t ru >c 

“ All nirlii, th(.\\e i'<t new hnf'e.s in this morning 

from Columbia ” 

Wliy, ifui's tin^ ' M\ -I'lcr .mil I'll ndc horseback 
loo, and i>unic ot the iil.ur I'lrK Th' Ilurri.-it.ns can take 
the otIk r- " 

“ I sa\ s,ud Jon, “ this is.» pn :t> K<d t.iHC of lynching/* 

The vouni: man ttj whom he spt>k( leaned m the window, 
Jon admired liis face, .i' oj i;or\, uitfi dark hair and eyes, 
and narrow nose and lips, and his lisvnn free attitude* 

“ All \ou Hnt blurs off the deep-end when you read <d 
a Knelling. A’ou haven’t got the negro problem op where 
you arc at Southern Pines. They don’t have k any to 
speak of in North Carolina.” 

“ No, and I don’t profess to understand it. But tcailH 
tec why negroes shouldn't be incd the same at white mok* 
There may be eases where you’ve got to shoot at ; but 

335 
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had a sort of restrained eagemtss—tlic brow broad and 
dear, the nose str.ii^'ht and slightly sudden, the mouth 
unrcddcned, rather wide and pretty But vvlut struck Jon 
were htr which vscrc exactly his idea of a water 

nvmph's Thev shmied a little, and U'.rc steady and 
brovMi and tiuieing ; whether tliere wa^ ever such a slight 
squint in tluni lu (.ouhl ni>t tell, hut if theie were it was an 
improeement Hi hit shy Ni ala r of them spoke 
Francis Wilmot remarked, I reCM'n I'pi hungry,” and 
they walked side In sieh tcavards tin. e.Uai'leS 
Jon said Siivldi III) to thi. r 
‘‘You\c jLisi i-mie ilicn. Ml- W'jhnot 
‘‘ Yes, Mr 1 lit ' tr ” 

“ Win re fruni ' ” 

“ From Nasi h\ Ji\ wav diain K twi n Ch..iki,ton .md 

Savannah ” 

** Oh, Cllar)l^^(‘n ! I likf d Cli.irleni"1 " 

“Anne likes ^,l\aIln th hi-t,” s,uj Fraiuis Wilmot. 

Anne nodded She was imt t ilkative, it seenud, though 
her voice had sounded pleasant in sin ill ip' mtuies. 

‘‘It’skinduf loiii j-ome win re wclue/Naid Francis “Mostly 
darkies. Anne's never seen an Kndishman to speak to.” 

Anne smiled |on also smiled. Neither pursued the 
subject. They armed at the ealable^, .spread in a manner 
■calculated to give ilic maximum of muscular and digestive 
«]Q^on. Mf'. Bulmorc Hurrison, a lady of forty or so, 
nf defined features, was seated with her feet turned up ; 
her, (Jurdon Minho, the English novelist, had his 
'legtin amorc reserved |x)siiion ; and then came quantities 
.4f girls, all with pretty unreserved legs ; Mr. Pul- 

WOn^'HniTjson, somewhat apart, was pursing a small 
the cork of a large bottle. Jon and the 
WitUiA ako sat down. The picnic had begun. 

realised that everybody was expecting Gurdon 
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Minho til n.ivsumoihini! lii'yunJ “ Vi'',”" Really!”, “ Ah!”, 
"Quite'" '1 Ills ilij ru-t iHLur The celebrated nuvelNt 
Hat at first aln'i'.t j'liiiliillc attenticc In nhat everybody 
else said, and iliiii seenied tn e" intc a inma jun felt a 
pairiiilii' Ji,a|i|'i.in':n'nt, tnr he hiriisell Has, it .anything, 
even mere 'if'T'' lb ii’i.lvl see tliai, iinnnit the three 
lil.air eirls ,in,i >trir hmi eitl Iricrjs, .1 sort (if ennsptracy 
H.is bri i.nie. t'l 111. ’ * 1,. dent 1 nidi .Ii ui the j ri\ \ of the 
futiiri I 1 ,! 11 \\ I'l.it's spei.iile s ,1 t r HI, 1 iDinfort 
til liiin , ir l'!t I. It si.' Hi.id.t luitln.t be eiHi'h'd nor 
incliiHii t" j'liii f'it ■ ! ; iri - II, n-.i. n luei m handing 
\iLtinl- . 1 "! H ' .'I '-1 Hliin till pT' id lit c.itirre mi cOD- 

stneira si 'ii,. n- .i i' '-.ir Tuniib h- re liU- ChrKtma* 
ll.n, hi tt'r ii. ,: I ! i.r .ni.l lln p .it than in th" present. 
Aitir th' III rii, il j r .1 id si i .ri’i'di inta pi lulcrs, the 
h.isLii, Hiri r-, ai.iii, and .dl r-.Iir'id lu thiir (chicles. 
The t"ii I It ... i iiti d iiir .inmtii r muMid Mid to be two 
miles c'lT 1 r in W ih'i.d ind th. tHi. iii .ir p.r! 1 judged 
tlicv H'luld pit b.u 1 . .ill,: H.ii'h till j'lili) Juti Hiked AllOe 
Wilniot hIikIi she Hushed to do .''he elected to see the 
other mound 

Thev mount! J and pursued a uatk through the woods ia 
silence, till Jon said : 

" Do (ou like picnics ! ” 

" I certainly do not ” 

"Nor do I ifut riding f ” 

•' I just adore it mote than anything in the wnrld.” 

More than d.incing ! " 

“ Surclv Riding .and sHimming '• " 

“ Ah ! I ihoufhi -” /Vnd he vras silent. 

“ What did you think : ” ^ 

“ Well, I thought somehow you were a good swimioek,*.' 
“Why!” 

Jon said with embarrassment: 
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“ By your eyes-*’ 

“ What! Arc tlicy fishy ? ” 

Jon laughed. 

“ Not exactly. They're like .1 water nymph’s.’* 

“ I don’t jU’'t know if that’', a umiplinunr.** 

“ Of course It Is ” 

“ I thought n\ tnphs weren't n speet.tble." 

“Oh’ /Tt/ter nymph' -\try’ bh\, of umrsc.’* 

“ Do )<m have manv in England '' " 

“No As a m.itti r of t.n t I’ve nc\er seen -uk bdorc.’’ 

“ Then how do you kn> w ? ” 

“ Just a general sense ot what's lining ” 

“ I suppose you had a elassKah Jiuation Don’t V'ouall 
have that in England ? ” 

“ h'ar from u ” 

“And how do \ou like Anuriea, Mr Forsyte f ” 

“ Very much I get homcsiek sonu times.” 

“ I’d love to travel ” 

“ You ne\cr luve ? ” 

She shook her head. “ I just st.i\ .it home and look after 
things. But I reckon we’ll ha\t lo sell the old home— 
cotton doesn’t pay any more.” 

“I grow pcache-s near Southern Fines, you know, up in 
North Carolina ; iliat’s p.i) mg at present,” 

“ Do you live there alone i ** 

“No; wiihm) mother.” 

“ U she English ? ** 

«Yc8.” 

“ Have you a father f ” 

*• He died four vears ago.” 

“ Francis and 1 have been orphans ten years.** 

** I wish you’d both come and stay with us some day ; 
my mother would be awfully glad,” 

« 2l she like you f ” 
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Jon lauphfj 

“No She's btjuti^ul ” 

The eyes regarded him i;r.i\el\. tfic lips smiled faintlv. 

“ I'd jU't h*\c to ome, hut i r.mu- .md 1 ean't ever be 
togc tiler “ 

“ Lui," saui Jorij “ \<'U ri luah here 

"We u" h"h tnnu'rr'VN , I uantid t'> see Camden.** 
The c\es r( MJiiu vl iluir e‘toside ration of [•in'' face, 

“ Won't \ ou eoiiK b..e k \ut !i 1 . > iHsi' id. and see our liomc— 
ll'sold I'rariels W“uld like to h.tec UiU eonU' " 

“ Do \ou alA.o s know wiiat \our brother would like ? ** 

" Surele 

“ Tliat mu t b' But do yuu really mean you want 

me 

“ I e'crtainly do ” 

“J'd enjoy It awfully; I hate iH.telt. I mean — well, 

•\ou know-" But as h didn't he was not so sure that 

she did. 

She touclud her horse, and the single looting animal 
broke into a e inter 

Aleing the .ille\s of the eternal pinewood the sun was in 
their eves, a warmed scent rose Irom pine needles, gum 
and herbs ; the going was sandy and soft; the horsc$ in 
g«M)d mood Jon felt happy. Tins girl had strange eyes, 
enticing ; and she rode better even than the Blair girls. 

“ I suppose all the English ndc well ? *’ she said. 

Most do, when they ride at all; but we don’t ride mneh 
nowadays.'* 

“ I’d love to sec England ; our folk came from England 
in 1700—Worcestershire. Where is that ” 

“ It's our middle west,” said Jon. “ But as unlike as ever 
you can imagine. It’s a fruit-growing county—very pretty; 
white timbered houses, pastures, orchards, woodi, green hilla, 
I went there walking one liolida\ with a school friaid.'^ 
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“ It sounds just lovely. Our ancestors were Roman 
Catholics. The\ had a place c.illcd Nanby ; ihat^swhywe 
call ours Naseby. Rut m) ^r-indmoilur wa<? French 
Creole, from Loui.sKin.t. I-^ ii true tii.a in England they 
think Creoles h.i\(. negro bloovi m ilitm ' ’’ 

" WcVi V( rv iL’n<tr.itit,‘‘s.iij h-n “/kntm theCreoK'. 
arc the old 1 tiikIi and ^p.m^h i.miiliei You both look 
as if you had I rtmii bl<«>d ” 

“ Francis dor's l)>'\ou tiiiiik v\('\i p.i^'cd tiuit mound r 
We Vc cnnu' all ot lour rnilc^, and I tboughi it only 
two.” 

“Does 11 matter? Tin otlnr i.n>.i!id was rather over- 

■ rated.” 

The lips smilid . she didn't c\cr q’in< 1 1 'i'-h. it -.tUKd 
“What Indi.iiis lurtahout'. : " .cdid hm 
“Pm nor l-'u ^ur^, ^cnunules, it am, I think But 
Francis says ihtsc mounds \\ould be irom \\ a \ back before 
the present inks m.ide \ou come it' \merica, 

Jir. Forsyte : " 

Jon bit his lip To guc the rtason—lamilt feud— 
hrokta love afl.ur— was not exactly p.>s'ibie 

“ I went first t<> British Culumbm ; but 1 didn't get on too 
well. Then I be ard of peaches in North C.irohna 
But wh V did \ou leave England ' " 

: A" 1 Mppo>e 1 just wanted to sec the world ” 

she said It wa- a quiet but comprehending 
lOBIlds Jp^t w-ts the more gratified, because she had not 
fiontplthended. The image of his first love did not often 
iittlthiBloow— had not tor .t yc.ir or more. He had been 
Mhtltywtth his peaches. Besides, Holly had written that 
Rewbudaboy. He said suddenly : " i think we ougJtt to 
.IMsl.. Loolc at the tua! " The sun, indeed, was well dow n 
bl^lilld ^ trees. 
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Jon turned his sited “Lei’s g-illup, ii*l) be down in 
half an hour; and then \ no moon nil laie.” 

They galloped k .ilonr il.c u.k k. Tlic sun went down 
even faster ilian he h. d lli(;u 'ht, the .nr [’f u t.(')d, the light 
grey Jon reined up -nddenh 

“ I’m ciufulH S' rr\ , I don’i bdicvc we're on the track 
we came by !i<uii (hi |un!C I i-el wr’vt gone tid to the 
right. Their ■!. :< i!i.ilu< hia i ^ only came 

in from Colnii.l'ia m n , liitv don't know ilie vuuntry 
any more th.in i do " 

The girl 1 tuei .1 

“We’libelo‘.i ” 

“ M’in ' di t'ilii no Joke II'tliisc woo ls Don’t they 
e\cr end ? ” 

“ I reel.i n not, m (litsc p.irlt It’s an adventure.” 

“ Yes , I ui \' u’ll cai‘ h cold Il'^ y \U i old at niglit.” 

“ ;Vnd VOu’m. had 'llu 

“Oh' 'I’hai’s all right Htrt's a track to the left. 
Shall we go on, or shall we l.ikf it r ” 

“ Take It.” 

They cantered ('ii It was luo dark now for galloping 
and sooniood.trk lorcanuring And the track wound on 
and on 

“This n> 4 pretty business,” saul jon " I am sorry,” 
He peered towards her riding beside him, and could jwt 
sec her smile. 

'* W’liv ! It’s lots of fun.” 

He w as glad she thought so, but he could not see it. ' 

“ I been an ass Your brotlicrTl be pretty sick with 


“ He’ll know I'm with you ” 

“ If we only had a ccmipass We may be out all night at 
this rate. Here's another fork ! ( osh, it w going to he 
dark.” 
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And, almost as 1 r- spnlic, the last of the light failed ; he 
could hardy see liir tuc cards away He came up dose 
alongside, and she touched Ills shave 

“ Hon’t uorre,” she said , " hei ause that spoil- it ” 
Shilling Ills runs, he gat e li> r hand a squi e/e 
“ Vou're splendid, Mis, Wilnioi " 

“ Oh ! do i.ill me Anne hurn.nnes sei m hind ehilK 
when coti’ru hot " 

“Thank \()u \(.T\ much M\ n.uTnV Jun Without an 
h, you knuw- slu^ri for ” 

“ Jol\"n—Jon : I likf J ’’ 

“ Annr’s jUvavi. hccn niv f i\.-Liritc name we 

stop till the mi't.n ri'^c'-, ur r: id on • " 

. “ When vmI! tlu mnim rist - ” 

About ten, I iliiiil, juJiMne fn-ni 1 isi ni^'lir And it’ll 
be nearly full lUit u\ h.ifs'K v-t” 

“ Lef*fi ride on and h w c it to tlu hcr-sts ” 

“Right! Onl) il they make fnr aiv.uhcrc Tm pretu 
sure it’ll be towards Oilumlna, uhiJi iiium be mll(.^ and 
miles.” 

They pursued the narrow ir.ihk it .1 it'nr'-? pace h was 
really dark now. Jon said. “Arc \..i, .ol: ' "^’-lu’d be 

warnur walking I’ll go ahead , .stick hi ’ e tnoui;h to sec 

me.” 

He went ahe »d, .and sf>on dismounitd, fcchnc cold 
htmscli ; tlicre was utter silence among the unending trees, 
and no light. 

** Tm cold now,” said the \okc of .Anne “ I'll off 
too.” 

They hiad trailed on perli.ips hah an liour like ihis, leading 
their horses, and almost h-flmg their w.u. wlwn Ton vud 
Look I There’s some sort of a ele.inng here I And 
what*8 that blackness on the left ? ” 

« h’* a mound.” 
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■‘VVhuli iTKninJ. I u.’tuicr ? The one we s.iw. (tr llic 
■ ’tiler, ur neither ; " 

“ I reckon vve'M hemr eti»p lure till the moon nwe, then 
m.iybe we’ll see whieh it u, .imi kno« 'uir u.ie ” 

“You're riirht. Then'll be tw impe, [ evp.ct I’ll 
tether tlie leirses to leeve.ir.l, .rml ue'll tre to liiui .1 nook. 

It IS e'ohi ’’ 

He te tile-reel the horses out ot the eeinel, ,inel, turniup b.ick, 
ioiimi her b’ o ie him 

“ It’s creepe here,’’sin ..iiel 

“ We’ll tine! ,1 still-,’ pl.iee, .111,1 sit elown ” 

He put his h.in i thnuieh her .inn, ,inei the-,- move el round 
the foot of the III iiitiel 

“Here,’’ s.iki I’lri, suehlcnh-; “ thc\-'\-e bein ihiritin^. 
This'll be she-lte reel ’’ He tell the crotiiiei eirv enough. 
“ Let’’ squat here .tiiel t.iU, ’’ 

Siele by sieie, with their b.ic'ks to the w.ill of the exc,ivatcd 
hollow, they lii,’iit''d cicMreties, .ind ,s.it hsie-nmi; to the 
silence But for .1 snulile or soft stamp now and then from 
the horses, there wasn’t a sound Trees and wind, both, 
were too sparse for melody, .old nothing but their two selves 
and their horse s see me d ihse .-\ prinkli ot stars in a very 
dark sky and the deeper blackness of the pine stems was all 
they could sec. Ah ! .and the glowing tips of their cigar¬ 
ettes, and each other's faces vaguely illumined, now and 
then,thereby. 

“ 1 don’t expect) ou'li ever forgive me lor this,” said Jon 
gloomily. 

“ Why ! I’m just loving it.” 

“ Very sweet of you to say so ; but you must be awfully 
cold. Look here—have my coat ! ” 

He had begun to take it off when she said : “ If you do 
that rU run out into the woods and get really lost.” 

Jon resumed his coat. 
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** It might have been one of those Blair girls,” he said. 

“ Would you rather ? ” 

” For your sake, of course. Not for my own—no, 
indeed! ” 

They were looking round at each other bo that the tips of 
their cigarettes were almost louchmg. Just uhle to see her 
eyes, lie had a \(r> di tmet impulse to put Ins arm round 
her. It seemed the natural and proper ihing to do, but of 
course it \sas not ‘ dune ' ' 

“Have ‘■niiu ( hoLola’i slu ■'.lul 
Jon ate a wry little T!ic Ui'n-cihitc should be reserved 
for her 1 

“Till'' IS a real adventure It ; black I'd have been 
scared .dunc---sccms kind of sp'»ik\ iiere ” 

“Spirits of ilic ohl Irivlim-." riuticrtJ j-'ii “ Onl) I 
don’t believe in spirits " 

“ You Would if you’d had a cuI-iureJ nanny.*’ 

“ Did you have one : ” 

Surely, with a voice .\s solt as inush melon We liave 
>ne old darkle still, who was a slave as a bo\. He’s tlie 
be?*t of all the negroes round— nearly eighty, with quite 
white hair.” 

“ Your father couldn’t have Ix'ea m the Civil War, could 
be?” 

•*No; my two grandfather? ” 

‘‘And how old are' you, Anne : ” 

** Niactccn.” 

** twenty-three.” 

**Tdl me ab'>ui )e'ur home in EnglinJ.” 

I haven’t one now.” He began an expurgated edition 
his youth, and it seemed tu ium dial she listened bcauti- 
fully. He asked for bex story In return; and, while she 
was it, wondered whether lie liked her voice or not. 

lt4wtUed and slurred, but was soft and had great flavour. 
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When she had finished her simple tale, (or she had hardly 
been away from home, there was silence, till Jon said : 

“ It’s half-past seven onlv I’ll go and see that the 
horses are all right; then perhaps you could get a snooze.” 

He moved round the foot of liic mound till he came to the 
horses and stayed a little talhmg to them and stroking their 
noses. A feeliiiL:. warm and prntectue. stirred within him. 
This w .IS .1 nice child, .ind a brae e one .A face to remember, 
with lots heliind it buddenh he hi.ird her voice, low and 
as if protending not to call: “ Jon, oh, Jon ! ” He felt his 
wav back through the darkness Her haiids were stretched 
out 

It ts so spooky' Th.it funny rustling ! I’ve got 
creeps down my bach ' ” 

‘‘ The wind’s got up a bit Lets sit b.ick to back —It’ll 
keep you warm Or, look here. I'll sit against the wall; 
if you lean up .ig.unst me you could go to sleep It’s only 
two hours now—we can riJc on by moonlight." 

They took up the suggested poslurt.s, her back against hil 
side, and her head in the hollow oi his arm and shoulder. 

“ Comfy i ’’ 

" Surelv. It stops the creeps Am 1 too heavy f ” 

" Not a bit,” said Jon. 

They smoked and talked a little more. The stars were 
brighter now, and their eyes more accustomed to die 
darkness. And they were grateful for each other’s wamtlu 
Jon enjoyed the scent, as of hay, that rose from her hair not 
far below his nose. Then came a long silence,^whik the 
warm protective feeling grew and grew within him. He ■ 
would have liked to skp his arms round and hold her closer; - 
But of course he did not. It was, Imwevcr, as much M he 
could do to remain a piece of warmth impersonal miOttgh 
for her to recline against. This was the very first dlM 
since he left England that he had felt an incliaatkat t»|tit 
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your sister’s a laJy, and that one doesn’t behave like a cad 
with, a lady i ” 

Francis Wilmot did not answer; he went to a window and 
stood looking out, Jon felt very angry. He sat down on 
the arm of a long cb-Tir, suddenly extremely tired. He sat 
there looking at the ground, .ind frowning lic.nily Damn 

the fellow ! Had he been Imllying Anne ? It he li.td-! 

A voice behind him said ■ “ I reckon I didn’t mean it. I 
certainly am sorry h w^is just the scare ^-hakc hands! ” 
Jon stretched out his own inipulu\cK, and they shook 
hand**, looking strriiuiit int > each other’s eyes. 

“You nnist b<- .ibout thrwu^-i^" said i'r.oui'. Wilmot 
“Come on to mv ro-.m , Pee gotten a il.isk I've given 
Anne a dr.mi .drc,jd\ 

They went up jiui ‘ .a HI the onlv chair, It.hkis V\ ilinoi 

on the bed 

“Anne icIIn me sheks .u>kcd uui to ti-me home wuh us 
W-inorrow I surely hope \ou wdl " 

I should simpl) love to” 

“That’" fine ! " 

They drank, talked a litik, smoked. 

“ Good night,” said Jon suddenl), “ or 1 shall go to sleep 

here.” 

^ ITiey slimik hanJs .ig.un, anJ Jon staggered to his room. 
He fell asleep at mice 

■ They tiatelled nest Jay, all three, through Columbia and 
CWksion, to the W ilmot's place. It stood in the bend of 
river, «uh cotton fields around, and swampy ground 
live oaks grew, melancho]), festooned with Florida 
The old shave quarter., disused except as kennek, 
'sVMK WiS standing; the twivstoried house had flights of 
'noodtB Steps running up on each side, on to the wide 
‘ Vl^hrii<overed porch, .and needed a coat of paint; and, 
.arithui, rooms ran one into ihcuther, hung with old portraits 
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of dead 'U'llmof! and de Frevillcs; and darkies wandered 
around and talked their soft drawled speech. 

Jnn was hnpj'u r than he h.id been sinee he landed in the 
New Wiirld three and a half \ ear> .'po In the mornings he 
sauntered with the dor-, in the siinliel.t or tried to write 
poctrt—for the two eoutu; W ilnioK were lnie\ After the 
middat inialli( rode with tin iimr with Anne alone lathe 
evening he h Ti id Irom her to | I iv the ukulele before a 
wood fire liehii J at sutKlowii, or hi ard about cotton culture 
from Franci., with whom, mikc that moment of animosity, 
he was on the la d of ti rnis 

Between Anne and hinisi If there wasliltlc talk; they had, 
as itwere, ri'Mined the ’.iIi nee wiaOi h id fallen when they 
sat in tiu d.,r'.. iind. r the old Indian mound But he 
watched her, in.l id, he was always trving to catch the 
grave entuing h'ol, in her drrk e\es M re and more she 
seemed tolitni unhla aiic girl hi h id ever I nown ; quicker, 
more silent, .ami with more ‘ c mJ ' The dacs went on, in 
warm sun, and the nightl) scent of wood smoke ; and hit ' 
holidav drew to an end. He could play the ukulele now, 
and thev sang to it —negro spirituals, songs from comic' 
operas, and other immortal works The last day came, and 
dismav descended on Jon. To morrow, early, he was going 
back to his pe.ielie, at Southern I’ines ! That aftemoco, 
riding with her for the last time, the silence was almost 
nnnatur.il, and she did not e-ven look at him. Jon went Op 
to change, with panic in his heart. He knew now that he 
wanted to take her hack with him, and he thought he knew 
that she did not want to Come. How he would miss watdt*‘ ' > 
ing for those eyes to be fived on him. He was thirsty with yi 
the wish to kiss her. He went down moodily, andsatan^V 
king chair before the wood fire, pulling a spaniel's eat* #ad‘^' ^ 
watching the room darken. Perhaps ri>c wonlda’l tsettf. 
come for a last sing-song. Pcriiaps there would be "f 
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more but dinner and an cvenini; .i trois ; not ex'cn a clinncc 
to 8ay he loved her and be told lli.it she tndn‘t love him. 
And he tliought miscr.ibly : ‘ It's my fault—I'm a silent 
fool; IVc missed all mv chance’ The r>>um darkened nil 
there was notlnnj,’ but firelight, and the spaniel went to 
sleep. Jon, toij, do''ed hi') I\i.s It Was as if he could w'ait 
better, thus--for the worst Wlun he opened tlicm she 
was standing in front of lnm with tin ukulclt s m her hands. 

“ Do you w.iiit to Jon ' ” 

“ Yes," said [on, “ let's pl.iv It's (he l.ist time ; ” and 
he took his ukulele 

She sat down on the rug beh're tiie fire, and beg.in to tune 
hers. Jon sli|ped down IhsuIi. tiu- sp.inul .uid lHg..n to 
tune lus. The sp-inul got UJ .uul weiii .lu.iv 

“ What sluill we smg r ’’ 

“I don't w.mt to s’fi^^r, \n!i( Vi.u '■inu; I’ll iiist 

accompany ’’ 

She didn’t look at liiin ' Mie wnuld nut look at him ! 
It was all up ! \\ hat a li>ol lu’d been ! 

.\nnc sang. She sang a crooning phr.iso—a t.dl nwr the 
mountains of Spam Jon plucked his strings, and the tune 
plucked hia heart. She sang it through She sang it again, 
and her eyes slid rmnd. (lod ? She looking at him. 
She mustn't see that he knew she was ! It was loo good— 
that long dark look over tlic ukulele Iktwecn him and her 
were her ukulele and his own. He dropped the beasilv 
thing. And, suddenly shitting along the floor, he put his 
arm round her. \\’iihout a word she drooped her head 
againat his shoulder, as when tlic\ sat under the Indian 
DlCHind. He bent lus ciicck down to her hair. It smelled, 
m H had then, of hay. And, just as she had screwed her 
face round in the moonlight, she turned it to him now 
But this time Jon kissed her lips. 
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, (J, iht chuink ut ktiUid ujx'fll” 

U mUr's TaJ*. 



TO 

JOHN 1'URl'li.CUE 



PART I 

aiM’TKR I 

/ ^tPAM.I R 

The youn? man, at tin- end of Pcptcmlifr, 19*4, 
dismounted I’nun a m Jioutli .''quart-, \\istminiter, 

was so un'it'lri]-.i\il\ Anuruati th.it hit driver had some 
hesitation in ,i.skin(> for double his fare. The young man 
had no hesitation in refusing; it. 

“Are toil unable to read ” he said, sniily. 
four sliilliiifts " 

With that he turned his baek and looked at the hotue 
before which he had descended. Tins, the first {xivitC 
English house he had ever proposed to enter inspired him 
with a certain uneasiness, as of a man who c.xpects tO|ign 
with a family ghost. Comparing a letter with the nnintler 
chased in pale brass on the door, he murmured s , ** It 
turely is,” and rang the bell. 

While waiting for the door to be opened, he WM coO' 
scious of extreme quietude, broken by a clock rbliniiig limi 
as if with the voice of Time itself. When the last boondBed, 
the door yawned inwards, and a man, almost 
said: 

“Yes, sir’” 

The young man removed a soft hat from a dadtHIPlI 

“ This is Mrs. Michael Mont’s house 1 ” 

•Correct, sir.” 
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“ Will you ^nvo her my card, and this letter' ” 

** ‘ Mr, Francis Wilniot, Na^ebv. SC \\ ill %<>u v. ut In 
here, sir ? " 

Llsht-rcd lhr.)iij,'h the d'*<'rveay of a room cm the riirht, 
Francis Wilinot was »onsi imi-, of a (.oinmoi mn ^’Insc to the 
grtEund, and some teeth L’ra/ini; the calf ol his 

“ Dandle ! ” s.iid ih' \oi. < of the liairK's man, “\ou 
little devil! Th It doe IS a pn mer little brute with -tranei rs, 
sir. Stand still' Pm l.iiown him biw ek m ihrou^li a 
lady's sloe kine • ” 

Francis Wilmui -.aw with tntiresi a 'il\vr-LTi\ do^ niiu 
inches hi^^h and nearly as I'ro.id, Ion! m: up at him with 
lu.sirous eu’s abo\e tei th < \ire Ill' b' iut\ 

“It's the hib\, sir," aid t’K hairi -- mm, pto 
a sort of nest *in the floor Iwlori- tie- tink^' h* irtl, . he 
w// go for j'eopk when Ik’s with the bain But on<. fie 
gets to smelling irons-rs, liths ill ridit. Better i ot 
touch the bab), ihoueh Mrs M'-m w u here a mmuic 
ago ; rn take your e- .rd up to Ikt '' 

Francis Wilmot sat down on 1 sciu-e'in th- middl- 0 } tlic 
room; and die dog hn between him and the bain. 

And while the \oung m.m s,u h* u'nd around him. 
The loom w.'is painted in panels of .i Mib-i^olden hue, 
with a silver-tolemrcel coiling A clavkhord, little gokkn 
ghost of a piano, stood at one end Glass lustres, pictures 
of flowers and ot a siKer} necked )ad\ swinging a skirt 
lUid her golden slippers, adeemed the walls The curtains 
were of gold and Mi\er The -iker-c-dourcd c.uj-km felt 
wonderfuUv soft beneath his feet, the furniture was ot a 
golden wood. 

The young man fell suddenh quite homesick. He w.is 
back in the living-rtKim of an old ' Colemial ’ house in the 
befid of 1 lonely South Carolina river, reddish in hpc. 
He WM ataring at the cfhg)' of his high-coUared, red- 
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coated preat-^ranJfathcr, Francis VVilmof, Rovalist major 
in the War Indcpondcnce, They always said it was 
like the lie saw vshen ^h.i\inK every morning; the 
smooth dark hair drooping,' .uruvs his riijht tempdc, the 
narrow nos( and lips, tin n irrow d trk hand on the swurd- 
hilt or the ra/nr, tin. slits --I dark cvis i;a/inj," steadily out. 
Vciini,' Fruuisw,-, ii'iiiu* the d irki s working in the 
(.oiti»n h'l.l-. un>i'r a sun ihit lu dnl not stem to have 
seen siiut. he <.anK o\tr lurt , In was walking with his 
stilt r ilong tlu sw imp < Jgc. w h, re 1 k-rul i nio-i festooned 
tlic till di'lnroi'-, irw', he was thinking ot tiic Wilmot 
inlaritame, rujii d in the I oil War, siiU d'i aved vet 
prcU'uj-., an 1 eJa tit r to str.ieea -ui with it, or to sell it 
to tin. V.'tik who wanted a wtckiiwl run to from his 
CiiarKshn d-'k y‘\\ and W'U.ul ini}'r‘i',e it out of recog¬ 
nition It !'(. IoikK ilart, now that Anne had 

niarriid iIm: \oung Hniidur, joii I'or^v te, and gone 
awa\ north, to >outhcrn 1‘ine-' And he thought of hia 
M-.t( r, thus lest to him, dark, pah, vniJ, ‘lull of sand/ 
Ves f this ro^ m madi. him hoimsKk, with us perfection, 
Mivli as he liad never beheld, where the only object out 
ot keeping was that dog, King on its side* now, and so 
thivk through that all lU little h gs were jn the alf. Softly 
he said : 

■* It\ the prettiest rciom I ever was in/* 

** W hat a pc rtc'ctiv eharming thing to overhear I ” 

A young w'ornan, with crinkly chestnut hair above a 
creaniv face, with smiling lips a short straight newe, and 
very white dark-lashed evelids active over dark hazel 
eyes, stood near the door, bhc came towards him, and 
held out her hand. 

Francis Wilmot bowed over it, and said, gravely s 
Mrs. Michael Mont r ” 

** So Jon's married your sister. Is she pretty ? • 
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« She is," 

« Very ! ’’ 

“Ye*,ma«d." 

" I hope bahy lias been entertaininp yon." 

" He’s just preat." 

" He is, rather 1 hear Danciic bit \<m ? ’’ 

“ I reckon he didn’t break the cuticle,’’ 

“Haven’t you looked? Hut lie's quite healthy. Sit 
dotsn, and tell me all about your sister and Jon. Is it a 
marriage ol true minds ? ” 

Francis Wilmot sat dmvn 

“ It ceriainh ts. Voung Jon is a pretty uliite man, and 

Aime-’’ 

, He heard a sigh. 

; “Tin very glad. He says in his letter that he’s awfully 
.Jmppy. You must come and stay liere. You can be as 
free M yon like Link c>n us as an lunel.” 

The young man'.s dark eyes smiled 
“That’s too good of you I I’ve ncter been on this side 
.jbliwt. They got through the war trsi sisin.’’ 

Fkortook the baby out of its nest. 


JBif creature doesn’t bite. Jasik—two teeth, but they 
^Aw*t*i»frgonisc—isn’t that how you put it i ’’ 
is its name f ’’ 

'ii; 5 K 3 ^i$^or Christopher. We agreed about its name 
iJ*i(ii 3 ^*j^,lCchael—my husband—^will be in directly. He’s 
likl^lpdfrmeat, you know. Thev'rc not sitting till Monday 
course. We only came back for it from Italy 
Italy’s so wonderful—you must see it.” 
me, but is that the Parliament dock that 


—yes. He marks time for them. Michad 
is the best drag on Progress ever invented, 
labour Government, it’s been spedaBy ia- 
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teresting this vcar, Don’t t ou think it's rather touching 
the way tins Jog watthes mt' bjhy ! Hc’» got the mo»l 
terrific jaw !" 

What kind of Jog is he ’ " 

“A DanJie Dinmoni We JiJ liavc a Prkc. It wa! a 
terrible tragedy He i./i go alter cats, ind one day he 
struck a iiglning Tom, and got clawed o\cr both eye»— 
quite blinded—and so— 

The young man saw her eves siiddenli too bright. He 
made a soli noise, and said gtniK . “ 1 hat was too bad.” 

“ 1 had to cliangi this room tomphiely. It used to be 
Chinisc h ri iiiiiuhd me too much " 

“ThislitlK 1..II0W would eh.iw an\ c.it.” 

“ l.uckil) he w.is brought up with kittens We got him 
for Ills kgs lliey'ts so bowed in Iroiit that he can htfdly 
run, so Ik ju-t suits the pr.ini D.m, show \nur legs! ” 

The Dandle looked up with .1 neg.iiiit sound 
" He’s .1 terrible little ' ih.ir.ukr.’ Do tell me, wlut’* 
Jon like now’ Is he still English ’ ” 

The )oung man was conscious that she had uttered tt 


last something really in her mind 
“ He Ls; but he’s a d.inJs fellow ” 

“ And his mother ! bhe used to be beautiful.” 

“ And is to this day.” 

“ She would be. Grey, I suppose, by now ? ” 

“ Ves. You don’t like her.’ ” 

“ Well, I hope she won’t be jealous of your sistff L"-!,' , 
“ I think, perhaps, you’re unjust.” 

“ 1 think, perhaps I am.” 

She sat very still, her face hard above the 
the young man, aware of thoughts beyond hh’l 


«P- 

“ When you write to Jon,” she said, 
him that I’m awfully glad, and that I 



A MODERN COMEDY 


360 

I shan’t write to him myself. M.tv I call you Francis'” 
Francis Wilmot bowed “ I shall be proud, ma'am." 

" Ye^; bur you must call me Meur We're sf»rt of 
related, you know ” 

The young man smiled, and touclud the name with his 
lips. 

” P’lcur ! ft’s a beautiful name ' " 

” Your room will be reavK when \uu uime b.ick. You’ll 
have a bathroom to vourstlt, ot loiirst ” 

He put hI^ lips to the hand In Id oiU 
“ It’s weituli rlu!,” lu "aiJ “ I . 1 ^ {(.I’iini: kind of home¬ 
sick ; I miss the sun over lure " 

In ^foing out, he lorrktd I'.H k 11( ur h.ui jmt her baby 
back in its ru '•■i, and vs as staring 'traiglu lx lure her. 



CH\rTKR II 

til I 

Bn rriMr- 'hm ihf dt »t1i .■! .» h.ui c.m^rd the re- 
^Mfribhinffot 1 K-iir's C'iun-.^' r''<itn On the evening'of her 
l\vcnt\-MH end I'lr"! t ' Mu f. u In id t ern- henic vtung: 

“ Well, rn\ >^lld, 1 \i (.lauki d j'lihli^hinLj With nlj 

I) inl'v .il« n in iIk ri.'hi it imi'i .c.intr” 

" Oh ! Mn. h K In ‘ 'u'll 1 h hurt J m dt .it!i ” 

•• Idl L'li in’'’ I’.irli.amni h’-- ijuiti umi ti, ind about 
the 'niiK sv p 

Hi- li.id ■ '0 11 in jiSt >i'i d.i\^ liter It bee.tine appa¬ 
rent ih.it * id li'tin-d in I .inu't 
•’Vi>u uiTi .diMildtel) rii^dif, Miih.icl It’s the very 
thitiL' *'’!■ ''ni ^ "11 '' e,'"t 11' •!' 

Otiu r ['< eple's ■’ 

“And tiu am ol thi ;nih WV'a frii,'htfiill\ handy for 

the Hoiae, h' re *' 

“ It cost^ !ii'ni'-\, Klfiir 

“Vis, r\' sp'd.'n to hither Ir vv.i<; rather funny— 
thirt’--> nc\ir been .i l‘>r>Ut., \oii know, .inysvherc near 
Parii.unuu. But he thinls it‘ll be good for me ; and that 
it’s all b.ifont :s .ire fit h>r.” 

“ One h.a to h.r.c a Si .i», unfortun.itel} 

"Well, r\c siundid vour Other, tou. He’ll speak to 
people. They v\ant )oung men.” 

“ Ah ! And \\hat arc m) pditics ' ” 

“ Mv dc^r bo\, you mu-ji know -at thirty.” 

“ I’m not a Liberal. But am I Labour or Tory f ** 

“ You can think it out before the next clcciion! ^ 

361 
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Next day, while he wa<5 shaving, and she was in her bath, 
1«5 cut himself slight!) and said : 

*' The land and this unemployment is what I really care 
About. I’m a Fogg.iriist.” 

« What ? ” 

“ Old Sir James ]'ogi;art’s book. You read it.’* 

“ No” 

Well, you said so.” 

** So did others.” 


Never mind -!Il^ c^'cs .»rc fi\<.d on 1044 . 
policy’s acuirdiiiii m iIk Air, the L.md, and 

Child Emigration ; adjusinuni ot .^uppl\ and Demand 
inthill the Empire ; cut our losses in Europe , and endure 
I worse Present for the s.ike ol a better 1 uturc Evcr\- 
thing) ip fact, that's unpopular, and s.nd to be impossible ” 
you could keep all til It to \ourscll till vou get 
ltt> You’ll h .ivc to stand .IS .i Tor'. 

. ** How lovcl\ )ou look ! ” 

If you get in, you c.in dis.igrcc with everybody. That'll 
yon a position from the st.irt.” 

' “^me scheme ! ” murmured Mu li.iel. 

*You can initijtc this—tlii.s I'ogy.irtism. He isn’t mad, 


I' ^No, only too s.<nc, which is much the same thing, 
(if Cmne. You see we've got a higher wage-scale than 
Otlier country except America and tlie Dominions; 
coming down ag.iin ; we really group m with 
(iwlj^'jsountrics. He's for growing as much of our 
f^MMSKcao, and pumping British town children, before 
| >^ ll g|awCs^^iled. into the Colonics, till Colonial demand 
' ' ^ ^ lifcquals our supply. It’s no earthly, of course, 
jiill^e-hearted co-opciation between the Govern' 
the Empire.” 
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“We published him, you know, but at hit own cxpente. 
It’s a ‘faith and the mountain’ stunt. He’t got 
I he faith all right, but the mountain shows no sign* of 
moving.” 

Fleur stoi'd up. “ Well,” she s.iid, “ that's settled. 
Your father says he can tri i ou a nomination .is a Tory, 
and vou can keep your mui tuns to tourstlf. You’ll get 
in on the human touch, Michael ” 

“Thank you, dinky. Cm I help dry you f ” . . . 

Before reJcior.iting her Chine.se ri»>m, however, Flear 
h.id waited till .ifttr Micluic! w.is conitort.ibly seated for 
a division whu h professed lo Ir inlercsted in .igriculture. 
bhe chose .1 blind bctwien .'\d.im and Louis QuIdk. 
Mich.iel calKd ii the ‘ bimet.illu p.irlour; ’ and carried 
off ‘The While .Monkey’ to his study The creature’s 
pessimism w.is noi. he felt, suited iopoliiit.il life, 

FItur h.id mill.lied Imr ‘ salon ’ with a gathering in 
February. The soul of society h.id passed away since 
the Liberal drKidt and Lady .Mison’s politico-legal coterie 
no longer cminieJ. I’l.iiner people were in the ascendant. 
Her Wednesday evenings were youthful, with age MS- 
presented by her faihcr-in-l.iw, two minor ambaasadots, 
and Pevensey Blythe, editor of ‘The Outpoat.* 80 
unlike his hterarv style that he was usually mittajten for 
a Colonial Prime Minister, Blythe was a tall man with I 
beard, and grey bloodshot eyes, who expressed knowledge 
in par.igr.iphs that few could really understand. “What 
Blythe thinks to-day, the Conservative Party sriH 
not think to-morrow,” was said of him. He spoke 
in a small voice, and constantly used the uapetieoad 
pronoun. 

“ One is walking in one’s sleep,” he would fli dM 
political utuation, “ and will wake up without IDjf. 
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A warm supporter of Sir James Foggan’s book, cbarac- 
tcrUing il as ‘‘ the masterpiece of a blind archangel," he 
had a passion for listening to the clavichord, and was 
invaluable in Fleur’s ‘ salon ’ 

Freed from poetry .md mc>dern music, from Siblev Swan, 
Walter Na/mg and Hugo Solstis, Fleur was finding time 
for her son -the elevenili baronet He represented for her 
the reality of things Michael might have posthumous 
theories, and Labour pr<.dator\ 1k>}xs, but for lier the year 
1944 would see the eleventh baronet conic of age. That 
Kit should inherit an England worth being in was ul more 
intrinsic importance than ant tiling the) proposed in the 
Commons and were unable t<i perform All those houses 
they were going to build, for msl.mce \tr\ proper, but 
a little unncccssar) if Kit still had Lippinghall Manor 
and South Square, Westminster, to dwell in Not that 
Fleur voiced such cxnical convictions, or admitted them 
even to herself She did orthodox lip-service to the great 
god Progress 

The Peace of the World, Hygiene. Tr.ule, and the End 
of Unemployment, preoccupied all, irrespective of Party, 
and Fleur was m tlie fashion ; but in.simcr, rather than 
Michael and Sir James Foggart, told her that the time- 
honoured motto: ‘ Eat your cake and have it,’ which 
underlay the platforms of all Panics, was not ‘ too fright- 
fuDy^ sound. So long as Kit had cake, it was no gtM>d 
bothiCring too deepK about the rest; tliough, of course, 
one mutt seem to. Fluttering about her ‘ salon *—this to 
that person, and that to the other, and to all $0 pretty, 
she charmed by her grace, her common sense, her pliancy. 
Not inhrequently she attended at the House, and sat, not 
linenbg too much to the speeches, yet picking up, as it 
WCM) by ft sort of seventh sense (if women in Society all 
bftd ftuc* ftttreiy Fleur had seven) what was necessary to 
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the conduct of ihnt ‘ s.ilon *—the nse and fall of the 
(jovcrnmcntul barometer, the c«itchw«»rd8 and cliches of 
policy ; and, more valuable, impressions of personality, 
of the residuary man within the Member She watched 
Miihaebs career, with the fo.sterinp eye of a godmother 
wlm has given her gndehilvl a blue morocco prayer-book, 
in the hope th.it mirk d.i\ he may renu'niber its existence. 
Although a sedul'>iis diutuiant at the House all through 
the spring and summer, Michael had not ui o|H.*ncJ his 
mouth, and S" l.ir she had approved of his silence, while 
nuriunnL' his dc»ire to know his own mind by listening 
to hi^ w.md rme-' m h-ggartisni U it were indeed the 
onh permamnt ^urc for Uium['i''\mctit, as he said, she 
too was a li'i^gartist, cornrnon-venst assuring her that 
till onlv n .d d.ingcr to Kit’s future lav in that national 
malady. I limin.uc I’ncmplov nont, and nobody would 
have time to make a fuss Jfut her criticisms were often 
pertinent 

•• M) 1..), diKs a Liiunif) ever sacrifice the pre*ent 
fi)r the sake of the future f or: “ Di' ya really think 
countrv life is better than lonn life?” or: “Can yon 
imafjine stnding Kit out of Kngland at fourteen to some 
(iodlorsakin md of the world ; " or; “ Do you iuppose 
the towns will lone it?” And ihc\ roused Michael to 
such persistence and fluency that she felt he would really 
catch on in time—like old bit (lilcs Snorcham, whom they 
would soon be making a peer, because he had always 
worn low-etowncd hats and advocated a return to 
hansom cabs. Hats, buttonholes, an eyeglass—she turned 
over m her mind all such little realities as help a political 
career. 

“ Plain glass doesn't harm the sight; and it really iuM 
a focussing s-alue, .Michael.” 

“ My c^d, it's never done my Dad a bit of (ood; I 
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doubt if it’i »old three copies of any of his books. No! 

If I get on, it’ll be by talking.” 

But still she encouraged him to keep his mouth shut. 

“ It’s no good starting wrong, Michael. These Labour 
people aren’t going to last out the year,” 

“ Why not ( ” 

“Their heads are swelling, and their tempers going. 
They’re only on sufferance ; j'cople on sufferance havt got 
to be pleasant or they won’t lie suff'-red. When they go 
out, the Tories will get in again and probahle last. You’ll 
.have several years to be (cccntric in, and by the time 
they’re out .again, you'll have your licence Just go on 
working the human touch in your constituency ; I’m sure 
it’s a mistake to forget you've got constituents.” 

Michael spent most week-ends that summer working 
the human touch in mid-Iiucks; and E'leur spent most 
sreck-ends with the eleventh baronet at her father’s house 
Dear Mapledurh.im. 

Since wiping the dust of the citj- off his feet, after that • 
affair of Eldcrson and the P.P R.S., boames had become 
aifflOSt too countrified for a Forsyte. He had bought the 
BMadows on the far side of the river and several Jersey 
. COSTS. Not that he was going in for farming or nonsense 
Aat sort, but it gave him .an interest to punt himself 
.■ov«r and see them milked. He had put up a good deal 
too, and was laying down melons. The English 
JawJoa was superior to any other, and every year’s con- 
iatetiott with a French wife made him more and more 
ibidtaMiSi to eat what he grew himself. After Michael was 
JCClsnMd’|i>r Pariiament, Fleur had sent him Sir James 
SiNj^i^ibbok, ‘ The Parlous State of England.’ When 
l^canies^wiff to Annette: 

what she thinks I want with this near 
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" To read it, Soames, I suppose.” 

Soaiues sniffed, turning the p.ages. 

“ 1 can’t tell wliat it’s all .ilwut.” 

“ I will sJl It at my har.aar, Soames It win do for 
some good man who can read English " 

From th.it momcnl Soames htu.in almost umonsciously 
to read the book He b.und it a peculiar affair, which 
gave most people sonu good h.ird knocks He began to 
enjoy them, evpm.illv tin ch.ipter deprecating the work¬ 
man’s dislike of parliiig with Ins children at a reasonable 
age. Hating newer tm n outride I'liropi, he had a some¬ 
what skettliv idea of plates like South .\frica, .Australia, 
Canada, and N'-w Ze.d ind ; but this old fellow Foggart, 
it appeared, h.id been there, and knew- what he was talking 
about. What he s.iid about their development seemed 
quite sensible Children who went out there put on 
weight at oiite, and became owners of property at an 
age when in Fiighind they were still delivering parcels, 
popping in and out of jobs, hanging about street comers, 
and qualifviog for unemployment and Oimmunism. Get 
them out of Kngland 1 There was a startling attraction 
in the idea for one who was English to a degree. He wa» 
in favour, too, of what was said about growing foofl and 
making England safe in the air. And then, skrwiy, be 
turned against it. The fellow was too much of a Jefemjal 
altogether. He complained to Fleur that the book deab 
with nothing but birds in the bush; it was unpracticaL 
What did ‘ Old Mont ’ say 1 

“He won’t read it; he »ayi he knowt ok)'F(^ 
gan.” 

“ H’m! ” said Soames, “ I ihonldn’t be sat]>f^ld H 
there were something it it, then.” That K t d e- hi ajed 
baronet was old-faahioned! “Anyway it ltoK/|dkR 
Ificlutel’s given op those Labour fellows.” 
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“ Michael says Foggartism will be Labour’s policy whea 
they understand all it means ” 

“ How’s that ? ” 

“ He thinks it’s going to do them much more good than 
anybody else. He say.s ..nc nr tv\o of their le.tders arc 
beginning to smell it out. .ind that the ^e^t of the kutders 
are bound to follow m time ” 

“ In th.it c.use,” c.iid Soames. " ii'll never go down with 
their rank ,ind tile” ,\nd for two ^llnutl.^ he s.it in a 
sort of tr.imi Had he said something j'rof.jund, or had 
he not ? 

Fleur’s presence ar \%'cck-cnds with the eleventh hnronct 
was extremely .n^ree.ible to him Thouj^h at lirst he had 
felt a sort of dibappomiment that his ^»randchild was nui 
a girl—an elceenth Iwronet belonged loti d<tiniii]\ to 
the Monts—he began, as the months wore on, l" lind him 
‘an engaging little ch.ip,’ and, in .in\ case, tu hi\i him 
down at Maplcdurliarn kept him awj\ trom lappinbih.tll 
It tried him at times, of course, to sec how the wi>inen 
hung about the bain - there was something \cr\ cxccvncc 
about motherhood He had noticed it with Annette, he 
noticed it now with h'leur. Krench ■ pcrliaps' He ii.id 
not remembered his own mother making such a fuss; 
indeed, he could not rcmemlnr .an\ thing that happened 
when he was one A week-end. when .Madame I..am<nte, 
Annette and Fleur were nil hanging over his grandson, 
three generations i>t matcrnit)' concentrated on th.ii pucig\ 
morsel, reduced him to n punt, fishing tor what he felt sure 
nobody would e.it. 

By the time he had finished Sir James boggart's book, 
the disagreeable summer of 19:4 was over, and a more 
disagreeable SeptcinlxT h.?d set in. The mellow golden 
days that glow up out of .1 haze which stars with dew- 
drops every cobweb on a gate, simpK did not come. It 
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rained, and the rucr was so unnaturally full, that the 
newspapers were at hrst unnaturalh cmpiy--rhcrc was 
literally no news tif drnu[,’lit . they filled up aij.un shmlv 
with reports of the wittL-.! summer 'for thirty years.’ 
Calm, greenish wuh weed .lOvl tree sfi.ulow, the river 
flowed unendinedv hiUsun Ioanns’ damp lawn and his 
dampmcaJoA-, 'Ida ri wai. no musliroonis Blaekbcrrics 
tasted of rain Soarnt-s rn.ide a point ot (aiin^ one every 
\ear, and, hv the ll.itour, i-udd tell what v,rl of year it 
liad hem There w.i-, a goud deal of * old-inan’s-bcard.* 
In spile o! .ill this, however, he w.is more cheerful than he 
had hceii for .igr% T.ihour hid hecii 'in,* if not m real 
power, for ino'iihs, .mJ tli'* hcivens li.iJ only lowered. 
Forced h\ Lihour in-otfue to i.<kc some notice of politics, 
he would utter propheites at the breakfast-table. They 
varied soirnwhif. aceording to the news, and, since he 
alwavs forcot thosr whuh did not come true, he was 
constanilv abV- t-i tell \nnetie liiat he had told her so. 
She took nvi interest, h'-wever, (tecupied, ‘like a woman, 
with her ba/.aars and j.im-m.ikinc, running about in the 
car, sh-'ppine in l/ondon, .atendiiig g.irdm-parties’; and, 
in spite of her leiuicnev to pur on H<^h, still remarkably 
handsome. Jack C.irdig.in, hw mcce Imogen’s husband, 
had made him a sixtv ninth-birthd.iv prcviu of a set 
of golf clubs This was more pu//ding to Soames than 
anvilung that had ever liapptned to him Wlial on earth 
was he to do with them Annette, with that French 
quii-kncss whuh so oIilh innuved Kim, suggested that he 
should use them Shewas uncomfortable ! Athisage— -! 
And then, one week-end in M i\ the fellow liimself had 
come down with Imogen, and, teeing a ball up on Iwlf a 
molehill, had driven it across the river. 

“ ru bet you a box of cigars, Uncle Soames, that yott 
don’t do that before we leave on Monday.” 
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“ I never bet,” >aid Soames, “ and I don’t smoke.” 

“Time you began both. Ixxik here, we'll spend to¬ 
morrow learning to knock the ball! ” 

“ Ab.surd ! ” said Soames. 

Bat in his room that night he had stood in his pyjamas 
•winging his arms in imitation of Jack Cardigan. The 
next day he sent the women out in tlic car with their 
lonch; he was not going to have tliem grinning at him. 
He had seldom spent more annoying hours than tliose 
which followed. They culminated in a mom< in when at 
last he hit the ball, and it i.ll into the river three y.irds 
from the near bank. He was so stitf nc\t morning in arms 
and ribs, that .Annette bad to rub him till he s.iid : 

^ “Look out ! you’re taking the skin off ! ” 

„ He had, however, become infected After destroying 
some further portions of his lawn, he joined the nearest 
GoU aub, and began to go round by bimself during the 
loischeon-hnur, accompanied by .< little hoy He kept at 
it with charactcri.stic tenacity, till In Julv be had attained 
a certain proficiency ; and he beg.m to say to Annette 
that it would do her all the good in the world to take it 
ap, and keep her weight down 

, •• Mnci, Soames,” she would reply ; “ I have no wish to 
4 )« the figure of your English Misses, flat as a board before 
gwR behind.” She was reactionary, ‘ like her nation ’; 


sknd Soames, who at hean had a certain sympathy with 
did not seriously press the point. He found that 
l^jMtKcue jugged both his liver and his temper. He 
have colour in his cheeks. Tlie day after his 
luMvigMtolc round with Jack Cardigan, who had given 
tlrokes a hole and beaten him by nine holes, 
jh^^nfred • package which, to his dismay, contained a 
What the fellow was about, he could not 
only discovered when, one evening a few 
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days later, sitting at the window of hi* picture gallery, 
he found that lie had one in his mouth. Curiously enough, 
it did not make him .sick. It produced rather something 
of the feeling he used to enjoe .ifter ‘ doing Couif ’—nw 
comparatuelv out of fashion, since ,in American, so hit 
sister Winifred s.iid, h.ui found .1 shorter cut. \ suspicion, 
however, th.it the f.itiiiK h.iJ set J.uk Cardigan on, pre¬ 
vented him from indiilumg ho new seii^.iiion anywhere 
but in his phture v.illery , so ih.it cig.irs gathered the 
halo of .1 secret \ ice Ik tiiKwed lih store stealthily. 
Onl\ when hi tound tfi.it .^nn<lle, blear, and others had 
known for wuks, did he rel.i\ his rule, and s.iy openly 
that the vice ot the present d.iv was cigarettes 

'■ M) dc It b e,," s.iid Winifred, when she next saw hin,- 
“ evert bods's MSing sou're .1 diftcrcni man!” 

Soamts r.iisid his esebrosss He was not conscious of 
any ch.imte 

"That eh.ipCardigan," he said,'■ 14 a ftinns fellow! . . , 
I’m goini; to dine .ind sleep at bleur's; they’re just l»ck 
from It.iU The blouse mis on MonJ.is 

" Yes,’' s.iid Winifred , “ vers- fussy of them—sitting iQ 
the laang \'.ic.ition ’’ 

"Ireland!” said Soaracs, deeply ".A pretty pail ot 
shoes again 1 ” Always had been; always would be I 



CHVPTKR ITT 

MU IIAI I lAKf S ‘ A H S \R 

MictiAi I h.ul returned from It.ilv null the lnncin,i> to 
‘get on null It/ \^}lull nsults Iruiii South* rn holid.ix'. 
Countryman by u[d-»nnging, '•till dttpU .ibs..rlxd h\ the 
uncmplovmcnl probkin .md voinnniitd !<• 1 (<LtL;.irtism, .is 
its remed), lu hud uken up no nthtr lutbln in the H<iust, 
and was eating tlic countrs's br<. id, it smiuvshat un- 
bultercd, and doing notlung for it lie desired, therefore, 
to know nlitre he stood, and hove lung he vsas going to 
Stand there. 

Bent on ‘taking this lunar’ .i‘> 'Old Forsvtc’ would 
call it- -at his ov\n position, he n.dked awa\’ irom the 
House that same' dj\, after de.ding vsith an accumulated 
correspondence He walked towards Pevensev BI\lhe, in 
the office of that vtlf-sufficing wcekl\ ‘The Oulpo'^t ’ 
Sunburnt from lus Itdian holiday and thinned In Italian 
cookerv', he moved briskly, and thought of manv things. 
Passing down on to the Embankment, where a number of 
unemployed birds on a ruiml>cr of trees were also w'ondenng, 
it seemed, where tins stood and how long thev were gi>mg 
to Stand there, he took a letter from his pocket to read a 
second time. 

“ 12 Sapper's Row, 

" HoHOUiUBt.t Sir, “ Camden Town. 

“Being young in ‘Who's Who,' you will not be hard, 
1 tliink, to those in suffering. I am an Austrian woman 
vdto married a German eleven years ago. He was an 

37 * 
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actor on the English st.ige, for his hither anil mother, «hn 
arc no more In mg, hrought him to England quite young, 
Interned he was, and his health hruken up He has the 
neurasthenie ier\ h.id so he t oiiiot he trusted for any 
work. Before tin. is.ir In u.is .du.iis in a part, and vve 
li.id Some good monel , hut this iietii p.irili iilien I wa.s 
let! viith mi child alone, and the rist n.is taken by the 
1 ’ T, .md lu got veri littk h.nk, neither ol us being 
Ene'hsh Wh.o lu did git his .ill Iw < n lo ihe doi tor, and 
for our Jehi'. ..ml lor buning our htik eliikl, iihnh died 
liappili, tor th'ueh I hned it uiinh this hie iilinh we 
have is not hi lor ,i iliiki to liu \Vc liie on mi needle, 
and that is m i . itning much, .i pound ,i week and some¬ 
times n..thine I'In ni iri.ig.-rs mil not lo.ik .it mvhusband 
.ill these le.irs. Ine.iusi he sli.ikis suddenly, so they think 
he drinks, hut, hir, he h.is not the monci to hui it. We 
do not knoll 11 here to turn, or what to do bo 1 thought, 
dear Sir, wheiinr lou muld do .ini thing for us with the 
P T ; thci h.iie been quitt simp.itic.d, but they say 
they admmisir.ite .in order and lannoi do more. Or if 
mu Could get mi husb.ind some work where he will be in 
open .air—the doctor sai th.ii is what he w.int We have 
nowhere to go in (ierm.my or in .\ustria, our well-loved 
families being no more .due I think wc are like many, 
but 1 cannot help a.sking lou. Sir, because we want to 
keep living if we c.in, and now wc arc hardly having any 
food. Please to forgive me my writing, and to believe 
your very anxious and humble 

“Assa BiacFELD.” 

‘ God help them ! ’ thought Michael, under a pbne-uee 
close to Cleopatra’s Needle, but without conviction. For 
in his view God was not so much interested in the fate ei 
individual aliens as the Governor of the Bank erf England 
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in the fate of a pound of sugar bought with the frawion 
of a Bradbury ; He would not arbitrarily interfere with 
a tipple of the tides set loose by His arrangement of the 
Spheres, (rod, to Michael, was a mon.irch strictly limited 
by His own Constitution. He restored the letter to his 
pocket. Poor creatures! But re.illy, with 1,200,000 and 
more English unemplo)ed, mostK due to that confounded 

Kaiser and his Nav\ stunt-' If th.it fellow and his 

gang had not started tiitir N.ival riv.dry in iKy<), England 
would have been out of the whole mess, or, perh.ips, there 
never would have been .1 mc.'.s! 

He turned up from the Temple station towards the 
offices of * The Outpost ’ He Imd ' t.iken ’ th.u weekit for 
some years now It knew evcrvlhinc, and managed to 
convey a dight impression 1I1.U nobody else knew any¬ 
thing; so that it seemed more wughty ih.in any other 
weekly. Hating no p.irticul.ir P.trtt to patronise, it could 
patronise the hu. Without Imperi.d bias, it professed .1 
ipecial knowledge of the Empire Not literary, it made 
a point of reducing the heads of liier.irv men—Mich.icl, 
in his publishing days, had enjoyed every opportunity of 
noticing that. Professing respect for Church and the Law, 
'It was an adept at giving them ' what-for,’ It fancied 
iitieUon Drama, striking a soniewh.it Irish attitude towards 


K.', Pat, perhaps above all, it excelled in neat detraction 
';(nn& polilicat reputations, keeping them in their place, 
place a little lower than ‘ The Outpost’s.’ More- 
pm its editorials emanated that ‘holy ghost’ of 
I knowledge in periods just a little beyond average 
nsion, without which no such periodical had real 

I^jwcnt up the staim two at a time, and entered 
I room, where Mr. Blythe, back to the door, 
^ with a ruler to a circle drawn on a map. 
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‘This is » bee map,’ said Mr. Bl)thc to himwlf. 

‘ Quite the bec-est map 1 ever saw.’ 

Michael could not contain a Eurplc, and the eyes of Mr. 
Blythe came round, prominent, epileptic, richly encircled 
by pouches. 

“ Hallo ! ” he said defiantly : “ You ; Tlie Colonial 
Office prepared tins map specially to show the best spots 
for Settlement schemes. And they’ve left out Baggen- 
fontein—the \erv huh.” 

Michael sc,lied hinisJl on the table 
‘‘ I’ce come in to asL uh.it \ou think of the situation i 
My wife sacs L.ibour Mill he out in no time ” 

” Our cbarmine little lady ! ” said .Mr Blythe ; “ Labour 
will survive Irel.md , ihey will surcivc Russia; they will 
hngcr on in their prci.irious way. One hcsitarcs to pre¬ 
dict their dccc.LSe. Fear of their Budget may bring 
them clown in I ebruary. Alter the smell of Russian fat . 
has died say in November, Mont—one may malco 

a start.” 

“This first speech,” said Michael, “is a nightmare U 
me. How, e.^actly, am I to start Fopsrariism ! ’’ 

“One will have achieved the impression of a body of 
opinion before then.” 

“ But will there be one I " 

“ No,” said Mr Blythe. 

“ Oh ! ” said Michael. “ .\nd, by the way, what 
Free Trade ? ” - 

“ One will profess Fret Trade, and put on dntiea.? ■ 

“ God and Mammon.” . i 

“ Necessary in England, before any new 
tore, Mont. Witness Liberal-Unionism, TorydSbcii^tpi^ 

and-•” ' 

“ Other ramps,” said Michael, gently. 

“ One will glide, deprecate Protection till 
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Protection than Free Trade, then deprecate Free Trade. 
Foj^gariism is an end, not a means ; Free Trade and Protec¬ 
tion arc means, not the ends politicians have made them.” 

Roused by the word politician, Michael tjoi off the 
table; lie was coimni' to have a cert.un svrnpathv with 
tho.se pour devils They wert supp<(sed to have no feeling 
for the Country, and to be wise onlv .liter the event But, 
really, who could tell wh.it was lt'^kI for tlu* c<iui\trv, 
among the mi^ts I'l talk ’ Not even old I oecart, Michael 
sometimes ihouithi 

“You kn«>w, Blvtln.,” h< s.ud, '* th.u we politicians 
don*t think ahead, siniph bn.iusv we know n\ no e.irihlv 
Every elector thii'k- his own iinnudiati. ir"'>d is ihe yoi.J 
of the coiintrv Oniv their own sho> - piruKinc' will change 
electors’ vieu'; It I'ogt;.irtisin mI.an^ .tdding to the price 
of living now, and t.iking w.ige-earnmg children ,iw,iv 
from workmen’s f.imilivA for the s.ilo. ot Knvtu—ten ur 
twenty \cars lanci—wlm's gooig to st.md i<»r u ' ” 

My dear v<ning in.in,”siid Mr Blvthe, “ coin«.rsmn 
is our job At present our trade unionisti despise the 
outside world. Thev'vc newr seen i: riicir pliilusophv 
is bounded by their .sniokv little streets But tivc million 
pounds spent on the <jrganiscd travel ut a hundred thou¬ 
sand working men would do the trick in five ve.ar* It 
would infect the working class with a feverish desire for 
a place in the vsun. The world is their children’s for tlie 
taking. But who can blame them, when the) know 
nothing of it ? ” 

” Some thought! ” s.aid Michael: “ Onlv —what Govern¬ 
ment will, think it? Can I take th>>se maps? . . By 
the way,”ijjc said at the door, “ there arc Societies, vou 
knoW) for sending <mt children.” 

Mr, Blythe grunted. “ Yes. Excellent little affairs ! 
A few htmdred children doing well—concrete example of 
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what might be Multiply it a hundredfold, and you've 
got a beginning '\'ou t.in't fill p.iili with a teaspoon. 
Good-bye ! " 

Out on the I p.ih.iiikiiK nt .Mu h .i I wondered if one could 
love one’s lountrs with .1 po-ion I'lr getting [x-oplc to 
le.avc It Hut this o\er bhuttd town condition, with its 
blight and smoL\ ughmss, the childnn without .1 chante 
frtvm birth, tin m- sw.irnis of poor deeds witlioiit work, 
who dri.e-d .d'.iiit ,itid h.idn't an e.itthle, .uui never 
would, on pooni hiu s. this unb.d.meed, h.ind to mouth, 
dependent M it- ol things—surtle that w.isn'l tei be fur 
e\er tlie stale o' ihc eoumre one loved' He stared at 
the towers eU \\ •-tnimsie r, with the setting sun behind 
them. Alul there et.irted up befeire him the tlieiusand 
famili.irs e.f hi- p.ist - trees, fiiKIs .inJ .streams, towers, 
chureheb, bridges, the bngli.eh breeei.s of beasts, the 
singing birds, the i.'wb, the j.ivs and rooks at lappinghall, 
tlie little Jitlerenecs from foreign sejri.s in shrub, flower, 
liclien, and winged life . the Knghsli scent.s, the English 
hare, the l.nghsh grass, the eggs and lueem ; the slow 
good humour, the moderatiien and the pluek ; the smell 
of rain , the apple-blossom, the he.ithor, and the sea. His 
countrv, and liis breed—unspeiilalile at heart ! He passed 
the Clock Tower The House looked I.Hev and imposing, 
more beautiful tlian fashion granted Did they spin ihe 
web of Engl.md’s future in that Hou.se ' Or were they 
painting camoufl.igc—a screen, over old hngland ? 

,4 familiar voin s..id: "This is a monstrous gneat 
thing! ” 

And Mich-icl saw his lathcr-in-law staring up at the 
Lincoln st.uuc. “ W hat did tliev want to put it here to { ” 
said Soames. “It's not English.” He walked along at 
hJichacTs side, “ Elcur well .’ ” 

“Splendid. Italy suited her like everything.** 
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Soames sniffed. “They’re a theatrical lot,” he aaid. 
“ Did you sec Mihin cathedral f ” 

“ Yes, sir. It’s .tbout the only thing we didn’t take to.” 
“ H’ro ! Their cooking gave me the collywobhlcs in ’ 9 z. 
I dare say it’s better now. How’s the boy i ” 

“Ai, sir” 

Soamcs made a sr.und of gr.itifit.uion, .ind they turned 
the comer into South Square. 

“What’s this f ” said Soamcs. 

Outside the front door were two battered-looking trunks, 
a young man, gripping .> bag, .ind ringing the Ixill, and a 
taxicab turning .iway. 

“ I can’t tell you, sir,” murmured Michael “ Unless 
it’s the angel (iabriel.” 

“He’s got the wrong house,” said Soame.s, moving 

forward. 

Bat just then the young man dis.ippcarod within. 
Soames walked up to the trunks ’’ Francis Wilmot,” 
beteadout. “‘S S. .\niphibian.’ There’ssome mistake !” 



ClfAPTFR IV 


W} I RVAnO'J 

Wren they c.imr in. 1 Icur wns Rtiirnmc down'^r.iirs from 
showing? tin vi.-.int' m.in to his roi.ni fully 

dressed for t!k (MTiini:, she h.ui hut little on, and hcf 
hair shin^Kd 

“ M) dear L,”ih ' Michael had siid, when shingling came 
in, “ to ph.is. HK, Jitii'i ' Your nwjiu will Ik i(M-) brbtly 
for kisses *’ 

“ Mv dear Kw,’’ she had ansvMred, “ as if one could help 
It! Vcai're .dwavs the same with an\ new fashion ! 

She liad hc' II one of the first twelve to shingle, and was 
just feeling that without cart she v\ouhi miss i>cing one 
of the first twelve to grow some hair again. Marjorie 
Ferrar, ‘ the Pet of the P.injoys/ as Michael called hff, 
already had more than an inch SomtlKiw, one ha^ 
being distanced by Marjorie i'crr.ir . . . 

Advancing to her father, she said ; 

“ Tve asked I >oung American to stay, Dad; |on 
Forsyte has married his sister, out there. You’re gnite.- 
brown, darling. How’s mother ! ” . ’ ' ''' 

Soames only gared at her 

And Fleur passed through one of those shamed moatMtf* 
when the dumb quality ot his love fur her seemed niiTIH^l^ 
the glib quality of her love for him It was not 
she felt—that he should look at her like that; 
had not suffered in that old business with Jon 
he; if she could take it lightly now, *ttrel3r^lje„Jj^i^t^ 

379 
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As for Micliacl—not a word !—not even n joke ! She bit 
her lips, sliook her shingled he.id, .md p.ivsed into the 
‘bimetallic parlour’ 

Dinner be;.’an uiih soup and Ni.mics dcprecatim^ his 
own tow*i for not hun^' ilerd'-rds He supposed that m 
America iIkv liaJ plenr\ (if IhrttorJs • 

Francis Whlniot iliat tli'\ v\cre c'oing in for 

H<jistcins now 

“ Holst'ms' ” r< prated bo.ini'-v "TLiv’re nevs since 
my younj; J I \ s \\ liat’-> their i oloiir ' ” 

“ PnriiM olouri d.” siu! lunw.. Uitiiioi 'I'he I’liithsh 
gras.s is jwop^it itul " 

“Too d illip, with IN," said boaila ^ ‘’\\i.'ri. on the 

river ” 

“ Tlie n\( r 1 liana - * Whit s- -■ e ;!l ,^ i*. ;i, ;i- jj 
hasn’t n tide : " 

“Just iheri not in.-r) ihm a biiiiviov! \ .r U " 

“ Will It h.i\t h-i' ' 

“ Plentv 

“ And u'll run (.kar- - not red . mir boiula rn ro. rrs h o. e 
a red colour And \our trees will be. willow-, and poplars, 

and elms " 

Soatnes w.is a uood kl<-al pu//ltd lie h.id ne\er been 
in Amcriea Tin. inhal'Uanis were huni.in, of course, but 
peculiar and all alike, w th ni'irc late than le.iiurc, hcnd^ 
iMlCMici uprie'bt on their i'.(i.ks, and shoulJe■r^ too square 
b9 nal. Them Muet,' ikinijcd m their mouths, they 
|UEQ3tonnced the words *\cry’ and ‘America’ m a way 
.*>Tha't he had tried to inmate without sueeesS ; their dollar 
WiMJ too high, and the\ all had moujr cars; they despised 
Europe, came ovcf in great quanimes, and took b.ick all 
they could ; they talked all the time, and were not allowed 
to drink, Thb young man cut across all these prccon- 
cepiioRft. He drank sherry and only spoke when he wa» 
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spoken to. His shoul.Krv look«\l natural; he h.'td more 
Ic.uurc than Lkc , aiul li;s \uui. \\a.s s«>ft Perhaps, at 
least, lie dtspi^eJ Europf 

“ I supp 'M-,’* lie ^ lid. “ \o..i nnd Enel md \er\ small 
‘‘ No, sir 1 find Eci’iJ.in \< r\ 1 ire* . *nd \ou certainly 
have tin i"\ i le st k"' i <•( i i<iiinir\ 

Si'.inks l'"'k d'i'.n " 11 ' '.k lit iiu nosc “Pretty 

cnoiii^di' " 111- '■•lid 

Then <aiii< turh'it i!id { ^i! au, l’r.*ken, k-w down, 
lu'rnd 1'.. .liar 

" i li it d' ” ' a 1 '' ' f'l' i'lii dine a iiiMr’i. 1 of fish 
In: had i oi !< o a”' itatih 

“No, 11 ", 1 > id ' II [u : IS oil to kn-'U siJuN'e seert 
him ' 

SolIIl(.^ ^t^l^il'd d"U!i a tmeif. and the Hindu Icll on 
his sidi 

“ 11' in V' r ■ .r■ o * I h iir. ‘ hut Ji- h i-> to 1\ noticed.” 

\ .111 dl V".' "i } iriridi;i > ^ .nu in, ■ <>okid 

“ js iher. .:i» partKalir t'.*’i^' son ss uit to .sec over 
Imre. .Mr Wilii’-t ' " s ud Mn )i r 1 “ I h. r \ iioihinij very 
un- XiiKTU an li 1 1 \ uu rc lu-r too 1 ue ! -r I^e^'t nt Street. 

“ I w.ini to stc the But' it' rn . and t. rnttN l)o>5 Show; 
and \onr hi "'d hors' ^ , md llr Ihri » 

•'Darin'" ^oa^K^ torr. ^rt.i “\ija c.m’t Stay for 
that-iiN not till nest Ju:u 

“M’. cousin \ il mil d o\\ ;.ou r ic' Imr ls," said Fleur. 
<• He marrud jon s ^ntlr, wui knovs 

A * bomhe ' .ippeand “ \ oj .have more of this IQ 
America, 1 believe, said .'"'oaincs 

“\Vc don't have muJi ice-sre.im in the Soutli, sir, but 
wc have special cooking ver\ tasty.” 

“Tve heard of terrapin.” 

“Well, I don’t pet frills like that. I live away back, 
and have to work prett) hard. M\ place i? kind of homey; 
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bat I’ve got some mighty nice darkies that can cook fine 
—old folk that knew my grannies. The old-time darky 
i* getting scarce, but he’s the real thing.” 

A Southerner! 

Soames had been told th.it the Southerner was a gentle¬ 
man. He remembered the ' .Al.ib.irn.i,' too ; and his father, 
James, s.iying; “ 1 told ym so" when the Government 
ate humble pie luu th.it busiiK-.s 

In the s.ivoury silence th.it .iccr.mpanicd soft roes on 
toast, the patter of the D.indie’s leet on the p.trqtiet floor 
could be pl.iinly heard 

“This i.s the only thing he likes,” s.iid bicur ” l).in ! 
go to your m.tster. Give him a little bit, .Mu had.” And 
die Stole a look .It .Mich.icl, but he did not .iiiswer it. 

On their It.di.in holiday, witli bl-ur in the throes of 
novelty, sun and wine u.irmed, Joposed to junketing, 
amenable to his caresses, he h.id been having his real 
honeymoon, enjoying, for the first time since his marriage, 
a sense of being the chosen companion of his adored And 
now had come this stranger, bringing reminder that one 
played but second fiddle to that young .second cousin and 
first lover; and he couldn’t help feeling the cup withdrawn 
again from his lips She h.td invited this young man 
Itecaose he came from that p.tst of hers vshuse tune one 
bottld iot play -And, without looking up, he fed the 
pom^.yvith tid-bits of his favourite edible, 
fj^foaaie* broke the silence. 


Home nutmeg, .Mr. \\ iltnot. Melon without 


3 (fl^^%leur rose, Soames followed her to the drawing- 
Michael led the young .American to his study. 
"‘^Vwteww Jon ? ’* S.iid Fr,tncis \S'ilmot. 
S^jfeinever met him.” 
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“ He’s a great little fellow; and some poet. He’s 
growing d,ind)' peaches.” 

” Is he going on with tli.it, now he's married f ” 

“ Surely," 

“ Not coming t,i Kngl.ind ’ ” 

"Not till', M'.ir 'Huy h.ui .1 nice home— horses aod 
dogs Tins ii.iii s.iiiK luiiuinr then, too I’erh.ips he’ll 
bring nn ^i-tcr ovir lor .1 triy, 11. \t f .11 ” 

"Oh'" Slid Mulial " \!,J .ire Mill si.iMiig long, 
yuur.silf ? ” 

" U he ' I'll I’ll I’.iih lot I'hrisin’ IS I'd like to see 
Rome .ind ei-. ilh . .iiul 1 w ml to visii the old home of 
m\ pinph,'h’Wii m \\ or, 1-li I sliiti 

" Will n di,i t!,( j, I oM r ’ " 

"Willi.ini ,111,1 M n (,.iihi,1,1 ,s--they wire. Is it a 

nice p.irt, W uricstcrshin ’ ” 

" \ en ; isj ici.ilb in the hpring. It grows a lot of 
fruit " 

" Oh 1 Von Mill grow things in this lounirv ! ” 

” Not m.in\ 

"I thought that w.u so, loming on the cars, ftom 
Liverpool 1 saw a lot nl gr.i-s .md one or two sheep, 
but I didn’t sir anybodi. working The people all lilW in 
the towns, then ’ " 

" Except ,1 few unconsidcred trifles You must ConC 
down to ms f.ither’s; they still grow a turnip or Mtfl 
therealiouts ” 

“ ft’s Slid,” s.iid Er.ancis Wilmot. 

“ It is We began to grow wheat again in the warjhBt; 
they’ve let it all slip back—and worse.’’ 

“ Why was that f ” 

Michael shrugged his shoulders: “ No acCuimw^ aw 
statesmanship. It lets the Land go to blazes 
office; and beats the drum of it when in opp(iR|||^ii^j 
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the end of the war we had the best air forec in the world, 
and agriculture was well on its wav to rccoverv And 
what did tlicy do ? Dropped them both like hot potatoc'' 
It was tragic. What do you grow in Carolina ? ” 

“ Just cotton, on mv phue iiui it's might) hard to 
make cotton pay ivws.idavh Labour’s high.” 

“ High with \<ui, too r ” 

“Yes, sir. i)(' they let strangers in lo vour Parlia> 
nient ? ” 

“Rather W ouid \ ou like to he.ir the Irish debate ^ I 
can get vuii a seat in tlie Di iinguislud MrangerC gallcrv “ 
“1 thought the b.nglisii uere vtitl , but it’s wonderful 
the W'ay \ou make me ice! at ii<imc K ih.a )>>ur faiher- 
in-Iaw— the old gentleman f ” 

“ Yes." 

“ He seems kind of raretud Is ht .i b.inker ' " 

“No Hut now \ou mention it In ought to be ” 
Francis Wilmot’s eves r<Acd round the room .md came 
to rest on ‘ The White Monkev 
“Well, now,” he said, sofilv, “ that. surcK, is a wonder¬ 
ful picture. Could 1 get a picture p.imtcd by that man, 
for Jon and mv sister ? ” 

“Dm afraid not,” s.ud Miehael “You sec, lie was a 
Chink—not quite of the Inst period , hut he must have 
gone West five' hundred vears ago at least ” 

“Ah! Well, he iiad a gre.it sense of animals.” 

“ We think he had a gre'at sense of liuman beings ” 
Fra&ds Wilmoi stared 

There was something, Michael decided, in this voung 
man unrespninsive to satire 

“So )'ou want to sec Cruft's Dog Show?” he said. 
“You’re keen on devgs, then ? ” 

“ I’ll he taking a bl<x>d-hound back for Jon, and two for 
myaelf. 1 want to raise blood-hounds.” 
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Michael Icantd [nek, and l'Ii\s nut sni<tkc To Francis 
he fell. iIk World w \oun^’, and life running' 
on good iircs to oiinc d(.siriMi. dotintiion In Fng- 
l.md-’ 

“ W’h.u IS 11 \ i.ij \iii, ri. lib want out nt Iite ' lie said 
ahrupil} 

"Well, I sijpp..S( \(iu niieiii 8i\ wi. u.ii.t suiii'si "in 
the North Ai ,.11 ' \( Ills ” 

" H e w.mtid ill It in iS:4." .id Mi. h u 1 
“ (Ml ' And 11' ni id i'. \ 

"We'\t Ii.kImk'is'-. iikI III v\ vm’ti v\<.pdi nne wlicthcr 
It hasn't iMui.cd -ar 

"Well.” Slid I r'iius Uilnn-!, sort ot thinly 

[’opul III d. I oni; if. d iMih 

"Th.iiNi!,’ iM Mill'.Ill " i M r\ o ,it hen )s hiKiked 

in adiami. .n,: i l’ooJ rii ln^ s;- ..n t!nir own knees. 
Wdll )ui! h.iU ..iiother eigar, ul vve Joiu ll.i LJ)' i ’* 



CHAPTFR V 

SUM Il’S 

If (Providence complcitK sansiicd \\itli S.ippcr’s Row, 
Camden Ttnsn, Muli.icl \\,»s not What lould justifv 
those twin dism.il rows of three-storud liou'^es, so bci^rimcd 
that they might h.i\c been co]lar^ washed in It.iiv ^ Wh.it 
possible attenriftn to business lould make ilicsc little 
ground-floor shop-, do .untlnriu hut los( rnom \ ' f'r'>ni 
the thronged and trani-hned ih(»roiigliJarf m» prcgn.mtlv 
scented witli fried hsh, petrol, and old clothts, who would 
turn into this small b.ickwater tor sweetness t»r h^r pMtit ' 
Even the cliildren, m ide with heroic const,im\ on its 
second and third floors. s<»uglu llu sweets ot liU outside 
its precincts ; for in Sapper’s Row thc\ touKl neither be 
run over nor stare at the outside of Cinemas Ifand-carts, 
bicycles, hglit v.ans which h.td lost ilieir nerve and taxicabs 
which had lost their way, pru\ided all the tr.iffic ; potted 
gerwiiums and spotted cats supplied all the beautv. 
Sapper’s Row drooped and dithered 
Michael entered from its west end, and against his 
principles. Here w.is overcrowded England, at its most 
diwnnl, and here was he, who advocated a reduction of 
its population, about to mmt some broken-down aliens 
widil the view of keeping them .ili\c He looked into 
three of the little shops Not a soul! Which was worst! 
Such little shops frequented, or—deserted ? He came to 
No* IS, and looking up, saw a face l(K>kmg down. It was 
wax white, movingly listless, above a pair of hands sewing 
386 
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at a garment ‘That,' he thought, ‘is my “obedient 
huniMe ’’ and her needh ' He tillered tlu shop below, a 
hrar-drtsscrC'liitaining a vltrts b.^sin below a dusty 
mirror, suspicious luwiK, bonhs, and two dingv chairs. 
In hi-. shirt--lteus, .{-.rndc om' tin in, reading 7 ht 
}) hI\ U.w/. sit .1 sJiaJou\ It'io'A with p d' iiolhnt chccks, 
twi^ltd .1 li', ! ink haT. and iho e\(.s, at oiK-. knowing 
and traen. -u i i lak'-iphtr 
“ H nr I lit, s r ' " 

Mu h k 1 -.Ji'M '1 h' ad 

“Do Mr and Mrs Ik ret Jd li\e licrc ? “ 

“ I p-stairs, top d""r ” 

“ How do I oi t up ' ” 

** d’iiroueh th-r 

PasNing a lurMiii'd 'P'roiTc, Mich icl found 

a Slairva;., it,.’ it Us top, sti-id, ).< siiatitlg HlS COH- 
scicn(.e u IS cD^'ine I h ur’s (.oinimnt on Anna Hergfcld's 
letter. “ 'ids. I dart say , but wii it’«: the good ? “ when 
tlic door was op>.Med, and it suni' i to him almost aS it' 
a Corpse were staiuline tlu re, with a lau as though 
stme one had o-me knocking on its gra\<, so eager and so 
white 

“ Mrs Ilcrgkld ? M\ name’s .Mont. A'ou wrote to 
me ” 

The woman trembled so, that M'ehjcl thought she was 
going to taint 

“ Will \ou excuse me, sir, that I sit down ^ “ And she 
drt<ppe'd on to tlu- esfid o’’ the bed The room was spotless, 
but, besides the bed, held only a small ded wMsIistand, a 
pot of geranium, a tin trunk with .* pair of tn^users folded 
on it, a woman's hat on a peg, and a chair in the window 
covered with her sewing. 

The woman stood up again, bhe seemed not molt thou 
thirty, thin but prettily formed ; and her oval face^ whh. 
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out colour except in her dark cyej>, suggested Rafael r aher 
than S.ipper'tj Row 

“ It IS like seeing nn angel,*’ she s,ud “ I''\cu>e me, 

sir.” 

“Queer .inge), Mrs Hergfeld husband nut in ? “ 

“ No, sir. Fni/ has gr,nc t" v\alk " 

“Tell me, Mrs Bcrghld It I pav \our passageto 
Germany, will \iiu go ? ” 

“ W'e tannot get a pas'«port now , Fnt/ ii.is been here 
twenty VLars. and never bank, li<' h u lo.t }in (lermaii 
nationalitv, sir, thev do not want pcopK lii.e us, \ou 

know.’* 

Mieh.ul slivered up his hur 
“V\'h<re are vou from \>iur'.<.lf ? 

“ From Sal/burg “ 

“What about going b.ick there ' ’’ 

“I would like to, but what would we do ^ In Austria 
everyone is pot)r now, and 1 have rm relative Lit Here 
at least we have my sewing ’* 

“How much Is tliat a week ' “ 

“ Sometimes a pound , sonu times tifteeii shillings. It is 
bread .ind tlie rent.’* 

“ Don't \ou get the dole ? “ 

“No, sir. \\c arc not registered “ 

Michael took out a five-pound note and l.iid it with his 
card on the wash-stand. ’* Tve got to think this over, 
Mr$, Bcrgteld Perhaps vour husband will come .and see 
me/’ He went DUt quukh, l"r tlio wum.iii h.td 

flushed pink 

Repassing tlimugh the curi.iincd .ipcrtnrc, he caugiit the 
hair-dresser wiping out t)ic b.isin. 

“ Find ’em in, sir 1 ” 

“The lady.” 

“ Ah ! Seen better d.iys, 1 should say. The 'usband'i a 
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queer customer, ’all Dtf Ins nut W anted to come in here 
me, but !\e ciu t<> thu job up ” 

“Ob' [lo;^^^K.u = " 

“ r\e LT'U to h,(\c Ire -'ll ur - o.iK j^nt one lung, and that's 
nut \er\ lmu>1v I’l! lu'.e to Im.J vimetlung elw " 

“ Tli.u^ I'.ul. in d ^ " 

The li.iir dr- >i r •vhnici;'d io' slu'ubltrs “Ah!” 
he s.ad " !'\i been .1 h.nr dn -mt trom .1 1h»\, except for 
the war 1 ann\ pi o- to i, i up in itrcr uherc I've 
been Tlu n ir Lii-kai i m* out ” He twistcil )iis little 
thin nioii'.f iHi' 

■■ No p' n-i.'ii ' ” ^ (k 1 Mn 1. 1 < 1 

“Not 1 l'"i W ii It I Want t" keep me alive ii '>ornc- 
iliing in tli< o[ cn " 

MnliaJ r""k liim in tr-'m luad to loot Shadowy, 
narrow da ,■ i b w ith on< lutie 

“ ihit d" ■> ■’! know inv iliiru' ibout » M.ntrv iik ’ ” 

“ Not a 11( 'V d thimj StiP. I've got to find something, 
or peg out 

His tragi' and knowing ^•\c^ searched MuhaelN face. 

“ Tm awtullv sorrv,” said Mkhail “ (h>ocl-byc ! ” 

The hair-drtsser m.ul' a 'jiicr jerkv little movement. 

Kinerguig ln»m SapptfN Row into the crowded, roaring 
tlioroughtare, Michael thought of a spec* ii in a play be 
had seen a year <»r two bclore ‘ The condition of the 
people leaves much to he d( sired I shall make a pomi 

of taking up the i.udgeK in the House. I shall move-! ’ 

The cunditiun of the people ’ W lut a remote thing 1 The 
spearuve nightmare a few dreaming nights, the skeleton 
in .1 welldockcd cupboard, the discomforting rare howl 
of a liungr)' dog ! And proba[»ly no folk in England less 
disturbed h\ it than the gallant six hundred odd who 
sat with him in ‘ that House.' Tor to impro^'e the con¬ 
dition of the people was their job, and that relieved them 
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of a 8cns£ of nightmare, i'ince Oliver Cromwell some six¬ 
teen thousand, perhaps, had sat there before them, to the 
same end. And was the trick done-not precisely ' Still 
they were nalK workiiip for it, and other people were only 
looking on and telliiii; tin m how to do u ! 

Tlius was lie thinking when a tom s tij . 

“ Not got .1 job about ton, sir ' " 

Michael quickeiud Ins steps, tlitn stood still ffe s.ov 
that the man who Inni spoktn, liating east his tfs down 
again, had missed this sign of weal. ms, , .irul he ttent b.ick 
to him. The) were bln k • tes in i f i.t round .inj p.isty 
like a mince-pic Demit ,ind sh.dibv, ejuiet .ind forlorn, 
he wore an u.c-Sertice-nMn's b.idge 
You spoke Iti liu ' " s.iid .Mali .el 
“I’m sure 1 don't know wh\, sir, it jusi he>ppeJ out 

of me.” 

“ No work ’ ” 

“No; and pretty low ’’ 

“ Married 1 ' 

“Widower, sir; twti children.” 

“Dole!” 

“Ye>; and fair suk of it.” 

“ In the war, I see ’ ” 

“ Yes, Mespot ” 

“What sort of a job do you w.int ” 

“ Any mortal thing ” 

“Give me your name .md .iddress.” 

“Henry Boddick, ^ Waltham Buildings, Gunners- 

bury.” 

Michael took it down. 

“ Can’t promise anything,” he said. 

"No, air." 

“ Good bek, anyway. Have a cigar f ” 

“ Than): you, and good luck to you, sir.” 
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Miclhicl .mJ risiinii’d his pr.»grcss ; once out of 

Sight of Iki'.r} Hodui'k. he to<iK a i.j\i A little more of 
this, and he would |i»m tho swen ft, .Mmahlencis >^ithout 
which one i<>uld n"i m ' tJi .t H.uisi. ' I 
* l'<;r S th i-r t'j L» t ’ d r.'urnntlv in Portland 
Place, soiiKuhat r(^^lrl. \ l;i> Mfiv. ot hal.incc 
That s nil' ,ifti rni-.'i !■ I I raruW ilmot with him 
to iht Ihaiv, ,iiid ii uiiil: htin i( ilit n-it nl the DUtin’ 
guished ^ir.ific'.rs’ sIjjia i\. ni.id< in-, u iv r-n to the floor. 

Hi rt\'r h;' li ,:i Ir.l.i.d, s' fiu.t the dtlutc had 
fur him Intit rIiti-.u i-j re .lit It > cm»-d to illustrate, 
h‘)ULV,er. tl'( in iIk w..\ ui agre<.mcnt on any 

nmrt.il dn-i s|-tnh emphasized the 

p.ir.iiKKiM •. td I't a -.1 tti< nu ni. hut dtilared the im- 
p<^^^ll'Ill;^ "I c 'inc * "11 tht', that, or iJn. other factor 
whkh jr^.l..' d smi; hull, Jor a debate on 

Irtlarui it - . riud ^’ood-ttnii'er-J , . nd prcNcntly they 
would all p ‘ out and rtiorJ tin n th< \ had determined 
on helore it all hec-'fi H<' reni'min rtd the thrill with 
wlikhlu had listi lud to il.t r]r-.t dO'att , after Ins election ; 
the irnprc^^ion caOi sp<.o li had pi\en him that some* 
bod\ must lert.iinh be lotuerted to v.,mcthing; and 
till rtluLtanie with whuii he fiad diMo\cr<d that nobody 
c\er was >omc’ ftiric was at work far stronger than any 
cloquentc, howeser stnkinp "t sin^-cre The clothes were 
w.ishcd cLsewlicrc; in here thev we-re but aired before 
being put (*n bull, ur.iil ['topic pul thought.^ into words, 
thc\ didn’t know wiiii the) thi<ught, and sometimes they 
didn't know ..iterward> And for the hundredth time 
Michael was ^el/cd b) a we'ak feeling in l.is legs. In a fcw 
weeks he hmiscli niu.nt rise on them. Would the Hottse 
accord him its ‘ customary induljrcncc ’ ; or would it tty: 
‘ Young fellow— teaching )uur grandmother to indc ^gs 
—shut up! ’ 



392 


A MODERN COMEDY 


He looked arruind him. 

Hk fcll(;v\ mcmlnrs \\cre in all shaped Ciioscn 

of the people, thev confirmed the doctrine lli.it liuman 
nature did n«)t ihanpe, nr so slnuE ihai one could not 
see the process-he had sun tluir proioivpes in Roman 
statues, jn mcdi.e\al jncturcs ‘Plain hut pleasant,’ 

he thouplit, unconsooiisK r^ producint: Ocorj^'e Eors\rc\ 
description of hinisch in hiN j .dnu da\s But did tine 
take thcniseUcs senouslv, as under Burke, as uiuli r 
(jladsioTu- e\en ^ 

I*he uords ‘ciistoinarv indulccruc roust il Inm troiii 
reverie , for ilu \ im ant a in nden - pi«> li Hu ’ \ i s ' Pne 
member lor Cornmarket He i-iinposid IntnMit to ll^t(n 
Dciivcrin}» himself wiili restr.-uu .md Ouni-., the spaukcr 
seemed su).t^cstinp that the doctnm ‘Do unto others as 
you would lhe\ should dt‘ unto \ou ‘ need not he cntirch 
neglected, even in Inlund, hut it \\ ts itio luiie - 

Michael watched the House prow nstise ‘Alas' potir 
brother!’ he thought, as the speaker somewh.it hastily 
sat down A very handsome man rose in his place He 
congratulated his honourable friend on his able and wHl- 
dclivcrcd effort, he onK- regretted that it hud nothing to 
do with the business m hand hxaeth ' Miei‘uel slipped 
out. Recovering lus ‘ disimguishcd stranger,’ he walked 
away with him m South Square 

EYnneis Wilmoi was m a stai« of some enthusiasm 
‘‘That w.is fine," lit* -sJid " iio v\.ih the gcnticm.in 
under the curt.nns ? ” 

“The Speaker ! ” 

“ No; I mean the one who didn't speak ’’ 

“ Exactly ; he’> the dijjnit)' of the House," 

** They ought to feed him oxygen ; it must be slcepv 
under there. I liked the delegate who spoke last. He 
would ‘ go ’ in America ; he had big ideas." 
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rho Kh'lilsm wllhll lvC(.ps \(IU t.'Jl of the Lc.IJ’UC of 
N UIOH', ell •. llj MuiKic] Uirll A E’rtn 

I'mnciN Wilniof turned ^l^ in ij ritii.r Hh.irplv. 

li< Slid, “w.'re liL< .tn\ oiha poplc v\ticn u 
conw down to |w d*' ■ k ” 

“ (Juiti V), ‘ lid \]i, 1- 1 . ” hK di'Mi ]its' 1 In-product 

of pH<»i;r.ipI,'. ir\ n,. 1,.’. (hit !l^^ m tit middle 

disturiL- ’i h' nnl.'.r v.m ir^ tr.'Hi h-ilo-L. iljc K-'-s 
c]Ukk \oil ii<, I k( I..S ■' Wi’f' iu> !it\ Si t miles mof' 
ide.ilisih ii,f I’lt'if' ,u 'til if.HI til. in till rreneh 

.ire And loi.’n thru •; ■.! .ji I i nuKs m-.r. ide.ili'>lie 

tlmn W' T' Hi' Vti I pii't'r --t nn'.''rs, we're 

liife lli'uf in 1 i li'i!' ni 'T • 1 1 -u [(i.iti \uu , isn’t 

ih.lT ^o ' ’ 

I r,iii< )^ \^ dni'‘t ti.irr-i \ d .1 irk - 5 - s 
■’ll j-,” In ^lld " 111 . i.rtlnr \'>riii w t^o in tin 
Still tit', tn-ri i.h di-in e,. t t).- rueO) Anne 
•ind I\e ln<d ill 'iir liti 'wttii <l.irki. md never imd 

trouble, \\i b'Vc tin I.I, .uid tin \ |.W. in. but f wouldn’t 
trust nu'ih not to jom 'n Iviuiiiiiu- one tliit Liid hi^ 

fi.mds on hir I’m t.ilk-d tbit ovit ininv timcH with 

Jon IK vl K -n’t sn 1 ! ill 1 3 w IV , b- ^ i \ s I d irkv should 

he tried liki I whit' n. .n . imt Ik do. ,n’t know the 
re.il >oiirh ll's mini is till ihrte thou md sca-mik** 
aw IV 

Miv h It) w.i' 'ill nt .''on.I tiiiri;: within him alwnv.s closed 
up ,ii mention oi a r <mi whieii he still spelt mentally 
with all h 

Frinef. W ilmot idd.-d ruminitivelv “ Tla re arc a few 
saints in ewrv eoururv proot ..L'.unst vour theory; but 
the rest oi Us, I reckon, aren’t .ihove human nature.** 
“Talking ot human nature,” said Miehacl, “here’s my 
father-m-law 1 ” 



CIIAPTFR vr 

so\Mis MIPS ms ins opm 

SoAMra, li.uini; prole.npul 1 ,s \us 1 m.l risir. ).,ui hcoii 
spending tlip .iturnoon .it iIil ZooIo^k.iI (. irjen-, rimovinp 
his grcat-ncplicws, tin- littk (.'.irdip ms, trom tl;. too i1.,sl 
proximity ol nioni,'\s o.J i Os \lRr st.indinp tlum onsc 
more in Imopui's li.ill. In !• ui o os , .| .,t Ins Clul' nil, iJl', 
turning Ids I \ I innt,' p .pi r, I r I. nl . on., on tins p ir.iL'r..|'li, 

in the ‘ dull ch.itl ' loiuinn 

“Asurprisc tor the uiniiiip ki-sion i- htinp cmt. nioiusi 
at the WcdlU'sd.is yMtlKrines ol .1 Souiie Imst-ss not j 
hundred miU-s irom W istnnnstcr Utr huslsmii, .i pro¬ 
spective baronet l.ittU eopnettd uitli liier.itiire, is to be 
entrusted Hith tlie liuinlnni; m I’.irlnmieni ol .1 polin 
which enjots ilm pemli.ir l.ibel ol 1 opc.irti.sm, derived 
from Sir James l-'ogeirt's I'ook c.ilUd ' Tlic I’.irlous State 
of England.' Tins .inuisme ..l.irum is .ittrilnit.J to the 
somewhat (am.istic brain vtl.ich guklcs a will-knoun 
weekly. We sh.ill see »li.it umies of it. In the me.mtiinc 
the enterprising little l.id\ in question is losing no chance 
of building up her 'sailin' on the ruriosity nhich ever 
SUROonds any buccaneering in polities " 

Soames rubbed his e\ cs; then read it .again with rising 
anger. ‘ Enterprising little l.idy is losing nn chance of 
building np her “ salon." ’ Who had written that ? He 
put the paper in his pocket—.almost the first theft he had 
ever committed—and .ill the way across St. James’s Park 
ia the gathering twilight he brooded on that anonymous 
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p.iragr.iph The .illusi'>n 'irmc.l to him unmistakable, 
and malicioii- into the h.iraun ' I.ii'ii-luinter ’ would not 
have been pliiiur rnt'Tiiii. inK. ill .1 primary sense 
' lion-liuniiT ' u.i*. .1 lomj'liii,'nt, ,.n.l So.imes doubted 

tthetlu-r 111 .iki in .un 1 iJ ncr I'cen 'laid down’ 

as libellous Ih w.. .nil bto ■ ,,114 In) it, u hi n the young 
men r ii. :■ J '!■ 'si.li 
"Will, or ’ 

“ Ah ' " 1 o ,ill' S ■■ I u I'lt ■ ' Sj'i di to v..,l You’ve 

got a triil a 111 I'a 1 •ing " \nj, vilhoiit ini.iliitig to at 

all, he liM,k, ! 01 -nil • I r .11, is W ili at 

: , ,1,: Mil 1, I, ul ' 11 th, \ iv, ti in his study, 

hoaniis I.. hi "ill V . lolih ,1 p ,■ 1 

.Mu hell id I hi I' it I.T Ij h in.I 111 isi' 1 I . e 

"Whit.It ".roll li.it t'sii ' lo tour tttiiiiigs," said 

PiMim s, ' ih.ii's sh at W iio I- 111 ; " 

•' Vert lit 11. .1 sill 

■■D'touii'.. iiitos.it tint [ run sutli thines In women J ” 
Ml. hati liiJ iioi answer Did Ih.rs.li was behind the 
tinits 

"Will il.tt ull OIL who It Is. It 1 go down to tlicml” 
asked ho.Ilia s 

" .\o, lortunatcit 

•'How d'tou nil .11 ■ I'lrtun.iult ’” 

"Well, sir, the I’rtss is a s.iisititc j'l mt I’m afraid 
\ou might make it turl up 11 sides, it’s always saying 
nice things ihal aren't deserved " 

“ But this-” began hoames, he stojiped in time, and 

substituted . “ Do tou me.in that we'tc got to sit down 
under it ; 

“To lie down, I'm alraid.” 

“ Fleur has an ctening to-morrow.” 

" Yes.” 

“ 1 shall stay up for it, and keep my eyes t^ien.’* 
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Michael had a vision of his father-in-law, like a plain¬ 
clothes man in the ncii;libourhfHid of wcdJinjj-prcsents. 

But in of assumed k\it\, MKh.iel had been hit. 
The knowledge th.ii hi^ adored <ine had the coIlcetorN 
habit, and flitted, alluring, among the profitable, had, so 
far, caused him imK mdulL’cnt wonder Kur nov\ n seemed 
more thnn an amusing foible I'lic swi-tniess with uhiLh 
she turned her smile off and on ,i> thoiigfi toiurolled bv a 
switch under her shingled liair, the i^uuk turns of her 
neck, so charming and ejq-'osed , tlic cle\sr roving, dis¬ 
guised so well but not quite well enough, of the prettv 
eyes; the droop and flutter ot tluir vshiie lids, the ex¬ 
pressive hands grasping, if one waild so uil! sinit shm and 
dainty apprehenMiins, her ircer--a!l this suddenU saused 
Micliacl pain bull she was doing it for him and K.11 ! 
French women, tlicv said, co-opcraied with iheir husbands 
in the family career It was the 1 rensh blood in her. 
Or perhaps just niealism, the desire to have and be the 
best of whatever bunch there was about ’ Thus Michael, 
loyally. But his uneasy c\cs roved from hicc to face 
of the Wednesday gathering, ir\ing to detect signs uf 
quizzicality. 

Soames followed another method. His mind, indeed, 
was uncomplicated by the currents awash in that of one 
who goes to bed with the object of lus criticism. For him 
then was no rcas<m why Fleur should not know as many 
aristocrats, Labour members, painters, ambassadors, young 
fools, and even writing fellovcs, as might flutter her fancy. 
'Hie higher up they were, the less likely, he thought with 
A certain nalvct^, tliey would be to borrow money or get 
her into a mess. His daughter was as good or better than 
any of them, and his deep pride was stung to the quick 
by the notion that people should think she had to claw 
and scrape to get them round her. It was not she who 
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was after tlicm, hut they who ;\crt‘ after her! Standing 
under the hragrm.ird whkfi he had tructi lier, f;ri/;.Icd» 
neat]\ iTK^usrai.hui. c]nv<ifiinn\. with a pa/c con¬ 
centrated on nothini: in pariuul ir, ts <•{ oiu who ha^ looked 
o\(.r miKli and found lnih in i;. In tniLii.t ha\e been one 
of iier amhass idors 

\ \ounf: worn in. with ,! e-hl h or. al>out in ineli lon^ 
on iier de'shineiid n'.ci\, laini iiul stood vMth her hack to 
him, heskh a sojf rn .n. who i.ep w .shim,’ his liands. 
>oanRs Could h'.tr I ’.rT\ word o| ti «ir i tlk 

“ Isn't i 1 k luilr Mont .niusnu* I,..oh .it her now, with 
‘ Don hern.iiido ' \'*u’dthinl )u w.is he r onU jo\ Ah! 
1 here s \ounL' iDshle ' ( hf sh< i,’o<, She's .1 horn little 

snob Hut th,.' .lo, Mi’t in d. tins i ‘ s don,' is she thinkn. 
To found a “'ai'II ' \ou u lilt rtrsoiiditN, and wit, and 
the ‘ don i c itc a d unn -prit Sht hasn't j'oi a scrap, 
Hesides, who 1- -in ' 

“ Monc\ : " ' od till siift man 

“Not so \ir\ much Miih.id's such dead nuts on her 
tliat he's ^kttini^ dull , thoukdi it’s partly Parliament, of 
course Ha\c \ou heard them talk this I'o^'gartistn ? 
All hvid, children, and the luturi -the very dregi of 
dullness ” 

“Novell),'’ purred the sott man, "is the vice of our 
age” 

“ One resents a nobod) like her climbing in on piffle 
like this I’oggartjsm Did )ou read the biMik ? ” 

“ Hardl) Did \ou ' ” 

“ No jolly fear' I'm sorrv for Michael He’s being 
exploited by that little "inob.’* 

Penned without an outlet, Soames had begun breathing 
hard. Feeling a draught, perhaps, the young woman 
turned to encounter a pair of c)cs so grey, so cold, in a 
face so concentrated, that she moved away. “Who waa 
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that old buffer ? ” slic nsked of the soft man ; “ he £>a\ c me 
‘ the jim jams ' ” 

The soil man tlioupht it mi^ht be a poor relation— he 
didn’t seem to know anybody. 

But Sn.tmcs h.id already gone .uro.ss to Micliael 
“ Wlio's that young vxoman uilli llit red liair ? ” 

“ Marjorie hVrrar " 

“ 8hc\ the traitress—turn licr out i ” 

Michael stared 

** But we know her quite well- ^^le^ a d iiighttr of Lord 

Charles Ferrar, .ind-” 

** Turn her out ' " s.ud bo imes .ig.im 
“ How do \ou know that she's the traitn ^s, -ir ? ” 

I’ve just heard her use the ver\ words ot that }’ar.(graph, 
and worse ” 

** But she's our guest ” 

“ Pretty guest ' " grov\Ud boanu s through liis tt eth 
‘^Onc can't turn a guest out Besides, she's the grand¬ 
daughter of a marquess and the pet of the Panjoys—it 
would make the deuec of a scandal ” 

“ Make it, then ! ” 

“ We won’t .isk licr .iijjm ; but rLMlly, tli.ii’s .ill one 

cwi do.” 

“ Is it ? ” s.uJ bo.imcs ; .ind w.ilkint; past h]^ son-in-law, 
he went tow.irds the object of his denunti.ttion Miclucl 
followed, much perturbed He h.id never \et seen his 
father-in-law with his teeth bared He arrived in time 
to hear him say in .a low but quite audible voice : 

“ Yon were good enough, raad.vm, to call my daughter a 
snob is her ow n liouse." 

ICchael saw the dc-shinglej neck turn and rear, the hard 
,bltte eyes stare with a sort of outraged impudence; he 
' heard her laugh, then Soames saying: 

“ You ate a traitress ; be so kind .u to withdraw.” 
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Of the h.ilf-dozen pet 'plc round, not n soul wns missinp it ! 
Oh, hell! .And he the ni.t^ttr of the houtc ! Stcppini^ 
foru.irj, he put hie arm thrtiui;h lh.it of ,So imcs ■ 

■‘Tkit’ll do, he quii Ei\ , " this is not a Peace 
C'jiifercnce 

I iicrc w.is .1 liurriki hnsh , .tn<j in .ill the croup unK' the 
man\ ui,;r li (.iJi -.:!<< r. rn oed 

M.irjcru !'(rr ir iM.,k a ^ft p .r.l> ilir il'H.r 

“ I ilun’t kiH'.v ui,‘j (ills ['tfson i',” '•h- - od , “ Inn he’s 
a liar *’ 

“ I rt « la 'H 1' •( " 

At the lA:' a . i J irl; \t.unc m.in. 

I lis (.u s U(. rt 1 . J "(i \I fFj .(1 1 11 r r'-, \\ ioMi. I \ (s in turn 
utfL tiv<.J <<u \ ' 

And Slid’', id , Meiii.] e r.\ 1 r'ir. \-r pile. Minding 
ju.st luhind ill''! ^iic imi t L i\i la. ird it dt ' She i.imlcd, 
u.ivcd h' r li i" i, ii.d s.iid 

“ .MaJ.inV (. .Ml Hi’s L'oiIiC ('• 1 1 1'. 

M.irpirie I'rr.ir \\a)k< i nn t'>\,rds i!ir d'><r, .ind the 
ni in fiillou'. v( still u mhin * (Iim.,. h md'. .is it trying 
to nd tluin (■! (he iruhlMit inns, like .i slow dog 
ni ikinc ‘^ure, u dki J .dti r tlKin, Mi liol u.ilkcd after 
him The uord.n “ Hiov ainuMni.'' llo.ittj h.ick% and a 
sot: tch'onc ^nleL’tr bl.in ' Ih.tii outer diwr and incident 
were cli'sed 

Micl'jel wipt. 1 his foriiie.id One half of the brain be¬ 
hind .iJmircd his! ither iii 1 iw , the other ifioucht: ‘Well, 
the old man c-.ne .ind done it ' ’ He went back into the 
drawinc-r<^<»m Meur was st.indmc near the clavichord, af 
if nothing had h.ippcned. Bui Michael could $CC her 
fingers crisping at her dress ; and his heart fell wrc. He 
Waited, quixcring, for the list chord. 

Soaraes had gone up-siairs. B lore ' The White Monkey^ 
in Michael’s study, he rcwicwcd his own conduct* He w* 
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grcttcd nothing R( d-hc.ulcJ cat ! ‘ B(*rn snob ! ’ ‘ Money ’ 
Not very much’ Ha! ‘A n<jh()dv like her!’ Grind- 
daughter of a marquees, was she ’ Well, lie had sh<>\\n the 
insolent baggage the door All that was sturdy m his fibre, 
all that was acrid in hi-> blood, all lliai relented patronage 
and prnilege, the inherited spirit <'f li^ lore! iihers, rnoeed 
within him W’ho \sere the aristoe rae), to gi\ e tin him Ke^ 
airs ? Jae kan.ipes ’ Hall cjI 'em .L^ee ndants of iho-,e w ho 
had gut wh.it tlie\ had In robb< r\ 'T jobbLr\ ' Th it one 
shf)uld c.ill hu daughter, /’/> Juiehter, i snub' He 
wouldn't hit a tini'f r, w uldn’t eros^ a ro.id, to meet the 
Duke of be\(Il Dills liinoell ' ll lleur liked ti> anuise 
herself In liayinc peop].. niuiul In r, nh\ shouldirt she 
His blood ran suddiiiK .1 htth told Would ^hf s ly that 
he had sj-'Mil-d he I * salon ' ■ W<ll' He eouhin't help 11 
if she dill . better to ha\e h id tli< ihing out, tnd got rid 
of that cat, and know wliere the', ill WLfe ‘ 1 dian't w...t 
up for her,' he thoughi ‘ Storm in 1 tc .tv up ' ' 

The iliin striimnung ot (he ekaiehord eanu up to him 
out on the landing, waitnis: to Ginib to lus. room He 
wondered it these enemnus woke th.i b.ilpc A gruff sound 
at his feet made Inin jump d’hai Jog lying outside the 
baby's d<*or' He wislied the little beggar had been down¬ 
stairs just now--he would ha\c knovsn how to put lus 
teeth through that red-haired e.u\ nude stockings He 
passed on up, looking at Er.incis Wilniot's dimr, which 
was opposite his<u\n 

Thai young Anuriean ch..p must haye merheard some¬ 
thing too; but he shouldn't allude to the mailer with 
him; not dignified And, shutting hi,> door on liie strum¬ 
ming of the clavichord, Se>amcs closed his c) es again as best 

he cookL 



CIlMM i R VFI 

S 1) -IS I M ( Ml MT 

M iMi \ ] I ' I r 111 ir 1 i h i r i ^. ii.i t" r lirr, flun^ 

down .11 'i' :•( J. Nrn..i)u r:ni- htr m.’i.s m tin ^uih, j^.nc’ 
him ili'h’i/ li in ii. j'.iih s[.,pp,,i a Ins tuut fi on 

In r h.iir, iTi.i i.. : hi 

]Ru iv iij, ! iriii' - ' f'l ' Mil t’' iiiK “ It you irr-n’i 
I'liL', uh .1 1 ' II III lit r ' ” 

Mil Ti’L'.'iiJ u[, m-l Mt M-ss Krr* i. hr r llushtd f.KC 
sinn.R’r J wa1. 1 ' iF', 1,' r h nr Ji-m -r.lr ri d 

“ U h'' ( iFt u Ji.ii "iir Is ' f t \ wh It 'rn. 's I (hi'llcJ 

" \\ (!l, U(r laht Ill ,1 l.i r ■ Iriartss'" 

As 1’ il. a III nil it hr riir' \\t all t ill. 1*. hmJ poopK**# 

h.ick'i Wh" ininJs tfiit ' Iha hnw i .n ( i^.i on v\hcn 

c\or\ ‘ 1’. 1 .niL:L’i riiiL' -n i ihinkin^’ me .i imn-hunting 

^ni'h ' .^In’Ili-ry ir ill < n. c r I., riklotiin rev i Mow can 

1 I. (M anv rTiuFy c\<.ni:ii:s 

Was It fi>r In r tafur. '<r hi', th it sin w.is sorrowing? 
Miihul \Mni p-'inJ lo [fR or!i, r side i>[ ili'. hed and put 
his .irnis ahrn.it her ir"m i , hiiiJ 
“NtMT niiml uli.u pcirj'li think, m\ cln'd bouncr or 
hucr one's not Jot.lie th.itanvyyay 

*• It's you \Mio ..rtn't t.King it It I'm mn thought nice, 
I can’t /•'/ nuc ” 

“ Only the people ysho renlK knoyy one matter,’* 

" Nobody knows one,” said Fleur sullenly. “ The 
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fonder they are, the Ic.'S they know, and the less it matters 
what tlicy think 

Michael vMilKlrcw his .irms. 

She sat silent lor so lon^^ that he went hark to the other 
side of the hed to see if he tould itll .in\(hin^ from her 
face restini; mooJjK on her hands Tlie trace of lier 
body thus (ramped was such ih n hi^ scns( s .lelied And 
since cartsses wduld onlv wnrr_\ her, he .ali-d the 
more. 

I hate her,” sIk -^aid at 1 1^1 ; “an.l it 1 lan hurt her, 
I will ” 

He W(mld have liked to liurt ilk- 'pa >'1 th( Ikiiijovs’ 
himself, hut It did imt ^.o^^c.lc him to lie ir ll'ur utter 
that sentiment , it nieant nture fnim Ik r ih m truin hiniself, 
who, when it eaine t>» tin pant, w.^^ a | ‘mr }i,ok 1 .■! hurling 

people. 

“ Well, darliii :,” he s tivl. “ sh.ill we sleep on It ? ” 

** I said 1 wunlJn’t have .in\ imirc evenings, but I 

shall.” 

” Good ! ” said Mitliael; “ lliatA the spirit ” 

She laughed. It was a tunnv h ird little snund in 
the night. And with it MuIi.r! had to rernun dis¬ 
contented. 

All through the house it was a wakeful night Soames 
had the three oMiak tremors, which cigars and the fresh 
air wherein he w.is cjbligcd to pl.iy lus golf had subdued 
for some time past. He was di-turhed, too, In that con- 
fottnded great clock from hour to hour, and by a stealthy 
oolse bctw'ccn three and lour, as of S"me one at large in 
the houee. 

This was, in fact, Francis Wilmot. Ever since his im¬ 
pulsive deaial that Soames was a bar, the young man had 
been in & peculiar state of mind. As Soames surmised, he 
too had overheard Marionc Ferrar slandering her hostess ; 
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but in the \er\ moment of ]us rcfut.uion, like S.iul set¬ 
ting forth to jitack liu- Cliristians, lie li.ui Ix'cn smitten 
b\ hlindni 'I hose blue ev*". pourine into lus the light 
('f dch.tncL, l;.id t'lni-.liul uitii a gli un whuh «iecmed to 
s.'iy : ‘ Voiine in in. \ou y] i-c n.e ' ‘ \tni it li lunicd him. 
Th.it li'--Ill i‘\wirin fur uhitc vkin anJ red-gold 
li.iir, hvr Mk- <\i' till; wt h; r r^J lips full of 

joy, livr \\].\\< r,i.k tr.f^-rint ,0 1 pimwouvi in Minshinc— 

the \IL'ICH u . i!'k1;i lie li ui l\in u.iiLlung her nil 
throuL’h ili< I'liL', I'lit It v.A. iiiuaniiv tfie vsavshchad 
kit li(.r in, _ "'1 hi-. . •. in il* it -• i<. l-<ne moment, so 

th a lu-u I,- I ’ riM ^! 1 '1 ■/!i he h ij mn [lun intro- 

diuivi. ill ri .• I’T n I’.- I'L Marjorie I errar, and he 
ih'iUL^h: II ' t".;. .''■'i.n ihit hi w.i-. and with 
liiili. kii'ui'ne. .'t \',->nun -la \\..s unliki .m) woman 
Ik IkiJ kii. v.n \n j I- 1, .*1 i:i\ai li> r the lie direct! 
Thi< m.uii i ini r<.^!h ^ ti..t h< jnnk ilu- content! 
of hi-i I’ar-r i .i:’ , jut <>n his ^^.th(s, .ind stole down¬ 
stairs Iho r iithc l)..iivii •, ul, . ^^.rrtvi is tliough mutter¬ 
ing . ‘ I ' Hut I fir'si he reached 

till, luilh whire a milk, eiiniii.vr tanu in through the 
fanlight I.igliting a i.e^rittv, he -at dovsn on the 
marble co.it-s.ircophagiis It i.im» 1(.J his anatomy, so 
that he g<'t off it, turned up the light, saw a telephone 
dirvilory resting bcskle him, and nieihanically soug)ll 
the letter ‘1 ' TIko siie was! “ I'crraf, Marjorie, 

3 , Rucr Studios, Wren Street” Switching off the 
light, he slipped h'lik the dt^»r-cham, and stole out. 
He knew Ins wa\ to the nver, and went towards it. 

It was the hour when sound, cxliaustcd, has laid Itt 
head on the pillow, and one can hc.ir a moth paw. Lou¬ 
don, in clear air, with no smoke going up, slept be&eatk 
the moon. Bridges, towers, water, all silvered, bad a 
look as if withdrawn from man. Eveo the bouses and 
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the trees enjoyed their moony htjur apart, and seemed 
to breathe out with Iramis Wilmot a stanza from ‘The 
Ancient Manner ’ ; 

‘ (I ^leep. It IS a penile thinp, 
lii loved from pole in poK ! 

To Mary Queen tlie | raise lx eiven, 

Mu Sint the pentle sleep Irom heaven 
'That sikl into m\ si ail! ’ 

He turned at random to ihe nplit alonp the river Neva 
in his life had he walked ihroueh a preat citv at the deaj 
liour. Not a passion alive, nor a thoupht ol pain : haste 
asleep, and lerrors dreaminp , liere and there, no doulu, 
one turninp on his bed, perhaps a soul passing Down 
on the w.itvr lighters .and b.irges lav sh.idowy and .iban- 
doned, with red lights burning, the lamps along the 
Embankment shone without purpose, as it tliev had 
been freed. M.iii w.is .uv.iv. In the whole town only 
himself up and doing—what i N.itivelv shrewd and 
resourceful in all .utive situations, the young boutherner 
had little power of diagnosis, and cert,iinlv did not consider 
himself ridiculous wandering about like this at night, not 
even when he suddenly felt that if he could ‘ locate ’ her 
windows, he could go home and sleep. He passed the 
Tate Gallery and saw a human being with mtxinlit buttons. 

“Pardon me, officer,” he said, "but where is Wren 
Street f ” 

“ Straight on and fifth to the right.’’ 

Francis Wilmot resumed his march. The ‘ moving ’ 
moon was heeling down, the stars were gaining light, 
the trees had begun to shiver. He found the fifth turning, 
walked down ‘ the block,’ and was no wiser; it was too 
dark to read names or numbers. He passed another 
buttoned human effigy and said: 
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“Pardon me, offut-r, but \Oi<.r<' are Ri\er Studios?*’ 
“ Cornin'aua\ iri'nitlam, Ui>\ house on the rij'ht " 
rr.incis ilmot rtirated his steps There it vsas, then 
- b\ itsolt, b.iv k from the street fli stood Infore it and 
p.i/td at d.irk \Miulo\ss Sh( nnpht he ['Oiind any one td 
tfitm ' Will ' }1( h id ' loc.ited ‘ lier. and, in the rising 

vMnd, he turn d anvl >\.ilkcd h'-no Ih \s(nt up-stoir* 
sle.dlhiK as Ik liad uuiit d>’V\ri. j ni the ])andic, who 
apain !ll^ head, niuiKrtd ‘ Mill niort utuiMinl, but 

tiiL ’-anit h p' ' ’ (.ntc red hb ro^'n;, 1 1 ) du\ui, and Ich ailerp 



CHAPTER VHI 

ROL'M) AM) All'iL'T 

General retire in.e Jt hrcMklju eumernmj; tlir iml lent of 
the night hetori, made lillle impression on Soaines, hecausc 
the young AnurHan was present, letleere ulioni, n.iturally, 
one would not diauss u, hut la. meted that Eleur was 
pale. In liis eaile-tmeriuiig vigd leg.d niisgieings h.id 
assailed him GmlJ one rail eeen .1 reeidi.iired hairg <gc 
* traitress in the lie.mng eel seeiue halt dee/eti persons with 
impunity; lie went oil t.i his s|,ter Winifred’s after 
breakfast, and told her the whole store 

“Quite right, me dear Ixie,” w.is her eomment “They 
tell me that \oungw..inan is as !. si .u thee're made. 
Her father, vou know, owned the heir.st ih.it didn’t beat 
the French lior.sc- -1 never c.in retnemher its name—in 
that race, the boinething ebt.ikcs, at—dear me 1 what was 
the meeting ’ ’’ 

“ I know nothing about racing,” .s.iid So.imes 
But th.it .afternoon at ‘The Connoisseurs Club’ a card 
tvat brought to him ; 


Lord Charles Ferrar 

High Marshes, 

Nr. Newmarket. Burton’s Club. 

Yor « moment his knees felt a little wreak ; but the word 
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‘ snob ’ coming lo his c, he s.iiJ dnl\ • “ Show him 

into the stranu’t r^’ room." ile \\.»s rn't Lr‘>ing to liurrv 
himself for tlo'. iJI'-.'., and hni-'li'.J hiN ita befurc rcp.iiring 
to that hirliirn i >'r:a r 

A lalliNli 1:: in \\,.s ni i!.- niiihiK «'f tiic little 

room, thin and ujrachi, \\i:n t i;.-a': ulu iTiishid .irro- 
ganih otf his I'i's, aivl a II;(.t.l." wfiuh setincd lo 
!i.i\e i'\I r h r'^-iir I <. ■ un a h- 1 ;; .. ’nuT.; 

UiTc uirruL''ll"!!' Ui l.l^ lliin V,- iih iij. il'ii.-, iiul in Ills 
ilmiv li 11: flcik ,! ,.i il.- ■' i 1 uiii ■!. ■, S'l.iiins li.ij no 
diHiailr. 111 ■: : ’ i.- l,.ri , i ml-iiI 

■•Mr lor--,'., I ; 1 . • " 

nuI iim ‘ i.i' lit ul 

'O'liu 11'..ui' I'I "t I" iiMilti'iL’ .!■ r,! to niN li.Higlucr 
l.ist nulii ill th' ; r. - I" nl r ' j ■ ,! 

" Vis, H V. I- 1K!.i\ lit .rii 

“ You uiri- r- I liriink, ran ' 

“ Not .It ’ ■ lid mas 

Ills Jn I'ti I sii.n sKiniJ to .11 .I'lnirt i!.< Msitor, who 
t«i.stcd Ills iiio.ist.iiia-, ir-aMicd I .s luitl.o, closer to his 
c\c, and s.ud 

“I li.iti ila h lines ..I those uii'i o\ir;’-.ird it. You 
will be good enough to write to t n 1 . o| them separately 
iMthdr.iWini; tour e\prissi,in unreseretJU 
•• 1 sli.ill do iiotliing of the kind ” 

A moment’s silence ensued 
“ You are .in .itturnes, 1 bthevc i ’’ 

“ A solicitor." 

“ Then vou know the consequences of rcfus.il ” 

“ If your daughter likes to go into Court, 1 shaU b« happy 
to meet her there. 

“ You refuse to withdraw i ” 

“ Absolutely." 

“ Good evening, then 1 ” 
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“ (mod evening'! ” 

For iwn pins ho uould liavc walked rcuind the fellow, 
the bristles rising,' on his back, but, in^tead, lie stood a 
little tf) one sidf to let him out Insolent brute' Ik 
could So easily hear aeain th< \oke of <ild ( ncie Je»lyon, 
characterising,' s(»ine person ol die i il'Iuk > as ‘ a pettifogging 
little atl<jrne\'' And he Itk that, sonuhow or oilier, he 
must reliece his mind M)K 1 Mont’ would know about 
this fellow—Ik Would go across and ask him 

At ‘The Aeroplane' he found ma onl\ iMr Lawrenee 
Mont, hxtking almost crave, but Miehael, who had evi¬ 
dently bean d< tailing to his latlur hist evening’> irnidem 
This was a rtliel to Soames. i-ho {(.h llic in-aliN to his 
daughter too biiterlv to talk oj tlum 1 >esi. ribiiig the 
visit he liad just reeeived, he enJ< d with the word^ 

“This fellow I'err.ir whatks his staiullIlL' ' ” 

“Cliaihe Ferrar ? lie owes nmiK v evervwhere, ha-, 
some useful horses, and is i verv goovi shot “ 

“ He didn’t suike me as a gtiukm m,” said N>anies 
Sir Law re IK e eun.ked his eyebrow, as it debating whether 
he ought to answer this remark .ibuut oik whi> had an¬ 
cestors, from one who had none 

And his daughter," said Soanucs, “ isn't a ladv 
Sir Lawrenee wagged his head 

“Single-minded, Forsy te, single-minded, but vou'rg 
right; there's a queer streak in that blood. Old Shrop¬ 
shire’s a dear old man , it skipped his generation, but it's 
there—it's ilicre His aum— 

“He called me an attorney,” ,said Niames with i grim 
smile, “and she called me a liar I don't know which is 
worBe.*^ 

Sir Lawrence got up and le>oked into St. James’s Street. 
SlMitdes had the feeling that the narrow head perched up 
that straight thin back counted for more than his 
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own. in iliK .iff ur Oik \\.'^ 'ii ibni.' hrrc with pc<ipic 
wh" ''.lid .md did wh.it thi‘\ hkr'd md .J mined llic con¬ 
sequences; this I'.irorut ]j..d Ihom hmucht up in 

ih.ii w.j\ liinisdt, no diiuht, Jk ii, krv>w how th«ir 

miiuK uork( d 

>ir j-.iwr- rui. uirm d 

^he m.i\ hmiL’ .m k ii.'n. I .-r-\ :■ . i’ w o' m t\ public, 

\\h .it t \ hi( IK i inc ( \ • 11 ' " 

“ M\ "wn (.tr^ *' 

l.iwrdM iM..k(.d t '!.• ■ r , •! lo u o.-i ilieir 

h netii 

“ M in ' \n\ tiiinj d^* * 

“ Th (I I .ir ./r.[ h ” 

“ SIm 'll L'<. t 1 ! ! h' }■ ‘P r 'l ' ' ” 

“ TIk ni <n 'ti' w IS r di lu- t- 

Midi.ul (ii-iditi'i ■■ Plniij ljL,ins('. pul not your 
trust in (j.ith ’ 

" \\ ImI IlMf' ' " 

“ Wdl," s lid ^M.imes, “ then's wh.it i li.ii \ ounu \mcrican 
o\erhc.ird, wli ilever it w.is ” 

" Ah ’ " s.iid Sir l..iwr(.i..( ’ 1 i.m she do. sn’t gel 

at hm Is that ill ' " 

Soames nodded It didii’t 'fcm nuu h. now he tame to 
think of !i ! 

“ Ah’U sav she v.illcd \ou a lur Hovv would it be to 
take the offinsue ^ ” 

There was a silence, tiicn S-urnes said. “ Women I 
No ! " 

“ Quite right, I’orsvit ' Thi\ have their privilege* Mill, 
There's nothing for it I'ui to wait aiul sec how the cat 
jumps Tr.iitrLSs' I suppose )ou know how much the 
word c<»sts ' " 

“ The cost,” 
publicity!'' 


s.iid Soames, “is nothing; it’« the 
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His imagination was pl.iymi; streets alicad of him. He 
saw himself already in ‘ the box,’ retailing the spiteful 
purrings of that cat, casting forth to the public and the 
papers the word ‘snob,’ <»f his (osn d.iughtcr; for if he 
didn’t, he would ha\c nu dtfeiKe 'I’uo painful ’ 

“ What docs 1-leur s ly : " hi. .mLi, J, .suddciiK, of MkIucI. 

War to the knife " 

Soamos jumped in his ( h nr 

“Ah!” he s.nd TImi’s a W'Un.in all o\er—no 
imagination ' ” 

“ Tliat’s w hat I thouL’hl .it ':r. hut I'lnniit m) sure. 
She says if Marjorie 1 err.ir is mu taken h\ tlu 'ihort hairs, 
she’ll put it across e\er)l'nd\ - ,iui th.it ila mure public 
the thine tlie hss liann shi tan Jm '* 

“ I think,” said Sir I. iw re nee, i nmiiig isn k to In- cli.ur, 
“J'll go and see old Sfl^l>f'^hlr(. .M\ iat]»(.r and his shot 
woodcock ingcther in Mhinia in 'nt!\-fnur ” 

Soames could not see the c'onneaion, but did not snub 
the proposal. A marquess u.is a s..rt of gone-off duke; 
even in this Jciiio«.r.ilic age, he Woulj have some influence, 
one supposed 

“ He’s eighty,” went on ^l^ l^aurencc, " and gels gout 
il^ the stomacli, but he’s as brisk as a bee ” 

\Soamcs e'ould not be sure whether it was a comfort. 
.“The grass shall not gr«>w, Eors\tc. I’ll go there 

now.’’ 


They parted in the street, Sir Lawrence moving north 
; —Mayfair. 

T^[(t Marquess of Shropslnrc wa< dictating to his secretary 
to his County Council, urging on them an item 
lifelong programme for the electrification of every- 
One c»f the very first to take up electricity, 
he h&d remained faithful to it all lus brisk and optimistic 
dayt* A short, bird-like old man, in shaggy Lovat tweeds, 
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with a Hue tic <i{ knitted silk pa-^sed thniueh a ring, bright 
cheeks and wdl-tnmmed \shite k'.ird and moustache, 
he was standini; m his fa\()ur]!c attitude, with one 
on a cl.air, his dhnw on his knee, and Ins dim on his 

hand 

“ Ah ! vi'iini: Mdu ' he s.nd *' Sit down " 

Sir Law rent. I. a i.h.pr. v Ms'ed his kiv es. and threaded 
his fineer ii[-' H- l end it ^h-.oinp l<' In v dhd ‘young 
M(-nt,’ at -i\t\ ■ i \ I r so 

“ll.ue \'H] hronjht me aihiilor ni \our excellent 
book'- ' 

“ No, M irv|ii''' . I've uinu Iit vour ad\ k e ” 

“Ah ' (>o ■ !), Mr Mersev ‘ In thii w.n, e<"ntlcmcn, 
you will s.H( at 1 ' asf rlir.'c tho'|^ tnd a vt ir m \our rate- 
pavers. conhr s'lr/on tin I ounrrvside by ab-)!i«hing 
the smoke <■! : ■ n hi:!;\ dinnn'.'.s. and niike me your 
obli^’cd Si rv nr, 

‘ >|{Kol'SHIRE.* 

Thank vu, Mr Mersey Now, my dear young 
Mont ' ” 

Having' watihed the b lek of iIk seifctarv till it van¬ 
ished, and no'rd the old p«<r {ivoitih^* ijis bright cyef, 
with their expression o! one uho iiuans to see more 
cverv day, on his visitor, Sir I.aurente took his eyegUw 
between thumb and fingi r, and said . 

“ Vour grandd-.u^htcr. sir, and my daughtcr-m-law want 
to fight like hiily-o ” 

“ Marjorie ’ ” said the old man, and his head fell to one 
side like a bird's “ I draw the line—a (harming young 
woman to look at, but I draw the line What has the done 
now ? ” 

“ Called my d-aughtcr-in-law a snob and a hoo^unter; 
and my daughter-m-lawA father hat called your grand¬ 
daughter a traitress to her face.” 
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“ liolJ m<m/’ s.iid the m.irquebi>; “ b<t]d man ! Win* is 
he f ” 

“ Jiis name is Forsyte.” 

“ ForsNfe ^ ” repeated tfic old peer; “ F«>rs\ fe ^ The 
names f.unih.ir now v\here \\ould ili.it he ’ Ali ' I'or- 
syte and dVeilrv -the hii: tea men M\ father h <d hu 
tea frorr 'hem direa-reaUar.u ui, no sueh u a n"u js 
that the —’ ” 

“ N)me rel.nion, perhq's This man is .1 soliut'tr - 
retired; clikfis renowned lor his pn turts A man .jI m mn 
substance, and prol.n\ 

Indeed ' \nd j' his d.iiiijhtcr a 1 ]i>‘n hunt' r ? ” 

Sir Lavsreiue sinih .\ 

“ Slie’s a cliarntcr Jakc^ to )ia\<. people al'>ut her 
Veryprettv 1-A<.ellent littk iiiotlRr, some i p-iKii hhaid " 

” Ah ’ " ' said the marqiu ss " the I reiiih ’ lie t u r Iniilt 
round the midsih' than our pc opk \\ h.n Ji, \ ,,u want nn. 
to do > " 

** Speak to) i>ur son Charles ” 

The old man look Ins f(K)i od the chair, and sio.id luarU 
upright. His he.id moved sidosavs uith a slight 
linuous moinm 

“I never speak to Charlu,” he said, ura'veU '* W i. 
haven’t spoken fiir siv yc.irs ” 

“I beg your pardon, sir Didn't know Si>rr\ to ha\e 
bothered you “ 

“ No, no ; pleasure to sec vou If I run across Marjorie, 
I’ll sec—rn sec. Hut, m\ dear Mont, wh.n shall we dt) 
with these youn? \\omen-- no sense of scr\jcc; no cr)nti* 
nuity; no luir, no hgurcs ? By the wa\, Jo \ou know 
this Power Scheme on the Severn ? *’ He held up a pam¬ 
phlet : “ Tve been at them it) do it for years. Mv Cidlicrv 
among others ctmld be made to pay with clectriciiv ; but 
they won’t move. Wc want some Americans over here." 
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Sir Lawrence h.id risen , the old man’s sense of service 
li.id So clcarlv l.iken ilie bit beluccn its teeth a^Min. He 
held out his hand 

“ Good-bve, .\Lrqucss, dcliqhtod id see you looking so 
well " 

“ (joud-lne, ni\ dcar\oiini: M(jnt, command me at any 
tune, and K t iii< hut a not her ot \ t)ur iih f books'’ 

The\ shook hanJ^, and Iroin the Lo\at ilotlus was dis¬ 
engaged a sir-'iig wiutf ot peat Sir Lav.rciiu. I<K>king 
back, sau i!a old man look :n Ins l.wountt amiude, foot 
(ill eliair and thin on hand, alrcad\ reading’ tin pamphlet. 
‘ Some bos ' ’ la iLoucht , ‘ is Miih-u! ^^uuld s.iy Rut 
what ha^ Ch trill itrrar done not to lie spoken to for six 
\e.ir->" <hvl 1 of'.s te oiiglit to kno^s 

In rhe nu aiiiinu ' Old I ors\ tc ' .ind .Mu had \serc walking 
homew.irds across St James’s Park 

“That \oung American,'' s.iid Soames, “ wlial do you 
suppose rii.idc him put hts oar in ^ ” 

“ I don’t know, sir , and 1 don’t like lt> .uk 
“Fxacih,” said Soames, glumlv There w.is, indeed, 
something rtpulsive to liini in ire.iting with an American 
over a matter oi person.d dignitv 

“ Do they use the word ‘ ‘inob * over there ? ” 

“ I'm not sure , but, m the States to hunt lions is a form 
of idealism. The\ want to associate with what they think 
better ih.in themselves It’s rather fine ” 

Soames did not agree , but found difficulty in explaining 
w'hv Not to rccogni.se anv one as belter iluan himself jor 
hts daughter had been .a sort of guiding principle, and 
guiding principles were not talked about. In fact, it was 
so deep in him that he hadn’t known of it. 

1 .shan’t mention it,” he said, “ unless he does. What 
more can this young woman do ? She’s in a set, I 
suppose?” 
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“ The Panjnys-” 

“ Panjoyn! ” 

“Yes, sir; out for a pooii time at any cost—they 
don’t really count, of Oiursi- But M.irjnnc Ferrar h 
{rightfully in the linuliL’lit Fhc paints a Fit ; she's i;nr 
«ome standing with the Bn-^s , she dances, she hunts, 
•he's something of .m actress , she goi s eeerwihsre week¬ 
ending It’s the week-ends that inatter, wh'O peojde 
have nothing to do hut talk Wen loii eet r at ,i week-end 
party, sir f " 

*’ I ? ” said So.inies ' *' Onoei Lord -nei ' " 

Michael smiled- incongruiie, iiidud. eould go no 

farther. 

We mu.st get one up tor \ ou ai Ft pingh.ill ” 

" No, thank \mi " 

.“You’re rigiit, sir, nothing more Ixuing.- But tliev’rc 
the couiissfs of polities h'leur thinks thev'ri g.'oj h r me 
And Marjorie Ferr.ir knows .,11 the po | le wc k.nou, an,I 
loMtnore. It u awkw.ird " 

“ I should ,gn on .IS if nothing h.id happened.’’ s.,id 
Soames : "But about that paper’ Tine ,ias;ht to be 
wanted that tins wom.m is eriioiiious " 

Michael rcg.irdcd his f.ithcr-in-hiw qinrricall). 

On entering, they found the man-scrv int in the hall 
" There’s a man to see \ou, <.ir, by ii»c name of " 

! Ah ! Where have vuii pul iiim» Gukcr ^ ” 

know what to make of him, sir, he shakes 
aU over. I’ve stood him in the dining-re,oui ’’ 

“ Excuse me, sir," said Miehacl 
- e Soamea passed into the ‘ parhmr,’ where he found his 
diOg^tet and Fr.ancis W ilmot. 

“Mr. Wilmot is leaving us, Father. You’re just in time 
to aay good-bye.” 

If there were jgtoments when Soames felt cordial, they 
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were such as rhtsc He had nfithinu against the young 
man , inJud, ht raihcr hked the look ui him ; but to sec 
the List (if almost an) boJ\ u is m a sense a relief; bcsiJc', 
there was this question of ufua he had o\cr)ieard, and to 
)ia\e him ahout the pi k'c without knowing would be a 
coiiiinu.il (t mj t.itioii t<' lo^lpr■■nlI^e with one's dignity and 
ask him what it was 

“ (/ood-lnL. Mr W'llnKit," 111 s.od ; “ it \ ou’re interested 
in pictures - " he p ui'.id, and, holding out liw hand, added, 
“ \ou should look in at the liritisli Mu'unn ” 
rraiui-> \\ I i.iot shook tla hand di.lerenti ilK. 

" I will It''- I'll II .1 prii ill!.'« (-■ know you. 'ir ” 

Soaine-^ Wo woniiring wli\, when the >'‘ung man 
turned to I ii ur 

I'll }'L wntini: to |on from Pans, .ind I'll surely send 
\our lo\c Voube Inm p<rf(vtl'. wondirlul to me. !’il 
he gild to h.iM \ou und Muhael \im 1 me at any lime 
you uinw .ur-.NS i<. tie >titcs, and it )ou liring the 
lutk Jog. wh\ - Til Ju^t Ik honoured to Li him bkc me 
j.g.iin " 

He Is.wtd o\cr Ihur’s hauvl. and was gcmc, leaving 
Soamts >iarini: at iIk !■ a k ot hi-, d niLdiii r'- ni i.k 

“Tliat's rath'f suddin," In siid. when tlic door was 
closed , “ an\ thing upset liim ' " 

Mie turned on him, and said coldlv • 

“ W hy did \ ou make that tus> hist niglit, Eathcr ? ” 

The Injustice of her attack was so palpable, that Soames 
bit his mou''tache in silence As if he could help hitnself, 
when ''he vs as insulted in his hearing ' 

“ What g>K(d do )ou think )ou’vc done ? ’’ 

Soames, who had no notion, made no attempt to enlighten 
her. He only fe-h sore inside. 

“ You’ve m.i je me feel as if I couldn’t look anybody in 
the face. But I’m going to, all the same. If I’m a Kon- 
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hunter and a snob, I’ll do it ilioroiiijlilv Only I do wi«li 
you wouldn’t po on llijnkmj» I’m a child and can't defend 
myself.” 

And still S(Mmcsw.is silent, sore to the .stdei. of In.s b(<ois 
Elrurfl.ishcd A look .it him, .md s.nd 
“ I’m sorry, but I c.ui't iulp it . e\cr\tiling's queered , ” 
and she too went out of the rovun 

b<‘.imcs miocd blirK)l\ t<» the vMmJ.ae and ^lood hxrknie 
<)Ut. He b.m ,i cab vMtli Iul’lml’'. drne .in.i\ , v.iu vome 
pigeons aliglit, p<ik .11 till pninunr. .<nd th oil .leain , 
he saw a m.ui kissmt,' .1 woni.m ui tin dusk , .1 iii..n 

light his pipe .tnd go ofT dui\ IK saw mai'\ hum in ..nd 
interesting things, hi heard liig Ihn (lunn Notlnr,- m 
it all! He was st.inrig at a .siUtr ipuuii. He hlm^c]I had 
put It in hci niouih ai birth. 



CH^^TFK W 

roi I tR^ VSD I ATS 

Ill 'aIio hnd hc' n m tiu dii'inj.' pHim. unJcr iltr name 
of Huctill \\.i' ' 111 ! kr.liiT uklir ih.m Michael, 

with .111 iiKlin innii to mJl uliiskir, dirkish h.nr. .md a 
p.<]( 1 la Mill'pcJ \Mtil tli.it I'li.k >>} st^lmoK'd Ijuuknos 
(.I'liinitin !i- in.tin .utiT' luii unl.tnnh.ir to Muhacl, he 
w.i- cr.-j I!.. th' edpe lit ihi Juiine vi.ith one hand, 
.•r.d 1 uidi 1 rjiiintd Id.ok luit with the oifier The 
t'prtssi'in (it ills d.<rk urelcd c\t‘. u.is such that 

Mh ii.«el smiK d .ind s iid 

“ It’s all riL’ht. Mr Ihrcfeld, I’m not .i Man.ip'cr. Do sit 
dov\n, .ind <ni<iki 

The visii'if io"k the proffered ih.ur and cigarette 

uitli .in iivenipt .\i d H\cd smile Michael sat on the 
table 

“I g.ithcr from Mrs Herulild that yuu'rc on the 
ru\. ks ” 

“ Fast,” saiJ tite shaking lips 

“ V'lur lu ahh, and \ our name, 1 suppose ? ’* 

“ Yes ” 

“ You \^ant an open- ur job, I l>ehcve r 1 haven’t been 
able to think of anythin;; \cry Raudy, but an idea did 
strike me last night m the sully watches. How about 
raising poukr.—evers body's doing it.” 

“ If 1 had my savings ” 

“ Yes, Mrs. Bcrgfcid told me about them, I cao uquiic 
but I’m afraid-” 
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“ Il*8 robbery/* The ch.utcrcJ ^ound let Michael at 
once into the confidence of the m.inv Manaj^erj. v\ho had 
refused to employ lum \s]i" uUvrid u 

“I know,” he said, " rubbinj^ ]\Kr to pav 

Paul. That clause in the 'I’rcai^ wa^ a bit of rank bar¬ 
barism, of course, caninufi.i^’c it as rli(\ like ,'siill, it*s 
no good to let It prey on \f)ur mind, i.s it ' ” 

But his visitor had risen “T<)iik< Irom (.i\ili.m to p,i\ 
civilian ! Then why not take civilian hie lor civilian l:fe ' 
What is the dilTercnee ? And b nyl.aid do( ^ it - the K adinu 
nation to respect the individual It is abommabh ” 
Michael bcijan to fed that la. was o\< rdoini: it 
You furgit/’ he said, “ tliat llit vsar made us ,ill into 
barbarians, Jor the time bcine , we h.ucn’t quite L:ot over 
it yet. And Vfwr tounir\ dropped the spark mt.. tlu 
powder niai,M/ifie, vou kiU'w Hut what about this 
poultry stunt ? ” 

Bcrgfold seemed to make a violent ctfort to control 
himself. 

“ For my wife’s sake,” he said, “ I will do anything ; but 
unless I get ni\ s.itings bath, how can I start ' ” 

“I can’t promise ; but perhaps I could start \ou That 
halr*^res$cr bclo\% \ou wants an open-air job, too What’s 
his name, by the way ? ” 

Swain.” 

**Howdo you get oa with him ? ** 

is an opinionated man, but we .arc eood friends 

enough.** 

Michael got off the t.ible “ Well, lc.-i\ e it to me to think 
it out. W*c shall be able to do something, I hope ; ” and he 
held out his hand. 

Beheld to<>k It silently, and his eyes resumed the ex¬ 
pression with which tncy had Brst looked at Michael 
‘That man,' thought Michael, ‘will be committing 
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suicide seme day, if he doesn't l<K)kout.' And heshowd 
him 1(1 the door He sTiiod there some minutes gazing 
after the German actor’s \anishm^ form, with a feeling 
as if the dusk, wtrt }<>rm«.d tun of the dark stones of such 
as he and the )uir-dres'( r an.i the man \\ho had whisfK'red 
to luin to stand and dclner a j'‘h Well, Hart must lend 
hun that hit <-} land l»c\‘'nd tlu v'>j'}'he .0 Lippinghall. 
He v\ould hu\ a \\ ir hut it tlen an\ left and some 
poulir*. stoLt. and sttrt a v'>]on\ tin. Ihruldds, the 
hair dre"'( r. ai.vi Henrs I’.odd' k I'hev lould cut the 
timber in the c'lpne, and put up the foul h'-uses for 
thernscKcs It umild he crouinir fo.id--.i practical 
expi.rinunt in I _’.’arM^^l ' 1 leur ;\>>uld laai^h at him, 

Hut V. (S tl-'T* '‘O'- lonld do nowadays that 

son'chod\ i"dJ:i't lauitti tt ' fl«. lunieJ hai.k into the 
lioiise I’leur was in the hall 

’■ I'r.jni, I''ilnii't h.is gfiuc,” slit said. 

“ W hv " 

“ He's i»d to Pans " 

“ \\ hat u IS it Ik overheard last niitht f ” 

“ ])o \uu suppose I asked ’ " 

“ Well, no,” b.iid Muiiael, humbly. *’ Ixtl’s go up and 
IcM.k at K:t. It's .ihout lus bath time ” 

The eleventh baronet, indeed, was already m his bath. 

“ All right, nurse,’* said f ieur, “ I’ll finish him.” 

“ He’s been in three minutc.s, ma’am ” 

“ Lightly boiled,” said Michael. 

For one aged onl) fourteen months this naked infant 
had incredible vigour—from lips to feet he was all sound 
and morion He seemed to lend a meaning to life. Hii 
vitality was absolute, not relative. His kicks and cfows 
and splashings had the joy of a gnat’s dance, or a jack¬ 
daw’s gambols in the air. He gave thanks not fof wjut 
he was about to receive, but for what he was fectdm^ 
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White as a turtle-dove, with pink tots, darker in eyes and 
hair than he would he presenth, he ^^rabhed at tlie so.ip, 
at his mother, at the hath-towclliny- he «;cemed «<nU to 
need a tail Mich.itl v^.iti hoi him, musmj> This m.mikm, 
born with all that he tould po^^thl\ vsish for within Ins 
reach— how \\ere the) t-* hnm," him up ^ Wert the\ ht 
to bring l.tni up, they who hid bt«ri horn ■ lik<. all 'heir 
l?cncralion in the rithcr (lasvs -tin irmipatcd, i > parents 
propcrlv hrokin-in to worsiiip th< leiu h--'Lil'tri\ • Horn 
to everything they vi.inied, so that iIk\ wire at wits’ tnd 
to invent s<»nicthine thev ^.ould not gt t , dri\cn to rc-,ti\c 
searching h\ h.i\ing their own wa\ ^ I’li- war had depru cd 
one of one’s o\M) wa\, but the war fi id overdone it, and 
left one grasping at liono' And tor thos.-, !;k-. Kkiir, 
born a little late tor the w.ir, the tale ot it had onl\ lowered 
what respect thi\ ouild hao. for an\thing With vener¬ 
ation killed, and svll-dt-ni.d ' otT.’ with atavism huricd, 
sentiment derided, and tlie future in tlie air, hardlv a wonder 
that modernitv should be a daim ot i^nai^, taking iiselt 
damned seriously ! Such were the rt flections ^jf Micliicl, 
sitting there above the steam, and trowning at his prog< n\ 
Without faith was one fu to be a parent ^ Well, people 
were looking for faith again (hilv thev were bound to 
hatch the egg of it ^o hard that u W(nild be addled long 
before it was a chicken * T(hi self-cons^ lou' ' ’ he thought 
'Hiat’s our trouble ' ’ 

Fleur had finished drving the eleventh baronet, and was 
dabbing powder over him , her eves seemed penetrating 
hit skin, as if to gauge the state of health Inrhind it He 
watched her take the feet and hands one by one and 
examine each nail, lost in her scruunv, unsclfconscious m 
hermomentarv devotion ! And oppressed by the difficulty, 
as a Member of Parliament, of beini: devoted, Michael 
tnapped his fingers at the bab\‘ and left the nursery. He 
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went to his stud\ and took dnun a volume of the Fncyvlo* 
pxdia Bril.innica containini,’ llu \\<>rd Poultn He read 
about LeghornN, Orpun^tons, Uhire >asH<*x, Hraniaputr.K, 
and w.ib little th( uiser He reniembtred that if you drew 
a chalk-line to the hfak ot .1 hen, tin hm thouijht it was 
tied up He wish'd son)J),.J', u.hiIJ draw a i halk-lim 
to his be.ik W as } '-eijarusni a u, dk line ' A \"uc said . 
'* T< 1 ) I h nr I’m c'oiiie o ■ la r ” 

“ la av inr a-', sir 

s. Till II ■; w ml' 'i ’’ 

Whuhadhijr- f'd - 
“ You'll w fu r i'' I'lf’ \nu t:o. ^r ? ” 

“ \i>.” ^ mi >•' inw s 

H id SI.Ill' b''J\ niM" d ')ui th' (i lik line to Old Korsyte’H 
nose ’ 

•* [s ther-' .in\ rn 'ni v in p'>ultr\ farmini^, -ir ' ” 

*■ 'I'la ri.' I." ni'-nev in .m \ thine nowaJiu s " 

“ Vnd'.iitla 1 [Komc d ax returns t-ontinuc t't ri'W ” 

“ V's," saul Niamcs, “ tiicrt's 'oiiuthin^ wronjif there ” 
“ You don't think people make their monu-H out more 
than tlic\ are ' *' 

boanus ['linked PeAsinustn. ihoujth he felt at the 
moment, he eould not take qun<- that low xtew of humaa 
nature 

“ You’d better see that Fliur doesn't .ibout abusing 
that red-haircd baggaKt,” lie said “She was b<jrn with 
a siKer spcK»n in her muutli, she thinks she can do what 
she likes " And he shut MicK.iel tn aijain 

Sliver spKin in her moutii! How aprop'^i ' . . . 

After putting her baby into its cot Fleur had gone to 
the raarquetcric bureau in the little sanctuary that would 
have been called a boudoir m old days She »at there 
brooding. How* could her father have made it alt glar* 




4** 


A MODERN COMEDY 


ingly public ! Couldn’t he have seen that it was. nothing 
so long as it was not public, but everything the moment 
it was f She longed to pour out her licart, and tell people 
her opinion of Marjorie Ferrar. 

She wrote three letter^—one to Lady Alison, and two 
to women in the group who had oecrheard it all list night. 
She concluded her third letter nith the words • “ A woman 
like that, who pretends to hi a fnend and sneaks into 
one’s house to sung one behind one’s b.iek, is .1 snake 
of the first water Ilow ^ose-tv c,m sink In r, I can’t 
think ; she hasn't .1 nior d about la r nor a decent impuLe. 
A» for her ch.irm (lood Lor.]'" Vos' And there 
was Francis Wilinot ! She h.id not s.ud all she wanted to 
say to him. 

“ My Di:ar Francis,” she wrote • 

“lam so sorrv sou have to run awa\ like this I wanlid 
to thank you for standing up for me hist night Marjorie 
Ferrar is just about the limit. But in London society one 
doesn’t pay attention to-hackhiting It has been so jolly 
to know you. Don’t forget us, and do come .ind see me 
again when you come back from {’.iris 

" Your vers good fnend, 

■' Fi.ei'r Mont.” 

la future she would have noilimg but men at her evc- 
niagt I But would thes’ come if there were no women ? 
Aad tnen like Philip Quinsev were just as snakelike. 
Beaidet, it would look as if she were really hurt. No I 
S>e would have to go on as before, just dropping people 
who were ‘ catty.’ But who wasn’t ? Except Alison, and 
.heavyweights like Mr, Blythe, the minor Ambassadors, 
and three or four earnest politicians, she couldn’t be sure 
•boat aay trf them. It was the thing to be ‘ catty.’ They 
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all scratched other people’s backs, and their faces too 
when they weren't Inokint; Uhn in N'cicty was exempt 
from scr.itelie^ and wh(‘ didn't scr.iieh ' Not to scratch 
a little was so dreadtulK dull She ei'uld not imagine a 
scratehle'>s hie eeirpt perhaps in It.iK Those Fra 
Ani^elko fresu';'- in ill'- San Mare ' nil'll 'nUtn ' There was 
a man wla' did not scratch, M hr oicis lalkmi: to his birds» 
anil.ill,' his htih th'Wir., will; the sun ind tin- moon and 
the stars tor nc.ir rtlitions M C’l are ' bt Flear— 
linic si-.[vr ol bt 1 ram is ' To be unworldK and quite 
good ' To hi 'HU who lued to niaki. other people happy! 
How new ' )loi\ evcit.nc, t\en lor about .1 week; and 
how dull aii'Tward-s' bhc drew .isule the Curtains and 
looked out ino, the Souarv ’Iw'i i..its were standing in 
the light ot a limp rmrrou, ni ir\ellousl\ gracclul, with 
their head', turned towards e.ich other Suddenly they 
began uitinng horrible no.^cs, and b.cainc all claw*. 
Fleur dropped the euriain. 



CHAriER X 

FRANi^IS ^MIMOI KIMRSES 

About that monui.t I r.inos Wiinivu s.it df>\'.n in the 
lounpc of the CosrnojX'lis Hotc. 1 , .iiul a'' mkIJihIn >.it up 
In the niuidlt ot flu p.trqiK t ‘•ItJim: -‘nJ lun^nng, 

backing and tilling, luistinL’ .'iid tiirmni* in tlu arm-. oI a 
man with .i I.k;. Itki a m.isk. \^a^ sh(, in a\i)id whom, out of 
loyalty to Meur and Mi'IikI, he Ltd d-xidad t^ gn to 
Paris, r.ite ' Tor he >.ou!d h.irdK know that sIk lamc 
there iTKtsi afternoons dunni* tin dancini’ liot.rs Mic 
and her p.inner were c.imK the ^liow couple , .md. fond 
of dancing, Fr.incis Wiiinoi kiuw lie w.o looking at some¬ 
thing special When tlie\ stopped, quite elo.se tei him, he 
said in his soli drawl 
“ That was beautiful 
*' How do vou do, Mr W’llmot ? ’* 

WMiy ! She kncv\ his name' This was the moment to 
exhibit loyali) ! Bui she had sunk into a chair next his 
** And so \ou thi*ughi me a traitress h.st night ? ” 

“ I did.”' 

“ Why i ” 

“ Because I heard \ou call your hostess a snob.” 
Marjorie Ferrar uttered an amused sound 
“My dear young man, if one never called one’s friends 
anything worse than that—! 1 didn’t mean you to hear, 
or that poptiuus old person in the chin ! ” 

** He was her father,” said Francis W'ilmot, gravely. “ It 

bun him.” 
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“Well! I’m sorrv ’ ” 

A hand wjflmiit .1 w. irm but Jrv, wis put mt" 

his. When it v^.l^ witlidravsn the wh-'h n\ his hand nnj 
arm were tini'linij 

“ l)o d.ilH e ^ ” 

iiivl ' d, but I uotnin't prosumt to dance with 

you ” 

“ Oh ' but \ou ir.U't " 

Fr an>.is Wiini 't's Ik id wont niun.i. and hit b.>dy began 
goinp rmind to" 

“You dariio I'Mttr than an h ni^lishniaii, unless hc\ 
protossioiial," ad 1 .' r hr . \ in« !kn troin nu own 

*’ I’m 1 " hi tr • -"j sa\ in 1' im ” 

Ihiii't \on kii"V\ iin n.iiTic ' or do \ou . 4 lw,'ivs Cal’ 
womon ma'am f It’s».v^ r so pri iiv 

“CcrtaiiiK I know \.air ii.inu .mj whore \nu live. 1 
wasn’t six \ards rrom \ o-a this imamn^ ii lour u’tlovk.” 

“ What were. \ou Joim: tinTt ^ ” 

“ I jiijt thought I’d liki to la IKar \ou.” 

Marjorie lerrar said, as if ti‘ in rsi li 

“ TIk prittu-t speiOi I e\or 'u' .rj Come and have 
tci with me tlare lu-morrow 

Rcxersing, side-siepping, doing all he knew, Francis 
Wilmoi said, slov\lv . 

“ I have to be in Fans ” 

*' Don’t be afraid, I won't hurt vou.” 

*' I’m not afraid, but-" 

“Well, I shall expeet \ou” And transferring herself 
again to her mask-faced partner, she kK.)kcd back at biCD 
over her shoulder. 

Francis Wilmot wiped his brow. An astonishing ex¬ 
perience, another blow to his preconception of a bu€ and 
formal race! If he had not known she was the daughter 
uf a lord, he would have thought her an Amencao. W(»Ud 
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•he ask him to dance with lier apam ? Bat she left the 
lounge without another glance 

An up-to-date t’oung man, a ttpical young man, would 
have felt the more jauntv But h.- was neither Six 
months’ training for the Air Sirtni. in iqiH, one visit to 
New York, and a lew trips to Cliarh ston and Savannah, had 
left him still a counirtman, with a tradition of good 
manners, work, and simple lunig Women, of whom he 
had known few, were to him worilo of mnsidi raMe respect. 
He judged them li\ Ins sister, or In tli- Iriends of his dead 
mother, in Savann.ih, who were all ol i tert.iin .ipe A 
Northern lady on the boat h.id told him that Southern 
girls mcasurij life I'v the number <>{ nu-n tlicv could 
attract; she h.id ^iven him .cn .uiuisihl; taki ''ff of a 
Southern }7irl It h.id been a ■•urprisc to this \oung 
Southerner Anno w.is not like th.n . she h.ui ne\er had 
tlw chance to be, .in\'\va\, havnu,' msirned at nineteen the 
first young man who had asked her ’ 

By the morning's post lie rueivcd Fleur’s little letter. 
‘Limit!’ Limit of what ’ He felt indignant He did not 
go to Paris, .and at four o'clock he was at Wren Street. 

In her studio Marjorie Fcrrar, clad in a flax-blue over¬ 
all, was scraping at a picture with a little knife. An hour 
later he was her slate Cruft's Dog Miow, the Beefeaters, 
the Derby —he could not even remember his desire to 
$ee them ; he only desired to see one English thing— 
Mtfjorie Fcrrar. He hardly remembered which way the 
^ fiver flowed, and by mere accident w alked East instead 
Her hair, her eyes, her voice—he ‘ had fallen for 
btt)’' He knew himself for a fool, and did not mind; 
-iaftiier nun cannot go. She passed him in a little open 
herself, on her way to a rehearsal. She 
waved iher hand. Blood roahed to his heart and rushed 
may; Jw trembled and went pale. And, as the car 
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vanished, he felt lost, .is il in a Horld of shadows, prey and 
dre.iry ! All' There w.o I’.irli.iment 1 .'\nd, ne.ir hy, the 
one spot tn London uhere ht voiild po and t.ilk of Marjorie 
Fcrr.ir, and that «a,s uhi.ro -he had nn-hchaved herself! 
He Itched to diki'd lier troin the charge ol heing ‘the 
limit ‘ 11' loidi percciM tie. inappropriateness of going 
hack there to i dk t" I'h nr oi he r i heme. hut .tin thing wa.s 
better lliati II 'I idiine ”1 let t-o, turninp into South 
Scjii irc, ill rape tie h. II 

Hear lit I" r ' irlour,’ il not prenv.K eaiiiig bread 
an.i lioni \, ii h ot li ic .ne te i 

■' Not 11) I’ It . ' Ilou mc' ' Ti a - '■ 

“ I'ce h I I It." -.lid I i.iiic., Wilii. ii, .■..louring “ 1 had 
It with " 

Fit ur -t ir- i 

‘• 01 , 1 " ,,id, With .1 laugh “Huw interesting! 

Where di 1 ■'hi fit k '“U up = ” 

Without tii.it'.gin the implit aii..ii ot th. words, Francii 
Wilniot w.is cnstious of ‘.oini till lie di.iJL in them. 

"She W.i- It the tlr il.i'i-’.int .it me lioul yesterday. 
She’s a wond-rlul dancer. I think Oil’s .1 wonderful 
person .iltoecihcr, Fd like to iuc. )ou tell mc what you 
mean l'\ calling her ‘ the [unit 
“ I’d like to have you lell me wh> this voile face »ince 
Wedncsd.ic iiteht ! ” 

Francis Wilmot smiled ’’ You people have been 
ever so kind to me, and I want you to be friendf 
sfith her again. I’m sure she didn’t mean what she »aid 
that night ” 

"Indeed! Did she tclhou that ! ” 

“ Wh\ -not exactly ! She said she didn't mean w to 
hear them.” 

“ No ? ” 

He looked at her smiling face, consciou* perfiap* ol 
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deep waters, but youthfully, AmcrKanly, unconscious of 
serious obsi.ulc to his desire to smootli tilings out 

“ I just hate to think you two are out .ittcr each other. 
Won’t \(ju come and meet her at m\ lintel, and shake 
hands ? ” 

Hour's eves moved slowlv over ium fnun head to toe 
“You look as if V"u niigliT have some Eroneh bloud m 
vou. fl.ivc VOU ? ” 

“ Yes M) gr-indnioth' r was oi I remh stoi.k *' 

“Well, I have mort The I reneli, vou know, don't 
forgive c,»silv And thtv don't jK-rsuaJe thcnisilvcs into 
believing w’hat thev want to ” 

Francis Wilmot rose, ,ind spokv with a kind (>! master¬ 
fulness. 

“You’re going rt> tell me what \ou meant in vour 

letter.” 

“Am I ? Mv dear voung man, the limit e>t perfection, 
of course. Aren't you a living prool ” 

Aware that he was being nuKked, and mixed in his 
feelings, Francis Wilmot made for the door 
“Good-hyc!” he laid “ I suppose vou'H have no use 
for me in future '* 

“ Good'byc ! ” said Fleur 

He went out rueful, puzj.led, loneUer even tlian when 
he went in. He was guidclcss, with no one u> ' put him 
wiac *! No directness and simplicity in this town. People 
did not say what they meant ; and his goddess—as eiiig- 
mine and twisting as the rest! More so—more so—for 
what did the rest matter f 
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S li.ui L^unc <'fi h< his jn (irccn Street thor- 

u[ M t Th.il i h ur •'h-niKl h.i\c dcLl.ircd enemy, 
poutrtul in N'l'nrx, tilled him uuh unc.i'^mt.s'^, th.it she 
sln'ulii i.'Ti iiini .Ki iniiual'Ic tor i(. seemed tlic more unjuit, 
Ix-cau'e in l.ii I h< \\.is 

An c\t ntru' "pent und( r the calmini; inti nonce of Winifred 
Dariu T >,"1111..' n nsi-, and d urkish u)tff e, u Inch, though 
‘lucrish 'Tuti,' lu .dw.ivs dr.ink with r li‘-h, restored 
in him i.«rnuthinj; of the feclinq that it was a storm in a 
teacup 

"Put that p-ipir jMra);raph,*’ lie said, “sticks in my 
giz/ard " 

" \’er\ tiresome, Soames, the wliole thing; but I 
shouldn't bother People skim those ‘chiff-chaff^ little 
notes and forget them the next moment TheyVe just 
put in for fun " 

*’ Pretty sort of fun ! That paper says it has a million 
readers 

" There’s no name mentioned “ 

" These political people and whipper-snappers in Society 
all know each other,” said Soames 

" Yes, mv dear b<A',” said Winifred in her comfortable 
voice, so coscy, and above disturbance, “ but nobody takes 
anything seriouslv nowadays.” 

She was sensible He went up to bed in more cheerful 
mood. 

But retirement from affairs had effected in SofiiiMa a 
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deeper change that be was ai all aware of. Lacking 
profesiional issues to anchor the f.Kulty for worrying he had 
inherited from James I-'ors\te, lie w,is inclined to pet any 
trouble that came alonic The more he thouirht of that 
paragraph, the more he- fdi mel rud for a fricnJlv talk 
with the editor. Il la- could to ikur anvl s.r, |\c 
made it all right with those hlh-u,, ,in\u.i\ There’ll he 
no more of that son 'T liuntr," h-- would wipe our her 
vexation. If y<'U couldnT in.iU pc pie m priN.ite ihinl. 
vni\ of )('ur d.oii^hter, utu culd surcK chevk public 
cipreasion of the oppu-,it'' e>pinioii 

Except that he did not ] d- to get nno them, ^imhu-s 
took on the whole a favour.ihlc vkw o! tiic p.ipers ’ He 
read ‘ The T 'imr, ', lii^ EiiIkt h.ij ri.ul it I'cti-rc him, ,tnj 
Ee had been br<iuf;lii up on ns cr,i<lk' It li.ul news - 
more news ior Ins mime) tli.in lie cniM pet through He 
rcapccted its b.nling .iriu Ics; .nul if ns ere n supplements 
had at times appc.ired to him too muili of .i jeooJ thin^', 
Still it was .1 uenilein.in’s paper Annette .mil WinilnJ 
took ‘The Morning I’ost.' That also u.is a gentleman’s 
paper, but it had bees in its bonnet Hi e, m bonnets were 
respectable things, but personally boames did not care 
fcr them. He knew little of the other papers except that 
those he saw about had bigger headlines and seemed cut 
np into little bits Of the Press as a whole he took the 
English view: It was an institution. It had its virtues 
and its wces- anyway you had to put up with it 

About eleven o’clock he was walking towards Fleet 
StreM. 

At the office of ‘ The Evening Sun ’ he handed in his 
catd and asked to see the Editor. After a moment’i 
inspection of his top-hat, he was taken down a corridor and 
deposited in a small room. It seemed a ‘ wandering great 
place.’ Stoat one would see him, tliey said. 
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“ Some one : ” ?.ud So.tmes: “ I want the Editor.” 

Tk Editor lib vt.r\ husN , could he coiuc when 
ihc rush wjs o\rr ' 

“ No.” ^ id iincR 

U"uld Ik 't (tc his huMRcsR ^ So.imcs wouldn’t. 

The .irunJ.iru IomIv J .it his. t'-p h.ii and went 

aw A\ 

SoariK's w tpid .i '.jti.irttr of m\ Kroir. md w.ts then taken 
tc. .in e\<ii vm.ill'r r-'fiii, nhtre .1 thior'. lookini^ man in 
w.i' I’lrnnn^ o’,(r .» hot'k <>t fik'd He 

giant < d I’l' inn ^ < '’tered, ” ik Ini t ini I rum the table, 
an i rejd ir 'in n 

“ Mr N'.iiii ^ I "Fst t' ^ Vi'" 

“ Are '.till- 1 iitor ' " .iskod cm s 

“ ( )n< .'I t!i( m 1 .tk<. .1 .S' It \\ li It t in I do fur you ? ” 
Imjit'' ' i" ' L'.n.iin speed in th'. air, .md desiroui of 
making' .i i impression, Nmiiiis did not sit down, but 
took Ir-'in hi {1-' l Is'-ik tlu | ir.rT ij li 
“ IT'. ».":ne .ihout this in V'lur issue ol 1 ist Thursday.” 
The (lietr. nun put it up i'» his i\ei, sunnd tochew the 
scnbc of it .1 little vMth his mouth, and .said “ Yes ? ” 

“ Would \ou kindly tell me who verotc it ^ ” 

“Wi ne\er disJox the n.int's i.f eorrespondents, sir,” 

“ WVll, .is .1 m.tttcr of fact, 1 know " 

The elikcTv man’s mouth optned, as if to emit the 
words • " Then wh) did \ou ask ? " hut closed in a aisile 
instead. 

Voa’ll forgive me,” said Soames ; “u quite^ckarfy 
refers lonn d.»ughtfr, Mrs. Michael Mont, and her husband.” 

“Indeed! You h.ive the adv.mtjgc of me ; but what*a 
the matter with it ? Seems r.tthcr a harmlesi pktt of 
gossip.” 

Soames looked at him. He was uk > cheery 1 \ 

“ You think so ? ” he said drily. “ May I aak if you 
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N\(>uld like to have your d lughicr alluded to as> an enter¬ 
prising little lady ? ’’ 

“ Whv n<)t ? It‘s quite a pleasant word Resides, 
there’s no name mentinned " 

“ Do you put iliim:;s in," a-'kt.d Jsi'ami.s, shrewdly, ‘ in 
order that thes' ni.u he (in t k ti) all \'"ur Ft avl'.Ts ’ 

The cheerv man l.iiit,ditd “Wrll," h<- s,,id, “hardl.. 
But really, sir, aren't \nu r oIk r thiii-^kiniud 
Tins was .in aspcit 'if the ad nr ih it Snaiiies had ivit 
foreseen Rifon. he <.i'iild a4 this I JiI'T ^luip n-'t to 
repeat Ins otferue, he had ..p|Mri.ntK i-. '.-.TuiiKe iiiin that 
it an odtm.e , hut t'> d‘'that !u nunt i.Kp '>>0 llu rr\l 
meaning «d the paragraph 

“ Well,” h e said, "if ^ "U ( an't t that the tnne ■)! t ii<. 
ihingV unpliasaiit, I i.an’( makt \"U Hut I heu "U 
won’t let an\ more suih parigrapl.s appt.ir I happ'.n 
to know that \our '.orrc''poiulcin is a^.ftiaied In nule- 

volcnic.” 

The chcer\ man again ran his i.nc u\er the Lutiing 
“I shouldn't ha\c judged that Pooplt- ^ pcditiea 
»rc taking and gi\ing knosk' .dl the tnm • tlieeV'. nut 
mealy-mouthed ’I'his seems perfecil) innocuous as gos,ip 
goes.” 

Thus backluinded In the words ' tlnn-'kinncd ' and 
‘ mcaly-ronuihed,' hoames s.iid iestil\ . 

“The whole thing's extremeU poit\ 

« Well, sir, Nou know, 1 rather agree Good niiirning 1 ” 
and the checrv man blandly returned to hts hie 
The fellow was like an india-ruhher ball' N>ames 
clenched his top-hat Now or nc‘\er he must m.ikc him 
bound. 

• “If vour correspondent thinks she c.tn \cnt her spleen 
in prim with impunii}. she will find herself very much 
tntscakcQ.” He waited tor the oftcct There was abso 
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lutcK none. “ (jooii murnin^ * he •'.ud. and turned on 
his hod 

SomdiDw II had ni»t boon fnopJK is he h id expected. 
Michad s U'irjs “ I h'. I'r- ss is ,i scfisit i\ i | i inr ” i.ainc into 
hi> mind n< -li'nildn'! rntntK'ii his \i h 

luii da\s liter, pickini^' up ‘llu i ’ at Tiu 

Connoisseurs, iu s.iu tfi* uoTvI 'JoL'u'irM ir. ’ H’m ! .\ 
leader' 

“ Ot the piiiii. IS rii( .inH'!',' th' hopduls in 

politps, pirh.ij's tlu ni>>st il.s;il is n;,, uhuii eoe-* li\ 

tile naiiK oi 1 , eeari isin Uc.ir- in i jiieai to t\plam 
t u 11 iture *'[ i'/.- j It' lit r> nil d\ 1 a u ii it is -uj poM d to 
lx the naiii'fial 111 ii' ih'i int'.r' it )i..s Ihiu put on llic 
nnrhii Ihio.l ..n ^ir ] im-s loeein’s ''| lit Par¬ 

lous >tat( "t I'liLrlind,’ thi ni.iiii .irtuK o| I nth in this 
era/v cretd uoidd .pp^ it to l«c thv vi. ; 1 tioji ..| HrillHli 
niaii-povscr \ti''rJinL' to ks (r-'piiii', at ire to dc* 
sp.itdi to ilie <!’vis lit tiu 1 luj in huiulntis i.t thousands 
<»t our l'o\s .ind eirls iss.ion isil,(\ li.c.t sdiool Quite 
..part from thi r.mk iriipossiluliu <'! d's.irhiiii; ihrm into 
the lift ot iht sh.vviv d'\dopinL,' I^ojuii.p.iis, \vi arc to 
lose tills \ital strt im ot 1.1..mr .ind dthtisuc matcnal, 
in order tint ttsmts rears i au > tie .iiman<i Irom our 
nonunions mav equal the supjhJttL: power r)f Great 
Britain \ tri/ur proposition aas n(\tr mnteivcd in 
w/)oll\ brains Wdl Joe, th- word loj'p.irtism charac¬ 
terise sueh a proposition .'\!onv;Nidi tins emigration 
‘stunt ’--for there is no other (erni vdndi suit.s its sensa¬ 
tional character rises a teebk baek-to tlie-land propa- 
gandi The kevstonc of the v.hiile proteess'.s to be the 
doctrine* that the* standard of British wages and living 
now preclude* us from any attempt to n\a! (jcrman pro¬ 
duction, or to recoser our trade with Kurope Such a turn- 
tng of the tail on uur industrial supre'macy has probably 
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never hefnre Ken mcM)tcd in this country The sooner 
these chfjp-jiU'k gcrrvm.inJers of British po]h*\ realise 
that the Ikiiish voter will have nothing to do with so 
crack-l'T.lined ,i scheme, the sooner it will come to the still 
birth v\liK h il •. ine\ itahle fate 

What'vcr .uumion So.hti's had ei\cn to ‘The Parlous 
State of Kngl.mdd he couli not In .i- > ns- d of .iiuthino so 
rash as a fatih in hogi^Mrti->m It ! oee inisin i\ere killed 
to-morrow, he, with his inherent di-tru--t ot theories and 
ideas, his irulv English pragmatism, louhl n-.i Ik Ip feeling 
that Michael would In \C(.ll i id o} | w hjie 1 1 - phant \\ li.U 
disijuieled him, however, was the suspi-ion that )je liiniself 
had inspired this article \\ as tills that too-chexTv fellow's 
retort ? 

Dccided)\, lie should ru-i mention his \!-.ir when lie 
dined in hoiith Sc^uare that ee < ning 

The presene'e i>t i strange hat on ties ircopl-.jgus warm d 
him of a fourth pane Mr BU ilu , in tae t, r. ith a eoe ktail 
in his hand, and an oli\e m liis niouth, wms talking 
10 Fleur, w ho was curleel up on a I ushicn l'\ the fire 
- “ You know Mr. HKlhe, Dad ' '' 

Another Editor 1 Soames extended his ii.ind with 

caution. 

Mr. Blvthe s«.illnweJ (Ik olno “ It’s of no impor¬ 
tance,” he saiJ 

« Well,” s.'ud Flour “/ tliink \ou (»ught to put it all 
off, and let them feel thc\'ve m.ide took of themselves ’* 

** Docs Miciiael think that, Mrs. Mont ? 

** No; Michael's got Ins shirt out! ” And they all kx^ked 
loitsd at Michael, wIk' was e-omingin. 

HecOrlainly had .•> somcwh.u he.Kistrong air. 

Acco^tag to Michael, they must take it by the short 
htin aflid give as good as they got, or they might as well 
put Op Ibe shutters. They were sent to Parliament to 
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hold their onn opini-Jiis, imt those stuck into them by 
Fleet Street. It they ijenuuu-U bchoxed the Foggart 
policy to be the onK w i\ to turc unemplo\mcnt, and 
stem the sir.iJy dram intu tlif t-'mis. thev must say so, 
and Hot he ^t,impeded lu (.mi-, huh newsp.ipcr attack 
that can.e C’"mm<in-v ti'i- v\ i. "U their side, 

and conini'in-s^nsc, if \>'U . r. J ’t «n a. ^h. '"’H through 
in the end !!.'• i'| p-»^llll':! t'> I "j., i U'-m was really 
b.ist'd 'll IP tn h'Wer wops irul longer 

hour> >'M h I, ' III' ihi' : -f' n't s.n in in so many 
word' h . Ill' \ ij" r-. jiotij "'.ri'U.'i. tliiir hoops as 
mil'h .l^ il.t V h d 111 w.iidd he t ill ti wht n bngpariisra 
had h'-tii i\ iii'cvio I'l'-ri. li.i ['.ihlK, th'\ would be 
eating liaii *1,(11 o.>rd^ with an nr «<f lating some one 
ehe's ' \n i ^'^ld(•n^. he t urm d to hoair.C'. 

"I • . or, voij di :n't l’'' d >wn about that 

par.i'cr rdi ' 

yuami.-, f'''ivatt,i\, and .is a nun, bad 

aKv.i\N > 'hi’i.lid l.irns.dt tliat, it u'rnercd, he need 
never tell .1 il.rut unirutl. Lies w^re n..t English, 
not c\<n good lorm. L>ok.ni.’ down his nose, he said 
slovsK 

“Uiih I let them know lii.'t 1 knew that woman’s 
namt 

Fleur frowned; Mr RI) the reached out and took some 
salted almonds. 

‘•What did 1 tel! vou, sir ? ” said Michael. " They al¬ 
ways get back on you. The Press has a tremendout Kiue 
ol dignitv , and corns on both feet, eh, Mr. Blythe ? ” 

Mr. Blythe said weightily . “ It’s a very human inttjto- 
tion, young man. It prefers to criticise rather than to be 
criticised.” 

“ I thought,” said Flenr, icily, ” that 1 was to be left t» 
my own cudgels.” 
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The discusHion bri>kc hack to but So:\mcs 

sat brooding He would nc\i.T .igain interfere in what 
didn’t coniern himself Tlien, like all who love, he per¬ 
ceived the bitterness <'f his fate He had only meddled 
witli W'hat did foiuern liimsdf lur name, lier happiness, 
and she resented it Basket in whuli were all his eggs, 
to the end of his da\s he must g" "n walking gingerK, 
bahmeing her so that she w.is not upset, spilling his only 
treasure 

She left them o\er ifie v\iiu that onlv Mr Bhthe was 
drinking. Soames heard .n odd w<ird now and then, 
gathered that tins gre.it frog th.ip was going l<) burst next 
week in ‘ Tlie Outpost,’ g.it!ier<d th.a Michael was to get 
on to Kis hind legs in the llousr- at the first opportunitv 
It was all a mu// of words to lum When lhe\ rose, iic 
said to Michael: 

“ I’ll take mvsclf ofi." 

“ Wc’rc going down to the House, sir- won’t you stay 
with Fleur ? ” 

No,” said Soames; “ I must be getting back.” 

Michael looked at him closely 

I’ll just tell her \ou'rc going.” 

Soames had wrapped himself into his coat, and was 
opening the door when he smelled violet soap A bare 
arm had come round his neck. He felt s<»ft pressure 
against his back. “ Sorry, D.id, for being such a pig ” 

Soames shwk his head. 

No,” said her voice ; ” you’re not going like that.” 

She slipped between him .-ind the door Her clear eye 
hxikcd into his ; her teeth gleamed, verj white. “ Say you 
forgive me 1 ” 

“ There’s no end to it,” said Soames. 

She thrust her lips against his nose. ** There \ Good 
night, ducky! I know I’m spoiled 1 ” 
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Soanu's her bod\ a eoinuKuo little squeeze, opened 
the du"r and wciU out vMthout a unrd 
rnd(.r Big Hen Ixniv wen i ailing—p<i|itical news, he 
supposed Thosi. Labour Ji.ip'' were going to fall -some 
Editor had got tluni into trouble llcwiiuld! Well—one 
down, t'-tiher U'liR on ’ It was all remote to hue. She 
alone - she alone mattered. 



CHXFTl'R XII 

MIUl \l 1 Ml -1 

Michahi r»nd Mr FKiln si'U'j'ii tin "f P.irlinmcnts 

and found Iut in uiinin'-iioii l.d'i r ih^in had and 

Labour was lalliin; itoin iis hu^ \ lunsKitraldc number 
of people were in I’.irliaiiu ni bv.[u,ir(. M)nuin[daiin‘; 

Ben and Kopinu lor Miis-iti-n. 

“I’m nut in.’' said Muhatl I'liin won't be a 

division to-m^hi (i'-ni r.il ! it e ti>.!i ^ ,i tore';‘>ne ^ onelubion, 
now. 1 vs.ini i(» tiunh ” 

“One uill go lip lor a bil,” saul Mr Hlvthe , and llicy 
parted, Mu'h.iel reiurnini: to the streets Tin night was 
clear, and he had a huiL'ing t>» hear the \oue *)( hl^ eoiiiury. 
gm—where? For his eounirvnu-n would be diNeussing 
this pro and that eoii, would be imniioning eaeh Ins 
personal ‘ gnelhere the Income l ax, there the dole*, 
the names ol leaders, tlie word Cornnuuuain. Nowhere 
would he catch the echo oj the uneasiness in the luaru of 
TheT une.s - as Fleur had prcdielcd—would tome in 
now, ^The eouniry would cateh at the anodyne ol ‘ strong 
ftahle government.’ Hut could strong stable gu\crnmcnt 
Itinove the inherent canker, the lack ol balance m the 
top*heavy realm ? Could it still the gnawing ache which 
evcrj'body felt, and nobody weiuld express ? 

Spoiled/ thought Michael, ' b\ our past prosperity. 
We sIuiU never admit it,’ he thought, ‘ never ! And yet in 
Wir bones wc feel it ! ’ 

Eng^d with the silver spoon in her mouth and no 
438 
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longer the teeth to hold it there, or the will to part with 
it! And her \er\ (ju.ihiies —the l.iicnt ‘grit,’ the power 
to lake things smiling, the lack "I nerves and imagination ! 
Almost vices, now, perpetuatiaj liie r.ish heliet that Eng¬ 
land could stdl ' niuJeiie thronidi ‘ wilhuut special efiort, 
although w nh c e er\ ) e ir th :re u a - h ss eli.im e ut re'covcring 
from shock, h ss inm in whoh i > exenise the British 
‘virtues’ ■ lS!ow hi liie liptak ihoUL'iit Mlehael, ‘ it’s a 
ghasile 1 iiih III ' 

Thus inii-iiig, 'a I'lnud I isi Mid theatre hour, and 
the ' (iri a I’.ir.oite ’ as >:r | iin's ioug irt e died n—was 
hiiig inert, 'll I I'nghi He w dked tin length of wakeful 
Flee t .“stri 11 iiio. till t'le so eh hrtoio he dae, so dead by 
night Her 1 .gl iii.i s wi alth eea, siioo/im,-,d( the day’s 
dcbaueli II r wen all the inini iiid lilainents eif English 
credit \nJlis. doll whai ' (In looj and raw material 

from whieti I iiglmd, i.nJetende i in ilie air, might be cut 
olf be a Iresh war, on l.ahoiir, too 1 -ig for Furopean boots, 
And eet that credit shshI high siill, soothing all with its 
‘pan.ieiie’ s.wc, jicrhap-, eteeieirs i,t the dole. With 
her promise to pae. F.nglaiid eoiiid still pureinise anything, 
except .1 quiet heart 

,\nd Mieli.iel w.ilked on-through Whitechapel, busy 
still and coloured--into .Mile lend I’hc houses had become 
low, as if to glee the dwellers a better new of stars they 
couldn't reach He had crossed a frontier. Here was 
a different race almost; another England, but as happy* 
go-lucky and as hand-io mouth as the England of Fleet 
Street and the City .Aye, .and more! For the Englasd 
in Mile End knew that whatever she felt could have no 
effect on policy. Mile on mile, without an end, the fcar 
grey streets stretched towards the ultimate deserted gnat. 
Michael did nut follow them, but coming to a Qnena, 
turned m. 
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The show was far advanced Bound and seated in front 
of the bad covsl>nv on a bronco, tlic lieroine was crossini^ 
what Mkliacl shrcwdlv suspeued to bt the Him otnipan\\ 
pet paddock K\or\ ten sccond> die ita\e \sa\ to John 
T. Bronson, M.ina^'er of tin. 'hue ille Copper Mine, 
devouring the ro.id in his <)0 hp Pukard, (f> cut her 
off before she reaclud the Pima ri cr Miehail contem¬ 
plated his fellovc ga/.ers Lappimr u up’ ^troni( stable 
government n<n much' ‘Ihis ^\a-> their anodene and 
they could not ha\e enoiiuh “t it Me saw the bronc* 
fall, dropped b\ a sh"t from john ’I Bron-on, and tie 
screen disclose tin words “ ll.iirc Pete ennss desperate 
. . . ‘You sliall not lia\e h'r, Bnuivin’'’ (Juite ’ He 
was throwing lu r into tlie n\cr insOMd, to the w<irJ.s 
“John T. Brcuisun dices” Tlure he u*"-s' He li.is her 
by her flowing liair' But H.nrc Pet' is kneeling on 
the bank d'he bullets chip the u.itjr Through the 
heroine’s fair perfonted shoulder the landsi..ip{ is almost 
visible. What is that sound? Yes' John T Bronson 
is setting his teeth' He lands, he klrags her out 
From hiJ cap lie takes his autom.itu Still dr\ tliaiik 

God! 

“Look to coursell, Hairc Pete'” A pufl ol .smnKt 
Pete squirms and bius the sand—lie seems almost to 
absorb the desert ** Hair\ Pete gets it tor keeps ! ” 
music, slower ! John T Bronson r.nscs tlu- re\i\ing form 
Upon the bank of the Pima river thc\ stand cmbraccJ.. 
and the sun sets ” At last, my dinkv lo\c ' ” 

‘ Pom> pom ! that’s the stufl ! ’ tluuight Michael, return¬ 
ing to the light of night • ‘ Hack tu the l^and ! “ Plough the 
fields and Rcatter ’’—when they can get this f Not much ! ’ 
And he turned West again, taking a scat on the top of a 
*b\is beside a man with grease-stains on his clothes. They 
travelled in silence till Michael said: 
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“ Wh.u do \(iu make ot the puliucal «.mintion, s»r r *' 
The possible phimkr rephtd, withuui turning his Iic.id : 
*' I should say lliey\c (>\erri .u lied tlieirselvcs " 

“ Ou'jht to h.i\e huiLrht di Rusm.i— oughtn’t they ? ” 

“ Russi.i —that 'tKk won't hrhl either Nao -ought 
lu 'avi 'e!d on to the bpriii;.’, m' lounlit on a gix>d stiff 
Budget " 

“ Ki al I 1.155 issue ? ” 

" Vub ’ " 


‘‘But do \uu think class poho-t r ir wipe out uncm- 
ploymc nt ' ” 

The m.in's ni'-uth niovid under his moustache as if 
mumblinir .i n- w id- a 

“ Ah ' I’m h d up with polifhs, m w-uk ti>-da\ and out 
lo-niorrow \\hii\ tin goo i oi p.-luKs ih.u lan't give 
you a perm iiu nt job ' ” 

“ Th.it’s It ” 

“ Rtp.iraiiuns," s.iul hi^ mnthbour, “a'/rc not goin’ to 
benefit In rep.ir .tions 'Hr workin’ classes ..uglit to .stand 
together in e\tr\ country ” \nd lu I-.omvI ..t Mieliael to 
sec how he liked that 

“A good m.mv people thought s" behtre the war; and 
sec what happi ncJ ” 

“ Ah ' ” said the m.in, “ .md what good\ it done us ? ” 

“ Have you thought of emigrating to the Hominions ? 

The man shook his he.id 

“ Hon'i like \\h.it I see of the .Australians and Cany- 
dians ” 

“Confirmed Englishman—like nnself” 

“ That’s right,” said the man “ bu long, Mister,*’ and 
he got off 

Michael travelled till the ’bus pul him down under ®i|, 
Ben, and it was nearl\ twelve. Another cicciion I Coold 
he stand a second time without showing his true colotua t 
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Not the faintest hope of making Eoggartism clear to a 
rural constituency in three necks! Il he spoke from now 
till the day of the election, the\ would merely think he 
held ratlicr extreme views on Imperial Preference, which, 
by the way, he did. He could nerer ull the electorate that 
he thought h.ngland was on the wrong tack—one might 
just as well not stand Hi could neter buttonhole the 
ordinary voter, and s iv to him " Jaiok hire, )ou know, 
there’s no earihh hope ol an\ real improi. nu'iu for another 
ten years; in ihe meantime uc must t.ue the music, and 
pay more for iers thing, si. that Iwiuts Mars hence we 
may be safe from possible starsaiion, and seli-siipporling 
within the hiupire " It u isn't doiu \i.r lould he say 
to his Committee " Mv IrittKb, I represent a poluc that 
no one else does, so f ir " 

No I II lu inc.uH til St.mi .u.’im, \w must jubi the 
old whee/cs his clic St llutdKllu nii..in m st.ind .iii;.un ’ 
Few people li.ul less CtUKcil th.iii Mu'll.icl- he knew hinisdf 
for a liut he h.iJ get ihu hec into hib bonnet; 

the lon^r he li\ed the more it hu//eil, tl'e more US hur.i 
seemed the voice of one cr\ing in the uihierncss, .ind ih.it 
wiiderncss Ins countr\ To stop up th.u bu//in^ in his 
ears; to turn Ins h.ick on old HKthe, to stifle lu$ con¬ 
victions, and \et rem.un in I’arli.imcnt - he could not ! It 
was like the u.ir over Once m, you couldn’t £;ct 

out, Altd he was ' in '—committed to something' deeper 
far than the top drossin;;s of Party politics. Poi,»i;arusm 
kad ;|l definite solution ul Knpland’s troubles to work 
imrds—an independent, balanced Empire ; an England 
sale iu the air, and free trom unemplo\ ment—with Town 
jind Country once more in .some sort of due proportion! 
Was it »uch a hopeless dream ? App.irenily ! 

‘Well,’ thought Michael, putting his latch-key in his 
door, * they may call me wiui kind of a bee fool they like 
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—I sh.in t ‘ H(; went up t-> lus drcwing-room and, 
opcnirii: the wiThi^u. K.irud 

Tile rumnurMijs t-uvn “iiill liunun' i , the skv w.is family 
i.<i](iureJ In rctliDiHi from ns n‘i;h.>n limits A spire wns 
\isiMo, Sofiu si its, ihi tree f"lim in {h( Si.|'.Mrc hung 
flat, unstirr'ii \<\ v.\nA ih iviin! ,o:.l ilnu-st w irrn—the 
niLthi MiJi 'i menuH Fcvi i tcrt.uii c'.inuut -the last 
la'iiJoii iir r iiil <•[ ill- u ir I rmi liis loiiv.lu sicnt hospital 
he li.kl w.iteli'd IT !'>r ifirct hoars 

‘What h-'iU k". .ill an not t-. dr >}> httfitnu: in the air/ 
he th-'U^hi ‘ W i II. it we don't, 1 sli dl eo all out for a great 
air forvc -.dl hanc''. I'-r us. on s.ilcts from air attack. 
Et en the svist. .an undt rst and t li it 
Two int n had sioppckl !•> nt .nii his vsindow, trdking. One 
w.as his next door n- leliooiir 
“ M irl in\ wtirds,” s,,id hi' riM^ddiour, “ lin* clcciionll 
set a bii: turno\< r ” 

“ ^’cs . .ind what art \ou po.nu' to do wiili it ? ” said the 
tillwr 

“ J,ct thiiu's alone , tiu's'll r.i’ht thinistK(' Pm lick 
of all tins d'pr.'^sinij twaddle A slidlim,' oil the Income 
Tax, and \ ou'il v-• " 

“ How are \ou j^oint: t" dial with the Land ? ” 

"Oil ' damn the Land ' Ixasc it to itself, that** all 
the farmers rt.alK ssant The more you touch it, the 
worse It irets ” 

“ Ix‘t the crass grow under \our feet ? ” 

The neichbour laugh -d ” Tiiat’s about it. Well, what 
else <‘iin YOU d<>--th.; Country won't liavc u. Hood mght I ” 
Sounds of a door, of f«M»isteps A far drove by ; a moth 
flew m MichnePs face “ Tlic Country won’t have it!” 
Policies! What but mental Yawns, long ihfug* oi the 
shoulders, irusiincs to Luck ! What else could they be ? 
7bi Country wouldn't ban U ! And Big Ben scrack twdve. 



CHAPTER XHI 

is«.rpTios Of Tin <.Asr 

There arc people in <.ver\ huni.m Invc horn to focus talk , 
perhaps their m.ij^netisin draws tiu human toni,’ue, or 
their lives art. li\td at .iii aunt ati^'k ()f sui.h was 
Marjorie I'errar one <4 the most (a!Led-ot \oun^ women 
in laindon Whanver happtiicd u> her was rumoured at 
once in that tolleuion ol the husv and the idh called 
Society Tiial she had Inen e|(.ited iroin a drawinu rooni 
was swiftly known I'kiir’s letter^ about her became 
current i,»ossip The reasons lor enctment caned trom 
truth to a Icecnd th.U she had litied Midi lel troin the arms 
of his wiie 

The onions .4 lawsuits are seldom simple And when 
Soames called it all * a sii>rni in a teacup,’ he nnylit have 
been right it Lord Ciiarlcs Ecrrar had not been so heaviK 
in debt that lie had wuhdr.iwn his daughter’s allowance, 
if, loo, a Member tor a ^eol^l^h borough, bir Alexander 
MacGown, had not tor some time past bc'cn pursuing her 
with the idea of marriage U'calth made out of jute, a 
rising Parliamentary repute, powerful phcsicjue, and a 
determined character, had not advanced Sir Alexander’s 
claims in twelve months so much as the withdrawal of 
her allowance advanced them m a single night Marjorie 
Fcrrar was, indeed, of rimse whi' can always get money 
at a pinch, but even to such come moments when they 
have seriously to consider what kind of pinch. In pro¬ 
portion to her age and sex, she was ‘ dipped ’ as badly as 
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her father, and the wiiiidrawal id her allowance wa^ m 
the nature '•! a l.i'it <;travs In a ni -inent of discourage¬ 
ment she constnti'd to an enuaj^cmenr, not \ct to he made 
public Wilt It the irKid'iu at I l'n.r\ ».anu to Sir 
Alcvandcr’s c irs, lu went to his h'.trtula d thimini^ Wh it 
Louhl hr do 

“ Noihine, ot u'lirsc . don't h' '•■il\,Aht ' Who i,ares ^ ” 
“'rill liiun-'s ni"n''’r"!;s 1.’ nu i^’o .aid txast an 

apolo^v ifoiii tins t»ld I'l u ki;u trd 

‘ h.itlar's 1' ui, oui hi vo.uhin't ^Mve it IKA k;ot ,( 
Oim Sot; ■ o, hi )| (i.o , hrttli oti ” 

‘•Nc'a. ],.o 1- h-n. Marjoru, -.o./vr j^’ot to make our 
cni>ai:'‘nunr pai-lu, jnd ht nu i to vsork on him. I 
Won't ha\' til.’' st.ifv L,'oinu’ aho/ 

Marjorii 1 - rr if sh .ok la r la ,id 

“ Oh ' no, n.\ Ji ar ’i ou'n still on j roh.ttiun I don’t 
care a tupi'iiihs m ah'-ut tin siors 

‘•Well, I do, mj I’m .itoine to that idlow tomorrow.” 
Marjorn l-rrir studied his lice-its brown, burninit 
eves. Its hi ck, siitf h.iir. its j.iu • shuired sliijhtly, and 
had a br.jin wavi 

“You vmU do nothmi; ot tin kind, M'x, or vou’ll spill 
V'ur ink .Ms lather wants nu to brinj: .in aition. He 
sjvs 1 shall itf t svsinijinj,' Janiaei s ” 

The Svoisnnn in .MaOiown applauded, the lover 
quailed 

“ Th.il mav Ik virv unpltasant (or vou," he muttered, 

*' unless the brute set'les out oi l.uirt 

“ Ol .ouDbc he'll ss-itlc I've j^'it .ill his evidence in my 
\amt\-l'a^'" 

MacGuwn ^'npp'.d her h) the shoulders and gave her a 
fierce kiss 

'• If he doesn’t, i’li break cverv bone in his body.” 

** My dear! He’s nearly seventy, I should think.” 
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** H*m ! Isn’t there a young n.in in the s\me boat 
with him ? ” 

“ Michael ? Oh ! Mich.iers a dear I couldn’t have his 
bones broken ” 

“Indeed!” ud MacGovvn. “W.ut nil he huinchcs 
this precious rii>:^Mrii5,ni ih< y talk of-dr<ary ret’ I’ll 
cat him ! ” 

“ Poor htih- Mu'i],u] ’ " 

“I heard somethin^' about an Am'ru m b'o. too” 

“Oh! ” s.ud Marjorie Firr.ir, rchasuiL' lirr^'ill from Lis 
grip. “A bird nf pa'-v.jL,"-—don't bother about lum ” 

“Have ^ou g(*t a laUN'f ” 

“ Not yet ” 

“ I’ll send \ou miiv Ill'll make ih'*m sir up ' " 

She rcmaificvl pciiMM' alttr he lia l left lit r. distrusiinq 
her own br.nn-\sa\e if onU sla w-rin't so L.trd up' 
She had learned dunnu this jiiomL <-t v..ret enc’e-nunt 
that “Nothing for nothing and onK l.ur \alu-. tor six¬ 
pence** ruled Norili of the Tueed as well as South He 
had taken a gr>od many kisses and lusmi her one tnnket 
which she dared not t.ikc to ' licr I lule's’ It began to 
look as if she would have to marry him The prospect 
was in some nays not repulsive—lie n.is emphatically a 
inan; her father nouU take care that she only married 
him on terms us lilvral as his politics, and perliaps her 
motto ‘Live dangerouslv ' could be e\cn better earned 
Ottt with him than without. Resting inert in .a long 
ebatr, she thought of Francis Wilmot. Hopeless as hus- 
bmd, he might be charming as lover, naive, fresh, unknossn 
in London, absurdly devoted, oddly' attractive, with his 
lithe foizn, dark eyes, engaging smile. Too old-fashioned 
-foar words, he had made it dear akcvtdy that he wanted to 
marry her. He w.is a baby. But until she was beyond 
Ilk rench, had begun to fed that he was beyond hers. 
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After? Well, who kiKw ? Mic h\<.il in 
ouMy, v^iih I f.intis Wilnun. In ihc tiu.iniimc tins actiuD 
fur sltndcr u.it. a boro ’ And sIuLiny liic idea out of her 
head, she ordered htr horse, ihan^’od her ilorlics, and 
repaired to the Row Alter that slic ai:.'in thanked her 
clothes, v\ent to l)ic Cosniof'-,lis Hotel, and danced wdtli 
her niask-Lul J pirtrnr, and j r nu is \\ ilniot Alter that 
she (Inin^id Hr i lorht s onu inor^, \\t iit to a first night, 
p.'rtook of si'j I or al’t rw irds w I'h the piactor and 
his partv, .Old u '' in IkJ In i\m' ->\ 1... i 

Iak<'m ist u I'lit iMons, that of M in. ijt Ferrar received 
more ih in ns d. m rts 11 \ou avow ,i *.n i d of indulgence, 
\o-i will !>i iiid i!:cd I'v the vr-dulous in truth she had 
onlv ) 'd ! ' I iow III urs |a'-M'n,’ the limits <»! decorum; 
h id suiokt, .i "jMuni oil. ( , .ind I'tt n su 1, owr it ; and had 
snitlod io..,ii:,' ju'-t to see what j’ was !i! • ^lK• gambled 
oni\ with dis. n lion, and ihitlt\' E*n race-horscs ; drank 
with Stria Miodtration and a e'N.tl lie id , snioki d of course, 
but ihi [urtst UL'.-rates vl.i toidd ea, and through a 
holder It sji, f,ad karntd saftrcstivi lorms of dancing, 
she danst..! ti.vm hut oiuv in a him noHin .She rarely' 
ffnle at a hvc-harrcd gale, and that onl\ on horsci whose 
powers she knew 'lo \k in the know she read, of course, 
.iiuthini: 'tstrimc,’ hut would not go out of her way to 
do so ^hc had fio»\n, hut just to Raris bhc drove a car 
well, and of ci-utsv last, hut ne\a to the d ingcr of herself, 
and seldom to tiie real danger of the public. She had 
splcndi 1 health, and '<>ok care ol it in pr.vaic. 'She could 
alwavs sleep at ten minutes' m/tice, and when she sat Op 
half tiiC nig'ht, sKpt halt the da\. blie was * in * Wlh tlw 
advamed theatre, but took it as it came. Her book <d 
poems, which had received pr,d$c l)ccausc they emanated 
from one of a class suppc^scd to lx- unpoctic, was fcmuk- 
able not so much for irregularity of thought as for irr^- 
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l;»rity of mcire. Slic \v.»v, in 'um, crt-ditt-d with too 
strict obscr\.mce of Iut (. vprf'''%cd cRcd • ‘ fake Iiic in 
botli hands, and tat it.' 

This was w'hv Sir AlcxanJt r M.uOi.wn's I.iwmt -.it on 
the 1‘dtic of his thair in fuT studio the followini: morninir, 
and fia/fd at licr intcntK lie knvvt her renown better 
than Sir Alexander Mewrs Si ttliwhit'- and v^iark liked 
K. be on tilt rnrht sjde oj ni.itti r Ul-Tt ilu t took u up 
How far would tin- \ouiii' l.i.K. wiih ii<r vt r\ .iitratiHe 
appearance and far last ri putati'Ui, 'taiid lin ^ For 
costs—thev had Sir Akv-itKl-r- pu iraiitec and the word 
‘traitress’ was a pood erioiiL'li bi L’lnninL' . but in i.,i'i.s of 
word apainst word, it w.is ill pruiKtiiii: 

Her plit siopnonu imprt d Mr S'ti]>\\hit( fa\ouraM\ 
Site would not ‘ pt! r tilled ' in Court, i’ ia w.is an\ judee . 
nor had she tlic Aubret Ih arJsh \ la-l of feuturi he h.id 
been afraid of, that nnirht alaiutt .1 )ur\ \o ' an up¬ 
standing \oiinp worn.in witii a p'H.d bUu tve and popular 
hair. Slic would do, if her storv wtr' dl nphi 

Marjorie Ferr.ir, in turn, sautinistd oru who l*Miktd a< 
if he mipht take thinps out of lur h.uuis lauip-laceJ, with 
grey deep eves under lonp dark lashes, all his hair, and pood 
clothes, he was as well prts<.r\ed a man of si\i\ as •^lu had 
ever seen. 

“What do you warn me t<i tell \ou. Mr Selilewhite ' *’ 
“ The truth ” 

“Oh! but natural!) Well, I was just sa\inp to Mr 
Ouinscy that Mrs Mont vsas verv caper to form a ‘ salon,’ 
and had none tif the right qualities, and the old person who 

overheard me thought I was in<ulnnp her-" 

“That all?” 

“Well, I may have said she was fond of lions; and so 
•he U.” 

“Yes; but wh\ did he call you a traitress?” 
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Boc.iusc she was his dauijhtcr .inJ my hostess, I 

Slipp.sc'’ 

'* \\ ill il.i'' Mr Quinsfv ront’mi von ’ " 

" i’jiilip O'lino \ ..li’ ri'inr' Ih’s in ni\ pocket.” 

“ 1 >ni ,m\ 1 ■ ;. (.W -i\iIh-i,T \<>u rimnr.e her Jown ? ” 
hes'i i'> .1 1^1' r.«i " N" ” 

* hirst liL ’ ■ ih^'Li’ht Mr > u'lh his peculiar 

svs< 4 , t ' tr I ', ••ml' “ \\ h M :'"Ui in \ii; ri' .111 ^ ” 

MiTj^rir I < ri-r ! laehrJ “lli v\"ri’l s .\ sn, .jayway.” 
‘‘ .\ii ..iitiin r 

'■ \m 11. ■■ . 1 i. ;m \nnr,> i ” 

‘ v''..k''iKi 111 ' ' ■' "’.i'.'iir .Mr ^ctiltwhiio ‘ III f slie tells 

tin ni V. |l ' 

“ Vi-a >\ I'.i .in ij'>’ V'ui I in shoa lu tlu'SC whu 
o\<rhi,ir.l ti.' •!.' , ati.l v.i . ni L'n, 1 suppose?" 

“ Ves ’1 in i n »ia h- tii r " 

‘ Sp< living ti . truth tlnu,' Mr betticwhite. 

“ Arc \<-u h .r 1 up ' " 

“ Cull In'c v,( M li< h.inl. r " 

Mr. pul <u;e ImikI on i oh krifi, and reared 

his shru hoviv 

“ You don’t A.int It to conn into Cuirt ?” 

“ No . ihoujh I suppose It ni'jli’ he rather fun.” 

Mr hettlewlii'i smiled ap.iin 

“ Tiint cntinlv dtptnds on liow m.in) skeletons you 
have in yf-ur cupl'O.ird ’* 

Marjorie Fcrnr also smiled. 

“ I slud! put cscrylh'nc m tour hands,” she said. 

“Not the skeletons, nn dc.ir youni; lady Well, we*H 
serse him and sec how the cat jumps; hut he’s a maoctf 
means and a lawyer.” 

“ I think he’ll hate having anything about hi* dapghtci: 
brought out in Court.” 

Yes,” said Mr. Settlcwhiic, drily. ^ So should I.** 
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“And she I' little snub, vou know.” 

“ Ail ’ Did \uu hjpptn to u^e tli.it .'.ord ? ” 

” N-no , Dm pretty sure I didn't 
‘ Third lie ! ’ tlfiii^hr Mr ttkulnte : ‘ nut so well 'oM ' 
“ It fn.il\(s .1 dilltruvc Quite sure : ” 

” Not quite ” 

“ I Ic sa\V \ ou did ^ ” 

“UVll, I told him lu v\ IS .1 l;,r” 

“ Oil ' did \ou > And thr \ In. ,rd \^ui ' ” 

“ Ratlur ' 

“ ’I'liat in.t\ b< import,mt 

“ I duii'l l>clie\(. he’ll soil ilh d tier a sn >]■. iv Court. 

anyw.is 

“ ‘i'h.it's V' r\ shn w.l, Miss Idtror," s. id Mr th u hite 
“ I think vse sti.dl do " 

And with A hn il look .It h. r trom un.t r liis hme l.i'«li'-s. 
he stalked, thin in<l lont.iitnd, lo tth ]i>Mr 

’I'hree dt\s Liter ^xiini s rieciMvl a U’^\\ ktur It 
demanded a form.il .ipol<...^n, .md eoii.Kidcd wiiii tin words 
“ failing it, .letum will be t.ikeii " I'wkl in h.s lih- |,, i,.,d 
brouglit .let ions InrnseU , oru i t.'r bn u li ol i. utir k t, oiue 
for di\ori.t , .ind now to be sued lor s] m ier ' In c\er\ 
case he h.id been iIk inuirtd p,irt\. in his o-.mi opmior 
He was tt 11 unl\ not Ltoru'f’-ipoL i^ise I nder the direi. t 
threat he kit much c.dmer Hi. fi ui ii >thini; t>‘In islumed 
of. He would c.ill ihit ‘ biee'e'- ' a tr.utriss to her f.ac 
again to-morrow, and p u tor ilie lu\ur\, il need be His 
miod roved back to when, in tlie carK ’cii^hties, .is .i \cr\ 
young lawvcr, he hid li.indlcd his L'nele ^w^hm's dden^.e 
against a tellovs member ot the \\'.d}X)lc Club Swithin 
'had called him in public “ a little tourim; whipper-sn.ippcr 
of a parson." He remembered how he had whittled the 
charge down to the vsord ‘ whipper-snapjscr,' by proving 
thd'plaiQtiSN height to be five feet tour, his prolession the 
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c?.ijrch, lii*: habu the cxllfui'in of nioiicA ft)r the purpost 
<'l sm.tll-ilotliinK rlic I’l]! isl.itiJ rs J'in |jr\ had .isscs'^cJ 
* u hippt r-sn.ippcr ’ at icn pound n • ^oanii-s alvNa\ s l'‘clic\u] 
t’K small cli'lln-*- li ul di'nc it His P'l.unsH h ul made 
iTiat pMHU "I tlnn; Ilni’s!.’.. O (. T}kt<- .:fTf t'ounscl 
III tliost d n s , '},c O p \ had !»< < n Ik :ii r than (la K C.'s 
utfi. iPd'st,,’ A-idd. 1. iM r-•" than thrmu'li this 
‘ i'ai'LMp't ' and - - III' >' -‘M tlu 'M lu r Sidi. I 'lu Ir v'^wnhin 
havi .'di.l iiin. :<■ diniar il'aruard.* .oi«! him York 

Ji iin \Miii M.idt ir I soot. .i,d h's sjtnd HcivlMtik He 
n..d lUA'r I’lVfii orvh'idv .tn\ihiiir rlst W.l]' There 
must s:i!t 1 m- t ri-ss-< \ inorit rs v. h" i -'uld liar a rt piitalmn 
t" laut rs. ' spf (1 dh- it I Ik. rc vs .sn'i "ur to u ar \nd one 
lould alu *s wt’lt o (iic* list rn"ni''ni d om vMshed. 
Thert was !!'• [ o' m1 ditv aiiwsav ot I h iir l'< iMi.’ ilrap'j'cd in 
as witness or .nvihine -d tiiat sort 

He w.is tloin ' r strut k, a vsci k l.itf r. wlu n Mu liacj rang 
him up at Maph Juriiarn to siv that i hur had heui served 
with a writ I"r IiIm 1 in It tiers vontaininc anioni.: others the 
ixprcssions ‘a snake ol tlu hrs( wattr’ am! ‘ she hasn’t a 
moral about lu r ’ 

Soames went n-ld all over “ I tolvl von not to let her 
go about abusing rhat woman ’’ 

” I know , but she tlotsn’t vonsuit me every time she 
writes a letter to a friend 

“ Preitv frund ' ” s.nd ^o,l^Ks into the mt^uthpicce. 
“ This is a nice pair of shoes! ” 

Yes. sir. I’m \trv worried She’s absolutely spoiling 
f(vr a fik'ht—won't hear of an apology ” 

Soames grunted so deepK that Michael’s car tingled 
forty miles awa\ 

** In the nu ntime, what shall we do ? ** 

Leave it to me,” said Soames. “ I’ll come up to-night. 
Has she any evidence to support those words ? ” 
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“ Well, she says-’’ 

“No,” said boames, abruptly, “don't tel! me over the 
’phone.” And he ranij off He \seiu out on to the la«n. 
Women! iVlled and sp'-ilcvl-th"Ui;hl the\ ^.uuld say 
what tins liked! And Sn the\ ua.U till they eame up 
against another woman lie stopped b\' the boat-}u*use 
and ga7xd at the riMT 'Hu w.iut w.is ma .aid chan, and 
there it w-is-'Howiny down to L<iii j-ai to all dirt) 1 
That feverish, tju.irr<.hi)mc busuus^ up ila-ri ' Novs he 
would have to set to and r.d i. up .di la. toul i aiMinst tins 
Kerrar woin m, ami Irnthiin h-r <u\ h was distasteful. 
But nolhinu’ elsi for it, if litur was lu 1 h kept out of 
Court! Tirnl'lv I'eiT) bo, t,-(\ lawsuits wlu. esir trot 
anything out of tiicrn, sa\e he irt Ivarniug md deurada- 
tioQ ? lake liie w.ir, \'ou niii^hl win and rt.gri .1 ii i\er 
afterwards, or l<ts( and rmret it more .All temper! 
Jealousy and temper ! 

In the quiet autumn light, with, the s..\our of snu-kt in 
his nostrils lrt>m his gardener’s first !<■ it bonhre, buames 
felt moral. Here was his son-in-law, wanting to do some 
useful work m Parlianii.ru, and m.iki .1 name tor the baby, 
and Fleur heginmiig to se'tile duv\n and take a position ; 
and DOW this had lomc along, and all the ehattaers and 
busy mockers in So^.ioty would be gn.ishmg on iliem with 
their teeth —if tluw had an) ! He IcKiked at his shad(nv 
on the bank, grotesquely slanting towards the water as if 
wanting to drink Evers thing vias gnuesque, if it eamc 
to Uiat I In Society, England, Eurr^pe— sliadows scrim- 
maging and spnusling ; scuffling and posturing; the world 
jnst marking lime before another Fhxni! H’m ! He moved 
towards the river. There went his shadow, plunging in 
before 1 They would all plunge into that mess of cold 
water if they didn’t stop their squabblings. And, turning 
abruptlVt he entered his kitchen-garden* Nothing unreal 
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tlicrc, and most things running t<> seed—stalks, and so on I 
Hovs tu s^'t ab(n;t raking up in« past i4 tliii. young woman ? 
Where \\.<s It ? rhest 11:11: spark*; and tlv-by-nig)us ! 
Tlu-s all had paMs, n< I , hut the Jt liniie, tlie concrete 
bu (It imnn'roiM ..lone v\.is o! use, and whin u came to 
iIk f'<'inr, u .s Mi'll'; i.imI)!' , h sli 'uKhi’t wonder Pcf»plc 
didn't ] I' Li’vH’L’ I ii. : i r i!' ! vM-* ' It was r;$k), and 
no; the thini: ' 1 ah '' "UC <■! ’ 

\nJ, ani'inL’ hiv arii^.liok' •>, appro\ mg ul those w^o did 
nr't tell iiles. eis.ipj rco iiig i-j irn-'Di who wanted ilicm 
told, ^o iii'i r- > 'he.! enn h h'l 1: t"Id tlu \ must be. The 
Icat''iFf h f'J. ind tia an M-i •snuIh d rank, ihc 

sun wM.i i" hm 1 [he iuidi 1 ri< k nail niilhmcd by 

{ill\ a''- > I itli' I , .ill uas p' 11- lal apd ihill), cXCfpt 
in h"' ha' < )*!' n n m, ni’ •; :"i: or ( m nm;;, he would 
walk ainone M^'Mdd x ihi’. v.-n ri.il and restful, 
ind \ou ,1.1 tkrtn ’I hi \ hid btt'.r ll.uour than 
the gn () .Tix r’s and sa\i 1 his bill muldli men’s profit- 
eeriPi' .iP.d . 1 ' hi it ihrl'.j's th'\ i-iris. med atavistic 
insioKt* I'i has gr. 1: ^'r I'Kls'.n oi ‘>..tMH»r DossePs ’ 
father. h>; •’ a long line oi |i.rs\te ' agru ulturisti/ He 
Set in-'P ni rnor* st'.re be 'igi-t.ddis the uldcr he grew. 
\\ h.n I. M u IS bttli bit o! I thing, he would find her 

when hv eatip bail 1 rum t he k 11V , M at* d .uiiong thc lUR- 
fiuwers or ha k s i;rr mts. nursn g jicr eioll lie had ODCC 
taken a be. ' lit oi 1„ r b ar, ;,d the loth brute had stung 
Imn Ib-s: Mars he t mt h.id, befori sin grew up and 
took to this gid.d'iut Soe:ete business, issocialing With 
\ioinen who went behind h.-r haik Apology! So the 
wouldn't fi< ar of one ' >iLe was in the right. But to be 
m the righf and iia\c to go into Court k'causc of it, Wfl* 
one of the most painful cxfH-rienccs liut could be Ufidci^ 
gone. The Courts existed to penalise people who were IB 
the ngfii—in divorce, brcacli of promise, libel aad the 
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rest «tf it. who Wire in lltc \^r<lnp went to the South 

of Franco, or if llioy dul appear, defaulted afterv\ard'N .md 
left you to j a\ uuir cosi-^ Had ho not himself h.id to 
pay them in Ins .n iion apMinst Ihisinnec •' And in his 
divorce .suit had not Voun^' Jo]\(in and Ire, no boon in li.dv 
\>hon he hrou^,dit u r .'\nd vet, ho uiuldn’i hoar to think 
of Fleur catiiiL’ humhli-j-'io to that rod h.iirod (.at Amonit 
the paihcrinjL: sliadovss, his ros"l\( liardenod Secure 
evidence that would fri^dittn tlx h.iUL'tyn- inio droppin).,' 
the whole thing like a Iku poiat.. ji was tin. i<nl) w'.i\ ! 



C\]\VT] R \IV 

HHIM'K vONnIMIRVIIO', 

'Firp Gm;. rnm- 'It ! . 1 ‘ '1 li ir t" s' r »lif r.Jitor 

ii< I oil' ' ■ ■ 1 i s iv pr n\' I'. \s li\ .iiul Ml. Ii M 1 Sul dovMl 
lootin''<N I.'' \ i ■' ll'fs SA rnou^'h without sj\insi 
irr. 'hinj ' \,i i, h r. ini: iinpi Mh.i . 1 \ nrit: - ii Elcrtors 

111 Mul Il':> I li r. in nil' ! I'T ri; iiiv nioiii'iits still as 
I rn in who IS Ij I I : ■'« j 1 .: i linii' r “ ll " he iratcsl 

wirJs i: '."U .u.in rauin nu is sour repre- 

s( 1, i s', ill I'l ni\ i' >i ’or thf Lo-jnirv j< i orJing lo 
ni\ lu'his lvo^'ii^rth■ liii.ii itioiis ot irtn iinrnis, and, 
tihii. Ill siiiinrs of Hn; iiri ihrouifli the cnlar^v- 
n\inl “f oir \ir d't-iu's, tin. dt. vi lopineiit of home 
jifTkultijn , the elimin ition oi unenij'i‘>\ mmt through 
nuri..is« d fi- ;r it ion to t!u I) nn in ions , un.l the improve- 
ini.nt I't til'- n itmn.il in .dth p irit ul irK throu^i;}. the abaic- 
ment <4 slums and sniiht, to in tfu. most jmessing anti 
imnii^l;iie concerns of {{ntish If I am returned, 

I shall mduitour to losti r iIrs- ends with di termination 
and eohirtn^' ; and tr\ not to abuse thos' whose opinions 
difti r troin niv ovsn At m\ nn i iiiu's 1 sh ill seek to give 
\ou sonu toniftit ivie, of wh.it is in m\ mmd, and submit 
ms sell to \ot,r qiies’iontnif " 

Darid he Icise it ..t that ^ Could one issue nn address 
containiHL; no d.sp ira-i m^ni *4 the other side, no panegyric 
of his own ^ Would lus Conimrtcc allow u ? Would the 
electors swallow u ’ Well, if his Gunmittec didn't like it 
— they cviuld turn it down, and himself wiih it; only — they 
wouldn’t have time to get another candidatel 

♦55 
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The Committi.T, iniiccd, did not like it, hut thc^, lumped 
ii; imd the Address went out with .in effii,') on it ot Michael, 
looking, .IS he .S.nd, like a h.ur-d.resser Tiiereon he plunged 
into a fr.i}, uhicli, like evcr\ other, heg.m in the i;ener.il 
and ended in the p irtu ul.ir 

During the first Sund.i) lull .it in di dl, 1 ,. vi' \elo|M' ! 
his poultry si. lu me - in' ni.irl n," out '.iit.'-. .nd dMidiiiLt 
h<AV water c<Mild \\ hud on 'idn h nlifi v. n '•nil \ In his 
view it vs.is ilirouing .iv..r> niwpe’. *“ I ( !!■ r' hie tint''* 
Who was gome to i- !■ h tlu rii th. |>-li - lh l.idnotinie, 
himself. It v.oiilvl run into hnnvir-ds, .md inieht just .i.s 
well he poured down tlx .nm. r "’ll- towminin’s no 
mortial use on tlu l.md. M isti r Mi^ h o 1 " 

“ So ever\hodv s n s Hut. h'ok ^ [ utln Id, here .ire 
three ‘ donn .md omsd tuo oj ih( m (, ^ i, .ind ’ 

got to help me put this rhr->ueh You s n \oursJt this 
land’s all rujht for pouUr\— \M.ll, It’s do, rig 1)0 ■ d now 

Bowman krxms e\er\ hist tlung .ihour (hi.l'.ns, s< i iurn 
on to it until tluse ch.ips get tin li.mg He .i eood fellow 
and put your he.ut into it . \oa wouldn't like h\.ipg ‘ dovsn 
and out ’ yourself ” 

The bailifl h.id a weakness for Muh-iel, wlioni he ii.id 
known from his Ixmle up He knew tlie rtsuh, but if 
‘Master Mich.as) liktd r<i throw Ins faihtr's nione\ .twav, it 
was no business of his He c\en went so tar .as to mention 
that he knew “ a teller ” who had a luit lor sale not ten 
milei away; and th.ir there was “plenty of wood in the 
Cf^lc for the cuttin' " 

(hi tl» Tuesday after the (h)vcrnmcnt had fallen Michatl 
went up to town and summoned a meeting of his ‘down 
,and out!.* They came at three the following day, and he 
placed them in chairs round the dming-iable. branding 
onder the Goya, like a general about to detail a plan of 
atudt whidi others would have to execute, he developed 
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his propos.il. The three f.iccs cvprcsse.i little, nnd th.it 
iMthoul u»n\ivtM»n ()nl\ lioruUhi ii.id knoun jnjthing 
(if It, behip , .' liJ his t.ice vv.is tlh ni-isi doubling. 

1 ihuTt ki’iiw in tl.i h .^1," Went on Mtoh.icl, “what 

\'OU lIlIIlL - I II , l ilt \(IU .ill W.MU JmI'S lV^O ut VOU OUl <lf 

K.U -'Ts. and \\\ ' i.lii k, i^un-1 wh.u it I think.” 

'11' .l"' ’’j'lt, '■ir." s i 1 1’.. 1 !nl., " I'm on ” 

Mu ii.r 1 ihb! iiiir. put liiii dipwn is :;u b( St m in of tlie 
thru 

J i.L .u.iu( r [w<* w !<■ sih III :,ii li, r.uld s nJ : 

-ll I I-,.' ’■ 

.Mut Ml ' .p' 

■* I'm 5 ■ • I ' i.i'.i \ Hi thr. I pat Ml tin' brains 
.Mul 111'-' ■■ !i's p,.‘ d'l'. ii'-f m'>r< t;, .n i b.iro living, 

bill Ml";.'. ::‘ii b'. i h- 'hi,-, .au W li *' .1 » v-ai sjy, Mr. 

bv'i .on * 

i fM i. "I 'u "’-I. nu P. si. ui'iw Mr, I. n ili.in ever, in the 
i:lnw oi i bur s ''p inr-h ro"fn, snol .1 

“ I'm M.r< if' \tr, 1 if 1 "♦ \<.-i 1 J.in': mind havin’ 

.1 rr\ ('nh. v!.-’s i:iHn i-' b-’ss ihi show 
" Gt-’»p( r.ui <n, Mi >v\ ' 

“ .\h ' " s 0 i tho h nr Ji. "r, ' tluM^dit so. But I’ve 
mth .1 h>t "1 t: IS .It ifiii, ..',.1 It .ilv\ i\s 1 luis in one bloke 
su.ilhTin’ U'< r. st ” 

“ \ trv V'.'. il." s.iiJ Mich.u 1. sik! If n]\, I'll l>o8S it. But 
if .ins o! \' ■ if.nc .(t the j--b, s..\ so .it once, and have 
done with K Otherwise IT i,’rt th.it hut delivered and 
Set up, .mJ V I '11 st.Tt this J (V nioiitii " 

Hoddick L'f’t up, .tnJ s.iid : “ Right, sir. What about 
tns ehiUrcn ' ” 

“ H''V. uld, l 5 *'ddick ' “ 

“ Two littk girK, four .ind five.” 

“Oh! yes!’' Mithad had forgotten this item. “We 
must see about that.” 
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Roddick touclicd lus forckxk, shook Mich.icrs h.md, nnd 
vscnt oui. The oilur t\\<' rim.tnicd 
“(lood-lnt, Mr lUrj.’iL]d, |:iKid hw, Mr. 

“ If I niiijht-” 

“Could I i<» \()U ftT .1 minuti ' 

“Anstlitni; y<iu h.i\c s.i\," s.ud M’th.iel, astuicK, 
“ had better be s.ud iii i.kIi nih(.r\ [rcsetuc.” 

'* Ibe .d\A.i\s betII UM vl h.ur “ 

' Pitv,’ tlll'U^ht Miihul, ‘ill It I,ii( didn’t vlrop that 
“h” for him -p<>ur bc^^iMr'’ “Wilh \'e'l] ect \ou a 
breed of birds tli it c.tn bt s)iir'L:]cd,” i,5 n,i)<1 11k h.ur 

dresser snukd down one sidi o| Kk l.uc “ RejuMrs . ‘ii't 
be choosers,” lie remarked 

” / wished to isk \oii,“ s.nd Ihretdld, “whit s\Nt<rii 
we .shall .idopi ' 

“That's col to Ik workidout Here arc two bo^.i.s on 
pouliry-kceping , yaiVi btttir read one c.ieli, .md swop" 
He nened ih.it Herpleld took both witluvut remonstr.inie 
on the part ot Svsain 

Seeing them out into the- Nju.ire, he thoiiLdit ‘ Rum 
team ! It won’t work, but they've cot their eh inee ' 

A young m.m who had be<“n standing on the pavement 
carac forward 

“Mr. Miel.arl Mont, M.I*. ? ” 

" Yfs ” 

“ Mrs. Miirluu'l Munt at h' mi ’ ” 

“ I think so \Vh.it do sou n.im ’ ” 

“ I must see her persnn,dl\, plc.isi ” 

“ Who .are you from • ” 

“Messrs. Setllewhiie .mJ S!,.rk—,i suit.” 

“ Dressmakers ? ” 

The young m.m smiled. 

“ Come in,” s.ud Muii.iel, “ I'll sec if she’s at home.” 
Fleur was in the ' p.irlour.’ 
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'■ \ vnune man from vi nir vlr ;sniu ikcr\ tor \.>n, 

J'-.ir " 

“Mrs Mnhu’. M'>ni ' In ilu mih of K'rr.ir a^.unst 
Mnni Iil'i 1 ll "pj u. Ill , i ,ni " 

U'lW'pn ii'p'ir' 'i! liiijr ui.l ui.'1-t, '.di-.n Soamrs 

,irri\!.l ir.n Mululi.r! mi. MiJii'l vuti-.-nvi ni'irc ilian 
)■ 1, ur I ' an.i ' i li v' 'I "y r ni'-n p- ri'irnud on her 
wi;!' ill III- s.ir-n:iin st 11 •-! il. Hiiii-.ii H ir. n was an 

-III;'-- j r-'-''' - t . ai' I ' ri uituKI It n ' itist ichon in 

M ir| 'TK 1 t ri ii’’' il-t' !'■ !"i’ • n tl. •aM-. uiiii her insiJe 

.i tl.t et < t'f ill' Hi >\ IV onh divimucricil, 

Ilf Ft t 'Tt. wii' :i I 1' ur 

• \11 rim.' il 't.i u m’v til I- -if < n« li up. '•Ik sIi.jII h< 

I i.:i'vli lit w • - I’ iris \MIII U ii!' r \ 1 , iiiL' last \.i\cmlH‘r, 

.01,1 I'v' .iw •’' !'<' n t -l i sin u.is It. me C\irt'-v\\ mistress 
t-.r I \i ir ■' 

\ u f. < t'. I r. till 1 ' r all ti.iM ats in .'''h u'ts, mu^.k 
I'lr all til' i'h'W tins in tin stums .oiJ Ihiir the huh 

It' lit u.iiti-J l.'F Mints aitii impalit nee Though 

•(HJ Fi.rssft’s’ in-)iL:naii'iii h ul stirt.J this, Michael 
turnc.l to lain now, is t" .m im hor hi l'o <ifl a lee shore. 
Th' ‘ olii m in ’ h 1-1 e\pt rn m <. fuJenn n<. anJ a chin ; he 
woulvl ki.ow whit. s\Mpt )h irm^' it witti a y'Tin, could he 
Jont (m/ine .it a squirs to n of stmU wall which lud 
escap'-d a iranud earn Hurt, hi n-fltctcd on the underlying 
SIS ikjcr\ of lilt He would he eating' a lobster to-night 
that lud Ix-en slowK boiled ah\c ' This study had been 
cleaned out h\ * thirwoman whose mother was dying of 
canecr, whose son had lost a leg in tlu war, and who looked 
so joll) tired that he felt quite had whenever he thought 
of her The Hergfclds, Swains and lioddicks of the world 
—the Camden Towns, and Mile Ends—the devastated 
regions of Kraner, the r<Klv tillages of Italy ! Over it all 
what a thin crust of ge*ntiUty ! Members of Parliamcot. 
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and ladies of fashion, like InmsOf and Fleur, simpering and 
sucking silver spoons, and now and then dropping spoons 
and simper, and going for each other like Kilkenny cals! 

“ What csidencc has she got to support tlu'se words : 
Michael rack'd his memory This \%as going to he a 
game of blurt Th.it \\’a!ier Na/ing and Marjorie Ferrar 
had flown to Pans tfigethcr appeared to him c! lu\t to 
no importance IVopK uould still rtv m u)up]es with 
impunity; ani.1 ns to wliat Inul li.tppened alt(. rwards in the 
great rabbit w irren Outre Mam Ik— i'rt ' Tin* Uc-riie 
Curfew alTair was dirtirent >nio].( of a sear's duration 
probably had lire behind it lli kiu w Iknic Curfew, tlie 
enterprising Director ol the ‘ Ns Plus rUrn Plav Sot lets ,’ 
whose device svas a stork sss dlowing i frog—a long \oung 
maS) with long young hair that shorn and w.'S brushid 
back, and a long \oung r(.<.ord , .< stranct mixturt. ot entiiu- 
siasro and contempt, trom on<. to the other of winch he 
passed with cxiitme''uddenness His sister, of vvhi'm he 
always spoke as ‘ Ih'or Norah,' in MuhaePs opinion was 
worth ten of him. bhe ran a Children’s House m Hechnal 
Green, and had e)es from winch meanrus.s and evil shrank 
away. 

Big Hen thumped cut eight strokes; tiie Dandie b.jrked, 
and Michael knew that Soames had come 

Very silent during dinner. Sonnies opened the discussion 
over a bottle of Lippingh.ill Madeira by asking to see the 

writ. 

When Fleur had brought it, he seemed to go into a 
trance. 

*Thc old boyP thought Michael, ‘ is thinking of his past. 
W»h heM come to ! ’ 

** WeU, Father f ’* said Fleur at last. 

As if from long scrutiny of a ghostly Court of Justice, 
Soasaet tomed his eyes on his daughter’s face. 
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“ You uitn’t enr x-nir ucrds, I sijj''p<isc ? ” 

Hour losscd Iilt n<»\v Ut ^hinultd head. “ Do you want 
me tu ' ” 

•‘Can M'U ■'ubst inr.aic ' You musin't rely on 
whll W.iS told \oll—tilt! IMl't '.Mill rue 

"f kno'.s till’ Vjii.i!''1 N 1 /!■ iini her .ind said thal 
she didn’t Hiirid U alter f!\ K'. to 1’ inv with M .ri<.rio Eerrar, 
but that si a' vlid ohn Cl to ri v in ■ bu ii ol i l-i lorchand, 
so ll at she in fa if vouKl I a\c |!o\mi to I'afs w jh somebody 
cKe 

‘ We »' 'aM '•>.1 pu ria ih..i e ■■•.ne ^son’an,” <> od boamca. 
i kur sh"i k lur 111 id “ .•'he’d rie'.cr i^ivc Waller away 
in Court " 

•• 1 I'm ' W i., t M' ■ d’o’it 1 ’ IS Nliss 1 err ir : ” 

“1\ rslok, l.iious oi her iMaii*inship with Bertie 
Curtiv. 

“ Ye's,” M.i'iiel put in, “and lutvsedi ‘everybody 
knovss ' ..nd -nu boJ\ it IK ‘ is .i gri. .it >,’ap lixcd ” 

^o.UTUs Ilodd^ d 

“ ^hc just wants mone\ m;' of u-*,’’ erted Fleur; 
“she’s alwavs liard up .\s it she ear d whiUlcr pcoplc 
ihoujthi he-r moral <'r not! bue dtsj'ises morality—a)l 
her Set do ” 

“All' Her view of njoralitx ! ” s.iid bo.mics, deeply; 
he was sudd nlv sce-iiii' a Bri'isii Jure confronted by a 
barrister describing the modern view im' morals; ‘‘No 
need, perhaps, to go into personal details.” 

MicIuhI started up. 

“ B> ‘‘•r, )ou’\c hit It! Jf you can get her to 

admit that she's read ccri.un bof.-ks, seen or acted ID certain 
plays, danced certain dances, worn certain clothei— 

He fell back again into his chair; wlui if the other side 
started asking Fleur the same questions r Was it not the 
faihioo to keep abreast of certain things, however m6t$l 
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one might n alK he ? Who could btjiid up unJ profess to 
be shocked, lO-d.i) ' 

“ Well ’ ” s.iid ^oanics 

“Only that one’s trwn point of m.-w isn't tjuirc* a Ikiiish 
Jury’s, sir. I.\cn \ours and ours, 1 expe. t. don’t prisis^Is 
tally." 

So,inus looked at Ins d II undera.ood l,onsc 

talk—.jfraiil ot luing out ot iIk trdiion -'\d lonirmini- 
cations ev)rriiptnn: all prolsssi.m “i L’ood m nni rs ’ 
no Jury lould looi, at her i.u. uiilioat —\\h - > ■ dd resist 
the sudden raisniL' oi thost wlnti h.ls • jjtsi its. she v\ is 
a mother, .nu! the older uoni m u,isn't , or it 'v'' v .is she 
shouldn’t he ' No, he held (o ins :de i i k \. : leliow .it 
the Rar Could turn the uholc, ihiiiL’ into an in ic tin- nt of 
the fast set and ntovlern nior.dit \, nul s i\t .dl i Ih in \ idious- 
ness of expi'siULt a \^omaIl^ j riv nt hi' 

“ yi\'e me the na^u^ ot In r set .iiid [L'>se hooks 

and plavs .nui li.nuino vluhs .md thiiii.:s,'’ ht. s nd “ I'll 
have the host m.m .it the R.ir " 

Michael rose from the little conierence someesh.it eased 
in mind. It the m.nter could ho slutted triini the par¬ 
ticular to the gcJHT.il, if, instead of .ittaekmc Marjorie 
Ferrar’s pr.ieticc, the detenee could att.iek her theorv, 
it would not he so dreadful ^o.ime'^ look him .ipart in 
the hall. 

“ I shall want all the mtormaiion I can get about tiiat 
young man and her “ 

Michael's lace fell 

“You can’t get it trom mo, sir, I haven’t got it.” 

“ She must l>e fngiitcned," said be^ames. “ If 1 can 
frighten her, I can pre)bably settle it out of Court without 
an apology.” 

“ 1 see ; use the information out of Court, but not 
in.” 
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So.imcs nnTicd “ I sluil t< 11 ilicm thjt wo sh.ill justify. 
Give me the )ounir man's address '* 

“Matl'ttii Cliainhers, I>l'>(in’shur\ IiN cl'»se to the 
Bntisfi M uHuni !>iji d‘> rtnnndHr, sir, that t<i air Miss 
FerrarN lirun in O-uri \\iil 1-. .is bid t'.r t»s i.s for ficr.” 

Airam SdafiK s n-'dde d 

When i'Kur anii lar JaW.-r hid uouc up, MuIih-I lit 4 
iiMrciii. I'ld jM'^N'd bill- n.'i' tin ‘pirbnir’ He sat 
di'’.Mi at tnc OiMiii'’d I hi insiranii’-t in ivlt \<ri. little 
mnst h' I - Mid ‘ T.itn im if ‘a it 'h a;t t- ir of ss the 

tkvenih b cr-in ! ] r-an 1 >p.inr-h tunc pnktd up three 
\eirs .ipo on h.'- i :u' in ’on, wIcm sr. iL,Mrv always 
.sootlud liiin, !: hn.’-rs w iiulfr'd on " I i ifown, 
\ on t^of I < ri 'V. " I'.l (I' is t Inldi rn l'oi a «ronn ’ Kl>’r\ • 
otu dal talk 'b-at 'I d'l !i .iili'l L’oin' vi'n All (jtxPs 
chil krn cot a i rou n 

(•lass lusiris oil tin. Walls uI'-niKd out at him As .1 
<hilJ he. liad ba.>d tin. lolours oi Ins aunt Pafiula’s glass 
eh.mdelkrs in lia panelhd rooms at Brook Street; but 
ulisH he knew whit was wh.if. In and t\cr\ <)nc haJ 
l.iuclud at tium And now lusfrcs hed loiiie in again; 
and Aunt Panula had c<»ni out ' “ She liaJ a crown—he 

had a crown • ’ Conlound that tune ' " .■iupr^s mi 

ll-’fuiir lit Jit hn !ji! f'l'n j.iu n n , .-luprfi de mablond/^ 
li jait bun ilorrr.ir " 

His ‘ Monde ’ not so \t.r\ bloiule, cither—would be in 
bed b\ now Time to up ! But still he strummed on, 
and his mind vsandered in and out -of poultry and politics, 
Old Forsvtc, Htur, 1 occariism, and tlic Ferrar girl— like 
a man in a maelstrom whirling round with his head juil 
above water W'h(» was it said the Imding-placc for 
modernity was a change of heart » the rc-birih of a belief 
that life was worth while, and better life attainable? 
* Better life ? ’ Prcrogatisc of priests ? Not now. Human* 
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ity had got to save itself! To save itself—what was that, 
after all, but expression of ‘ the vsill to live ’ ? lJut did 
humanity will to li\c as much as it used ^ Thar was the 
point. Michael stopped strumming’ and listened lu the 
silence. Not even a clock ticking- time w.ic iiihospitwhie 
in ‘ p.irlours ’ ; and Fn,eland asleep outside Was tlie 
English ‘will to live’ as str^nw^ as e\cr, or had ihev all 
become so spoiled, so scnsilnc to lik, il)at the\ had 
weakened on it r Had they sinlid their si]\(r spoon so 
long that, threatened with sj-'v/om o| bone, thes pref< rred 
to get down from table ? ‘1 elorfi believe |f,’ Tli"U^}it 

Michael, ‘ I won't believe it. Onlv where are \\e comi? ^ 
Where am I going ? Where arc all God’s eluldr^n going : ’ 
To bed, it sec nu d ’ 

And Big Bell struek . One. 



PART II 




C!l\ni'R T 

MKl' M 1 \1AKI ^ HI- -I’l I < H 

U'lii s in th-: n>-vv PirhiPHr: Mu'.ul r '■> Irlivrr lii'$ 
m.ji'l'. n «. ;!■'fi titin t I'.ttt "U iim: 

hi h iJ •'"11!' M-H- . Hi 1 '■ ,aixl im' .in kloa in 
h(s I li> ’ll irt n iiii.p i/i i Ills knot s Ith uuik 

'I a< pi'ii’ V I" V, ■■ I ,h ir_'( t‘i < \] ri's, ji ni>; !':• usti) n< w 

111 I -nu}'!. ts in ! nh iiul I'Kiiii’.i s-> muvli hcvinul 

lurrint -'p:i"i:i, ti.it he .luut'J n'lthini^ Init Liughtcr. 
His uouKi hi 1 str.iv vsjihi L.irr', inp tin s<r J ul .i new huh 
HUi‘ .1 L’ iriien. s. s- rrn J s > lull lii it n-i i orncr wouKl 
wch'-nu Ub grovstli ’1 h'n w.is .i pi ml i..illfi.i ChincM- 
wciJ isiikli h.iung li'-lJ nivir lu .mil ^prc«»ll till 

It cDuriii t\cr\thini; .Mkli.irl ihsir.^i fur i'dggartism 
ilie curtu 111 Cliincjic vstul. Imi il! In. (\p(i.tcd wa» the 
like i>l wli.ii he li.iii seen .it .Mnntirc) on his tour round 

the uorKi .liter the vs.ir C’h.mi-c h.id ontc brought to 

th.it (.'ahlur.ii.m slmri the suds of the Japanese ycYf. In 
ilikk fornution the little il irk 'nes had fouL'ht their way 
inlmd to .1 disrani.t ot some indcs Th.it h.iiiahon would 
never get farther n-ns th.it nitive veget.ition had been 
consckouslv roused ag.iinsi it, but its thicket stood—a 
curkius and strong invader 

His first period had been so rehe..rscd that neither 
v.icant mmd nor dry mouth could ^uiie prevent dcliveiy. 
Straightening lus waistcoat, and jerking hii head back, 
he regretted that the Speech from the throne foreshadowed 
no coherent and substantial policy such as might hope to 

467 
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/rce the country from its present pl.iijuc of unilor-cmploy* 
ment, and o\cr-popuI.itiun. Kconi)mically spcakiny, anv 
foreseeing interpretation of the cour'^c of affairs must now 
place Britain definucly in llic orh.t of iIr' overseas world. 
. . . (“ 0/> '' nh ' Iroilk'.'l l.uiyhter s<i soon and sudden 
cleared MrIi.h I's niirui, and re la\(.d Ins hps, and, with ti'C 
grin that i;a\<. ins la>.e a certain charm, he rcsained 

Speakers on all sidt^ of tlie House.-, duelling on tiic 
grave nature ot the 1 neinj'loclueru proMcm, hid pinned 
their faith to the full recapluri of European trade, some 
in one \'a\, some in another August as tlie\ \scrc, lie 
wished very hurnhK to n m.irk ih.n the\ could not e.a 
cake and have it Did ihcv contend thit 

wages in Bru.nn must conic docen aiui working hours lie 
lengthened ; or dnl ilav asstri that 1'iiropc.in wattes must 
go up, and I'-iiropeari working hours W sliortcnedr Xo, 
they had not iiad the tcmcniv Drn.nii, which was to rid 
itself of uncniplovmcni in the \\a\ s suggested, was ihe only 
important countr) in the world winch had to buy about 
•even-tenths ol its fc'()d, and of whose popul.ition well-nigh 
fix-sevenths lived in 'I'owns. It cni['h»\td those si\- 
fcvenths in producing articles in some cases too dearh for 
European countries lo bu\, and vet u had to sell a sufficient 
•srplus above the normal exchanges »;f tr.ide, to pay for 
fcven-tcnths of the wherewithal to keep its producers alive. 
(J Uugb.) If this was a joke, it was a grim one. (J voxcf: 
** Ytm havtJot^otUn the rarrving trjdr.") He accepted the 
honourable Member's c<)rreciion, and hoped that he felt 
happy about the future of that trade. It was, he feared, 
a fomewhat shrinking asset. 

At thit moment m his speech Michael himself became 
a lOllUiwhat shrinking asset, overwhelmed by a sudden 
to drop Foggartism, and sit down. The cool atten- 
tiof|»;the faint smiles, the expression on the face of a past 
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Prime Minister, ‘>ccnu'il L'tnspinn^’ tow.irds his suhsidenec. 

* How \oun”- oh ' hou souni' \<'U .irt ' ’ thi\ seemed to 
snv ‘We s.it here he lore \<ni were I'neihid’ And he 
ncreul wiih t}i;-m tompletrh >'>11 ihire was nothing for 
It hut to e" 'in-wrJt IKu’- in i'm I.idies' (hdlerv, old 
lil\ the in the 1 h'itneuis!i<\i r rioa rs’, '. s, arivl s'lmclhing 
stubborn in ni' !e irt ' (.’«lahii the n<'tts in ins ii.»nd, 
thercf'ire, la it- - -1 

In '•pit. . : ll,' " T, itni I-m oiv (<t ti'e war. tiie popu- 
latn'ii ot t),. 't Id mi r, ai in> r. o.-d !■. :.'’-o,ooo Pmt- 
gratiori had f d'. 0 iroin ■•,< r 2 ' \ 0 f'- I And this 

stale "f thine'- w is in }■ n iia d.n vl h. th- mere pri>ccss 
«it r( I iptuiine t" li' i'dl 1 ir-p< m trih whnh, quite 
ohv Nind' . !, .d o, , inti ntn-;! t { h- in / ‘o r. < ipiur< d What 
alt',rnai'\(, th'w o th'r< ' liMiifuraMe Member* 

lie was ifr u 1 n '' Pi ,n\, w.add h; h.niili ir with the ireati«c 
o! Sir l.iiiMs l“LTMrt, (nii'l'-d ' I'h' l'arl-‘us State of 
h Inland ’ f /!< T, ' ” !r,.ni n hiuk I. ihnur Umh.) Hc 
ft numhereil t'> iia\e ri .ui in a n-rtain - r/m, or perhap* 
he should si\ Iiirnioniurn. o( ii,i I^nss, tor it was not a 
verv dtsp-'.-'ued instrument {l.u>-htfT) ilut no luch 
crack hraiiud p-luv ind tur Iven devised for British 
consumption {" flrjr, h/,tr'") Cdn.inly Poggartism 
was mad enouL,di to kn»k ihead, Hi l>e fundamenl.il, and to 
iisk the counirv !<> fate its own position and the music into 
the b.TrLMin 

AKiut to go over ‘the top'—with public confession of 
his faith trembling behind his lips—Michael was choked hy 
the sudden thought' ‘ Is it all right—i« it what I think ft, 
or am I an ignorant fool r ^ Hc swallowed vigorously, nod 
staring straight before him, went on . 

** Foggartism deprecates surface measures for a peopk 
in our position ; it asks the country to Bx its mind on n 
date—say twenty years hence—a minute in a UtitBlk. 
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life—jnJ 10 v^ork Mtadilv and colurcntK up tn that ditr 
It demand'. rcc<>Lrniiion ot the need to make the Hnt.^h 
Kmptrt» witli Its ininunv resdurw'. mostlv l.iieni, a •■eh- 
siiflieing unit hnpirialists will asl. What is tlure new in 
that ? T)u no\elt\ lus in dt^'fii and in natla-d 
l»ariism iirtres ih.ii the P.niish peph shmild he taijidiar- 
iscd with the Linpire h\ ore: I'lis-d tours iiid prop .e; iiid.i 
on a P'Fi .It sk d( It ur^es c \ .isi null isv. '•t d oii ihi' 

{amiliaiis.itioii 1)1 (.oTitroIhd .iiui i ininr ., i< ui 

from ih< s( sh'Ti's Ihii n h.o I-imi i.iiiiui inija.vsili!., .s 
honour.d'h nienih'is well l.ii'>w, to send out suit ildi 
grown loll, in .nn idequ o i|Uintii\. }M..,.asc loidirnud 
town-dwiHi rs with tliur t-v-.n i istis ..nd h.thus, and tlu .r 
phy.stqiie alri idy iinp.niid !'• i wii lit., ..n of little ijsr 
in the Dominions. wlnU rie i. w 'till '-n tii- I n^dish l.m i 
cann<*t he spared 1 o^e ir'iMn, then tori, would si nd out 
boys and i,’irls, heiwecn th< ,ieis ni littem, or pirh.ips 
sixteen, .ind eightt'-n, in can mimhcrs 'iiie Douse a 
aware that e\perinients in tliis dineiion h.ue .ilre.Kh 
been m.idi, with Minspauous sj^m-ss, hut siah experi¬ 
ments arc hut a drop m the luuki t Tins is ,i matter 
which can onh lu tackled in the \sa\ tii.it tlnrm's v\ere 
tackled diinnp tlie \\.\r Development of child emiLirition 
is wanted, in i.ut, on the same sealo and with the same 
energy as was m.inifesicd in Munitions alter a certain 
most honourable Manher had put his shoulder to iliat 
wheel —multiplieation a hundredfold Ahliough the jde‘a 
must naturally prove abortive without the utmost good¬ 
will and co-operating energv on tlic part of the Dominions, 
I submit that this eo-operation is not beyond the bounds 
of hope. The present hosnluv of people in the Dominions 
towards British immigrants is due tt> their very reason¬ 
able distrust of the usefulness of adult immigrants from 
this counir)'. Once they have malleable jouth to deal 
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\Mth, that driwl'.ick \.<ni‘;lics In fut, tIic npcnint; up 
cl these \asl new tnuntrn-; is ]ik<. ilr |r.'i;nss ct a rcllinj; 
sncwl'.ill, f.Mh link hit I'l ‘.ill riL’iit ' I [m ^ the House's 
pardon- picks up .incilur litilt hit, md tlure is no 
liniit !•' the I pcssihi’itii v if I St irt is m.idc al 

the rpi,’lii nil atki till sihdiH juslud ind uunrcllrd h\ 
ilic riL’ht jc'iplc " >i'nui.nf In hind luni sod *'T.liking 
tlinuiL'li Ins li.it" Mkhii! j.ii.'-.d, disc cm i ru vi . tlien, 
snatcliinu .it tiis l”ii. vsdu Mti “ \ 1,.'. ilijs snfi li.ilf 
dene is Intiir l(!i ihau , hu’ .n th' xslun seine ihinj.; 

w.is feiind ritMss.rs, o .. chan, .i..! nun vsire .iKs.iys 
.n.iild’li fer th' dcM,^' t.f K 1 j ,ii II tc till Heiisc that 
the i.ci’,li''en ■! '“.ir i-uiitrs re-vs vhtn.inds clh^rts .ilmost 

..s tjrt.it IS th' :> 

He cculd SK I!..It sciiv ni'tnh'rs ucn .iitu.dh listen- 
mu t" him uith I’tciiticii. .iiul, T.ikinp .» deep hn illi, he 
\\< nt on 

“ LtaMnu cut Ire I md - ” f/:;./* " If f %• t'') “I 
prefer net i" t 'U*. h --n anstliiiip that dc< s lu-t like to l>c 
ti'uclud - " J.iut'^trr) “the jr. Sint r..Tic of white 
peipul.itum httwiMi Britain uul tin rest ->! the Kmplrc is 
roupdiK in the n.Jturi cf im to two Child I'.mijijration 
on prc.it Scale will L'o i.ir ic ii|u.i!isc this r.itio within 
tvscntv sears, the Britisli c har.o ter-d ihi British Kmpirc 
will he est.ihlished for (\er, and suppls and demand 
between the M-ahtr Countrv and the Dominions will be 
levelled up " {.‘t Dornttiton^ uill then supply 

ikemsehf'") "The hi>nourahle Mimlxr will forgive me 
if I doubt that, for some time to come We have the 
start in the machmers of manufacture It may, of 
course, he five, seven, ten years before unemployment here 
comes down even to the pre-war rate, but can you point 
to anv other plan which will really decrease 11 ? 1 am all 
for good wages and moderate working hour*. I believe 
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the standard in Britain and the new countries, though so 
much higher than the Euniptan, is <m]y a decent minimum, 
and in some ca-^es dius not reacli it ; 1 uant better wages, 
even more mf)dt.raic woriong liours, and the vv.int is 
Ci»mmon among working men ulnrcxtr the Bnusli flag 
flics/’ Ilritr, hrar ''') an. not L’ojng liack on 

th.it want , and it is no good sup['MMnL' i!. ,i ihi.v are ! ” 
(“ htiir'" "Oh' uh'") “ T1 '.'juahsation of 

demand and suppK :cit}'\n Ou- hv^put is tii- onU \\.i\ of 
preserving .aid improMnu ilie st.md.irds “! lile, which 
arc now ret<‘giiis<.d as n<.n s ,r\ <in ibitis’n soil 'J’hc world 
has so (.hani|<.d ih.u ilu oli! m i\im ^ buv in iIk th< aptsr, 
sell in till* dean St marl.el ’ is siand.irg on ils hi ad f.ir 
as Engl.ind is mm-riud 1 r.i 'i'radi was jK\er a prin¬ 
ciple—’’ (“0/'' t'h ' " "lli.n, ht»i''' ara Liui'J'U-r) 
“Oh! well, u was b.irn twins with expedient}, and the 
twins li.ne got inixtd, and are both kioking uneummunl) 
pccky.” {Ldu^hit’r) " But J Won't go inio that . 

(A voice : H<tttr r.ut ' Miehael tuuld su the mouth it 
came from below a dipped inousiachc in a red, black- 
haired lace turned round at liim Iroin .\ Liberal bench. 
He could not put a name to it, but he did n»>i like the un¬ 
political expression it wore Wluri vxa*^ he? Oh! \es. 
, . . “ Tlicre IS another point ui the hoggart programme: 
England as slic now is, insufticiently protected in the 
air, and lamcntabK desoid of food-producing power, is 
an abiding temptation to the aggressive feelings of other 
nations. And here I must beg the House's pardon for a 
brief reference to Cinderella—in other words, the Land, 
The Speech from the throne gave no lead in reference to 
that vexed question, bejond impl)ing that a Conference 
cdf all interested will be called. Well, without a deftnite 
intentimi in the minds of all tlie political Parties to join 
in aoae fixed and long-iasung policy for rehabilitation, 
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sucfi a Omfcn-ncc i'; Ix-unJ t<. f.ul Utr*. Foj’^.iri- 

ism—’ (“// ' "I It*' .i:,Min Ini:;,MrtLsm steps 

m. FDLTLMnistn La J.-vmj Lnivl p(.!ie\ and 

don t It I.. t jf i'; i>si r .1 ,is Lk l‘r •! ii>iU(»n Law 

in Anuriaj ./..v.-r,.; ' ” L„u^htrr.) 

Wi'' ^ K T'.! .fi i >!iinr. I n ■'■■iihi. lil,( .1 novel by 
1 \ I ‘ / ,,r 'Vr) • \\ ’t, u, s- .;i ;m t nowhere 

vMllii ur tilt- >' i; • n.f, O'l o ; Liiui [ <lii'V tie- 
pcrivls, not onh iIk j r ■ j r l-. -f i irm- j1 in.Lir.ls, ,md 
l.il''>iirc ra A' ^!r A I- 1:1 ! tnij mi .m tit ih Jt i‘., but the 
\( rv I ' I''’'r,>. ’ "‘1 .,•! iiiJ, it !!■,' i; 1 !’ in-r' Liquid lomc 
.inothfr u ir ’'’'‘.‘r i‘i' n.w v oisiitiuia 'I't .md in a 
h^c-l 1 ind j'! !i'' ill' rd. lioff --I pr'\timng the 

perm‘Ufiv >!• ; ,1 ri-.on 1 .: iL I;nti’.!i t\{i I''.•I'.irtism 
rctpiir- ti. it u 1IV d'-vs;i r, .r l.m.i | o]i \, o, i}i n \Mthin 
icnxt.irsui 1" i,T'-M’lv iij tosfv-t'i'. per tent, of 
i»ur Ici.d Isi.i'ii’.s n;. 1, d .r • iIh vi ir sliovM-d that 
as niLhh .IS ' 1 .\-ts'.w jur <<;:t . onl ! i't grown at a 
pinch, ni>l ih- nt( isi.rt'^ rln n iviont 1 went i long way 
lo prove rh.it iha < mi::, d' a n-- mon rh.in truth Why 
were ih'-s ni'.anns .■ i 1 ’•> ir ip ' \\ia was all 
lh.it vre .it ii:.[ T' o :r.( ii! 'V.^A i.. r;:n to s. t d ,ind grass ? 
Wi..ii IN u.iiittvl IV i.iiiilrt< i"'i\d rui in every branch 
of honn .iL-ruulrnrc , mvi n-'thiT, ■ but ,t poliiy guarante«J 
over .i lon^ p-rioj < .m -v^r j'odin* ti. .1 (onfidcncc.** 
Mich.ul p.iiistd Closi iv, a I'Kiiibir v.iwned; be 
heard a bliuiHc of bvi, anotl.a <tll I’rimc Minister 
came in, stvad nv..)b-rs wert goin^' «)ut There was 
nothing new .ibout ‘ the Land ' Dared hr tackle the air 
—that third plank in the I oggart programnu* ? Therewas 
nothing ntw about the air either ! IlcMdes, he would have , 
to preface it bv a plea for the abolition of air fightings Of 
at least for the reductnm of armaments. If would take too 
long! Better leave well alone! He hurried on; 
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“ Emij’r.ition ! Tlic EnnJ ’ F'op-tj.inism demands for 
both the s.mu- suctpinu' attention as uas i»ivcn to \ital 
measures durmL' tie u.ir I feel honoured in haeint’ hee'n 
permitted to dra\s the .itteiition e>l all Jhiriies to this- I 
will brave an horm.ir.ible Member’s disposition to sa\ 

* Ho, ho ' ’ ^'fcat ire at io of Sir jann s 1 oit-..rr And 1 bei: 
the House's pardon for h tvimj; l>e(“n so hini,' in fulldliriet ni\ 
tash ” 

He* sat eioun, after sptakiiiL' for thiriten minutes Otf 
Ins ch(st ' An honourable Menilnr I'lSe 

1 must coriL'ratul ite tin Member S-r Mid-lbuks <ai 
what, despite its aee]ii.iinVone< ship e. illi the (donds. aiul its 
Ix'wis C'arrollian appv il for less In id, m-'n laves, we 
must all ad mil to be . Ir, e K md w 1 11-da li \ < re d Itrsi e lli.rt 
The Memb'r for 'Id fU‘ aiiei I<es, (,.rlur in tla I)-bate. 
m«idc nn allusion n-the iMriv ('>uhi iilhavetla honour to 
belong, wlmdi- er 

*Ex aetl\ ’’ thought Miehael. .ind iftcr waiting’ for the 
next sptieh, uhledi eolU lined Ilo allllSK'n whatever to Itm 
own, he left the House. 
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Hj v^.ilkc'l ii:’! ' I i:i : .in I ii .irt ‘Hi.a wa» 

:li(. 'I'lul'li \m .tnt.i]' ‘ijr nn .n uouli,! 

I'L pi'J I'l !Ii F'l' .(vpJ ’Ni spfa’h 

(il tfi M<[ii!'r t r C •'■kct. \' ii 's, }.i h.ij 

sti'ppiii, \. . 1 . N" r. .'S •’ llujst ! ' .:i ti) 

He [<:' I, •. i !. Ojir -I,':' ^r<\\ t.jt iltruii^h 

i)'( ir \ I '«(,s, .M. I' ‘' r I ■: 1’ irii nn i,' i' ;n i li U'uilJ liuvc 

. 1. 'i, 

fit 'A s! il;, 1 '},! 1 .le in w '.t v i *' ur i iim'm 
Vi'U eiiJ ij 1' 'i.l- il . M I i j< i T'l It i" .St 1 

i, ■ ’■ 

'■ ll's n.'rri' \ M." Ixavn ” 

'■ v'^ir AI' \ inJ -r ^I u f i.‘" n ' U i..it .il'i.m hirn ^ 

■ S'- t'l j;'>rr<>.v Hi insinu.it' i ilt.ii vuu were 

int'.rtsie-el in i!i<. s ilc ni liu 1ir: Ixyil., .is uiu- of its 
I'uMisIk rs *’ 

•' '1 hat's r.iihcr lilt- iinju ” 

“ AnJ all t t,c TLSt nf his sfxti.h V..1S a i ut-up , iiorriii tone 
dhiiut ilic wla-lc ih.ne J)->\>'ii l.:i'v\ him ' 

“ M.-e'fhiwn : Nu He’s Meniher fur some ScouUh 
bors)Ui;h ” 

“Well, he’s an tnenu iil\’he is avslulh. pleased with 
vou, and vsiid .ihout M.-Hlown, md s-- is Bart. I’ve 
ne\er seen liim su angr\ \ou'lI iuive to write to ‘The 
Times ’ and explain that you’ve had no inicresi in Danby 
6c Wintci^s since before you were elected. Bart and your 
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mother are cnminj; to dinner Did you know she was with 
me f ’■ 

“ Motlur ' Slie .ihhors polities ” 

“ All slic $.ud was . ‘ I v\ish dr ir Michael would brush his 
hair b.wk hcforr spe.ikini; I like to see his forehead' 
And when MacOoun sat dotm, she said • ’Ms dear, the 
back of that man's head is perfeith. straiylit D'soii 
think he’s a Prussian = And la's cot thick lobes to his 
ears. 1 shouldn't like lo be niarn. d to him ! ’ ,bhe had her 
oper,a-y>lasse‘s " 

Sir E.iurence and I.ade Mont were .drc.'ieis in the ' par¬ 
lour ’ when ihes wsiit down, staiulini; opposite eich other 
like two storks, li not pmistK on one h c, still \er\ dis¬ 
tinguished Pushing Mich.Ill’s h nr up, I, ids Mont pciked 
his forehe.id, and her dosi like isis giod .n the top of 
his head from under their .irched Irons hhe w.is ,ilto- 
gether a little .N’onn.in in Inr iiirsis, s|u eseti.iuhed her 
words, Slie w.iS eonsidcred “ .i de.ih , but not too fright¬ 
fully all i heri ” 

“How did Sou maii.ige to stick it, .Motlier • ’’ 

** My tlear bo\, 1 w.is thrillcsi , eviept for that person 
in jute. I tlioiiclit the sh.ip< of his head insufferable 
Where did you pvt ,dl tlial knowkdge • Ii w.is so sen- 

lable.” 

Michael grinned " How JiJ it strike sou, sir ' ” 

Sit Lawrence gnni leed 

“ You pi .uttl iIk fVf/tJwnrTn/'j'i', m\ dear Half the party 
won’t like it because tlu'\'vc never ilioujiln of it ; .md the 
otkeriiaif won’t like it bec.iUH- thev k.:,- " 

“What! Fopjjartists at lieart ? ” 

“Of course ; but in Office, ^’ou mustn't support vour 
ftttl convictions in Office—it's not done ” 

“Thi« nice room,” murmured Lady Mont. “When 1 
WAl U»t here it was Chinese. And where’s the monkey ? ” 
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“In Mich.jcrs siuJ\, Moihcr Wo tired of him. 
Would you like to soc Kit I'ctfrc dinner ^ *’ 

Loft alone, MiHi.kI and hib titlur stared at the jamc 
object, a Louis (Jniru't snutM't'\ j-nkod up I'v N> imes. 

“ Would \iiu t Ike am notu. ot Maetiown s insinujtiorif 
Dad ' ” 

“ Is that Ills nanu -tie li iir\ Ink'rJ jslicr! 1 should.* 

“ Hn\\ ’ " 

“ (ilse 111’t th' b' 

“ In pn\ .1 , 1 i:.’ i’' "t in ilir II' use ’ ’* 

“^\l]il,r, , I', ! s!. ‘'dvi III. r-1\ ^ ill him a liar. 

In the I'r S' \.i-i s’. 1 . 1.1 us. die wi.rds ' R.adc’is dis¬ 
regard 1 'F ' ^n 1 (hirhoiKiit ili tt \nu rcK^ct he 
‘sli.mia I,,.. ,..i: s. .rri..l ■ In ...mplctc the 

crc'ccrul.i 'i' ..! i i‘.-it im n''r>..s:s Iw.i I«.i-n pulled 

for |. " 

■' Bin VI v! s,,.. M," ‘.I'.t .Mi-l. nl, "tint people 

would b'-li. ■ . ' 1 ' '' 

"Tliv. i"'''.. irnniitou, tin .1. .ir, th.it suggest* 
torrupii..!! Ill , ..lln- '>'■ I'S ,.nc ni th- suongest traits 
in hum in r..t " ' ''' 

men u..u;i 1.. .nlniir.iW., it it w nn'i usu.illy felt by 
those "li i ■ .'.’lit'!. int.L’ntt thiniscKcs that they 

can't gne fvln l.'f it” bir l..i«rcncc grimaced, 

thinking'.1 t: >’ S ” And t.iiking of that—why 

wasn’t Old 1. i'..n m 'In U..'*" '" j-'y ■ ” 

" I offer'.! iiini .' ■’■•.t, but lie said ■ He hadn’t been in 
the Hou'i’ 'line (il.i i'tonc ni.ivcd tlie Home Role Bill, 
and then on!’. bcc.iusc he was afriid Ins tatlicr would have a 
fit ” 

Sir Lawrence strewed his eyeglass in. 

“ Thu’s not dear to me,” he said. 

•• lather li.id a pass, and didn’t like to waste It,** 

“ I see. That was noble of Old Forsyte.” 
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“ Hf said that Gl.idsionc h.ul U-cn \er\ windy " 

“Ah! 1 }k’\ ucr<-‘ even ]nuL’''r m tho^'C ilavs You 
covered Vf'ur i^round \tr\ ijU]OJ\, Muhael I should s.u' 
with pra(tic< \'()U would do I’m a bit of news l<'r Old 
F'orsyle Shroyslure sp'.il to Cliarlu J error 

because tlu- third tinv ihi i.ld nun j'.nd his debts to 
prevent his be mi’ post* d, he m.^dt that .1 koiulnion, lor ic ir 
of hein^' ashed .u’.un li\ itoi hiru! .is I'd lio^td 
Dow's the .Idion • *’ 

“The last 1 Ik.iTvI \s.ts soUKtiiniL' about .idminisurinu’ 

what the) c.dl mu rri'i: itoru s " 

“ Ah ! I know 1 !ii\ .uisnir \ou in .i u.n iiobods s.m 
make hc.ul or t.ul ot, .uul that without prcjudui ‘llan 
they adm\nut(.r them to mui. mvl s-m .luswi r m tla 
same was , it all }k1|s the l.iwMrs What is then tur 

dinner ? ” 

“Fleur said \\('d kill the taltid calt when I’d i,'-'t m 
speech off ” 

Sir Lawrence siphed 

“ I’m glad Your mother h.is \’itanuns again rather 
baeily ; we cat little but carrots, gentralK ravs French 
blood in a family i$ an excellent thing presents faddiness 
about f(M)d. .Ah ! here thes conu ' . 

It has often bt'en nnurked that the' breakf.isl-tables 
of people ssht' avow tliemsclve-^ indifferent to wh.it the 
Press may sav of them are garnished bs all the news¬ 
papers on the morning when there is ans thing to sas 
In Michael's ease this ssas a waste of almost a shilling 
TTic only allusions to Ins speech were contained in four 
out of thirteen dailies ' The Times * reported it (including 
the laughter) with cemdensed and considered accuracy 
‘The Morning Post* picked out three imperial bus, pre¬ 
faced by the words: ' In a promising speech.’ ‘ The 
Daily Telegraph ’ remarked : “ Among the other speakers 
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were Mr Mkhncl M^nt ” And ‘The Manchester Guar¬ 
dian' iib^-Tvcd “Till. Member for Mid-liikks in a m.uden 
speech .idcucited the introdui-ti'in id children iiUo the 
I)>>ininii*ns ” 

v"'ir All \ander Macliown’s spenh reu’ived the added 
aMi-ntidii ddnanJul In Ins ixir.i \i irs of l'arliamcnt.ir\ 
serviu, hut ther- \n,. 5 nn alluMun li» the insinuation 
Ml. h ii 1 tiiriud to Hans ird Ills own sp* ei h seemed more 
c>'i:ir(iit til in he liad hoped \\ h'c luur tame down he 
vsas still rt.ivlin^ M.uGovsn’s 

“ (iivi. im soim (.ohei, old thine " 

Ihur him tie. lotiie mi leaned .ivcT his 

siioulder 

■■ This M 1 (,.inn IS aftt r M irjorn. 1 1 rr.tr," shi said ; “ 1 
reniemiur now “ 

Michael stirrsd his eup “I>ash it all' The House is 
free iroin that s,.n ol p mm • - ” 

■‘No I ri nieiiiKr AIisiui ii llim^' me I didn’t connect 
ium up usi-rda\ Isn’t ir a Jiseustin^’ sp<i.i.h?” 

” Mi;.:hl In worse,” s nd Mu luu 1. with a p»rin 
“ ' As A im ml'<.r of the firm v.hi> [nildished this smj>ular 
production, hi is douhikss iiii risi«d in pnssinit it on ihc 
public, sti that wc m .\ s.iGv discount tin enthusiasm 
displayed ' DiKsn't that niaki \our blotid boil : ” 

Michael shru'ju’ed his shoulJtrs 
“ Don’t vou c \ i r t< tl , Mu'liatl ? ” 

“ M\ dt.ir, I was ihrout,'ii the war. Saw for *Thc 
Tinies ’ \\ Jiat shall I sa\ ' 

“ ‘ Sir, 

•■‘May I trespass upc^n \i ur valuable space* (that’s 
quite sah), * in the interests oi public hte—’ (that keeps 
it impersonal) * to—’ cr— Well r ” 

“ To say that Sir Alexander MacGown in his speech 
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yesterday told a lie when he sui,'i:f'=.tod that I was interested 
in the sale of Sir James bool;.” 

Strai^^ht,” s.iiJ Michael, “ but thev wouldn’t put it in. 
How’s this ? 

“ ‘ To draw attention in a nu-nt in Sir Alexander 

MacGfuvn's speech o[ \estcrdiy aftirnoon As a matter 
of fact’ (alw.us uv ful) ‘f rca'<d to have an\ interest 
whatever in ilu‘ firm wiiuh publislad Sir Janir-s IDi^^.irt's 
book, “I’he r.irlo?is St,it- of FnL’l'ind,” c\on before I 
became a nn tuber of til' I.ite P.irlnnvnt ; and im therefore 
in no way interested, .is Sir Vlexandf r M icfh,un ■''i;^'-,-<:ted, 
in pressing It on the I’uMu 1 t-^ ti,.u he 

meant to inifnu^n niv hoiimir’ (must c' t in ‘li.'n->ur') 
* but his \vo^d^ rnieht I'o ir lii -t i onsrru< ri.>n M- ino rest 
in the book IS simplv ni\ int^rist in nat is triiK' tlie 
"parlous stall of I'.ni:land ” 

‘ KanhlulK, cti. ’ 

That do ? ” 

“Much too mild. Besides, I shouKhi't say that vou 
really believe tlie state of Kncland is parh.as fr’s all 
nonsense, you know. I mean it’s cxat^irerated ” 

Very well,” said Michael, ” I’ll put the state of the 
Country, instead In the Houve I suppose I rise to a 
point of order. And in the Lobby to a point of distjrder, 
probably. I wonder what 'The Kvcninff Sun* will 
wty ? ” 

‘The Evening Sun,” which Michael bought on his way 
to the House, gave him a leader, Iwaded ; ” Kopgartism 
again,** beginning as follows: “Young Hopeful, in the 
person of the Member for Mid-Bucks, roused the laughter 
<rf the House vesterday by his championship of the insane 
pdicy called Fogganism, to winch we have already alluded 
in these columns; ” and so on for tw'cnty lines of 
vivid disparagement. Michael gave it to the door-keeper. 
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In the House, after noting that MacGown was present, 
he rose at the first possible moment. 

“ Mr. Speaker, I rise to correct .1 statement in yesterday*! 
debate reflecting on mv personal honour. The honourable 
mcmlx'r for (ireenpoiv. in Ins speech s.iij— ” He then 
read the parjgraph from I].*Ms.ird “ h i$ true that 
I was .( nuiTibcr of t!;r I'.rm wln^h pviMishcd Sir James 
Toggari's lnK'k m .\u'j.ist, 192 ;. but I rciind from all 
connictum wiih that nnn in ‘'tr, jo:^ before ever 
I cntcied this House I have [heretorc no pecuniary 
or other inr-n uh.itcver in prosing t;*i H.iiiiiS of the 
book, ih-nmuJ my great desire to see its principle! 
adopted " 

He sat d'ovn to sonu aprh use , and Sir A]e>.indcr Mac- 
Guwn rose Ml' h.icl r cognised the face with the unpolitical 
expression he h ui iioiKcd during his speech. 

“ I heliesc,” he s.iiJ, “ that the honourable Member for 
Mid-Butks was not suiluicntlc iniercsied in his own 
speech to be present when I made m) repiv to it yesterday, 
I cannot .iJn.it that m\ vsords bear the eonstfuction 
wluch he has put on them I said, and I still say, that 
one of the pubhsiicrsof a book must mccss.irily lie interested 
in having the judgment which induced him to publhdi 
it vindicated by the Public. The honourable Member 
has placed on his head a cap which I did not intend for 
it.” His face came round towards Michael, grim, red, 
provocative. 

Michael rose again 

“ I am glad the honourable Member has removed t 
construction which others besides myself had put <a htt 
words.” 

A few minutes later, with a certain unanimity, both 
kft the House. 

The papers not infrequently contain accoontl of 
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Mr. Swash, the honourable Member for Topeliffe, called 
Mr. Buckler, the honourable Member for I ooiing, some¬ 
thing unparliamentary. And of Imu Mr. 

Buckler retorted that Mr. Swash was something uoro* 
(“ Htar, h(dr ! ” avd ‘‘ Order ' ’') And of how Mr Swash 
waved his fists (uproar)^ and Mr. Buckler threw lum^.K 
upon the Chair, or threw some papers (“ Order ' order ‘ 
order ! ”) And of how there was threat CimluMon, .and Mr 
Swash, or Mr Buckler, was suspended, ,uid led \>iciferous 
out of the Mother of Parliaments h\ tiic Serie.int-at* 
Arms, With other edifying det.nK 'Idic litr). .nf.ur b-- 
iw'ccn Michael and Sir Alexander went otf in oiiici wi6e 
With an instinct of coninion deccncc, thev both made 
for the lavatory , nor till tla \ rt.i. hi d those marble halls 
did either take the slightest nonce ol the ^.ther In front 
of a roller luvsil Muli.iel snd 
“Now, sir, pcrii.ips you’ll tell me whs \<)u bcli.isrd like 
a dirty dog \ou knew perlrctU wdl inc constnu uon 
that would be phued on vour wordv “ 

Sir Alexander turned from a li.ur brush 
“Take that!” he said, and g.ue Michael ,i svMngmg 
box on the ear. Staggering, Mich.ul eame up WildK with 
hi* right, and caught Sir Alexaiui'r on the nose Tlieir 
movements then became intcnsisi. Michael w.is limber, 
Sir Alexander stocky , neitin r was over proficient with his 
fifts. The aff.ur was cut shuii bv tlic honourable Member 
for Wash aston, wluv had k-en in retirement Coming 
hastily out of a d>'or, he rcceucd simuliancouslv a black 
eye, and a blow on the di.iphragm, which caused him to 
collapse. The speaker, now, was the Member for Was* 
bastor, in language stronger than those who knew the 
honourable gentleman would have supposed possible 
** Pm (rightf il'y sorrv, sir,” said Michael “ it’s always 
the innocent party who comes off worst “ 
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“ ril ^\cI] l..ue \ou both suspcnJed,” gasped the 
M’ nibcr for WaUi iston 

Mu had t'rinncJ. and Sir Alexander said : “To hdl ! ” 

“ You’re a O'upk <il ['rawhn^ t.ads ' " ^ lul the Member 
I'T Wasl'astoii •* iJow th'- dull am I to speak this 
.ditrr'''on ' ” 

It \<'u v.ent in handai^ed,” s i,d Midi id, dabbing the 
din'iL’(d e’.e with Cokl nater, “and aj'<4oL'i'ed for a 
TUolor ae\ ide at. \ 111 wo'iiil «;et sjv,, il h< irm/. .hkI a ;^aod 
Pt-fsN >liall 1 i li t the mIut b'l'iii; i-iii ut in;, lie for a 
b iiiJaL;e ' ” 

“ I/Cavc nv. (-.c alone,” bell'‘U(d tla Mcnib. r for Was- 
b.''ton, “ arivi t out, bt t-ire I h'S( inv k inj e r' ” 

^lKhlel buti.iiKil the lop lit }i;s uiisUoat loosened bv 
^Ir Ale\aiid( r’s enp. oi",' rved in ihe el <>s that ins car was 
\er} led. Ins i uh l'lo..dstaiii' 1, uiJ Ins opponent still 
bkedim; lioin tit- nosc, and vseni oai 

’ ^uine svr.ip!’ he tii-iught, cnienni; the fresher air of 
Westminster “ jolly luckv vec v.ere uieked av,av in there ! 
I d('n't think I'll mention it’’ His ear was sinj^’ing and 
he felt rather sitk, physicallv and mentally. The salva¬ 
tional spitndi'ur ul Koggarrism alrc.idy reduced to a 
braul in a lavatory! It made one doubt one's vocation. 
Nut c\en the McmlKT for Whowc\er, had come 
oft with diL;nitv, so ih.ii the .iff.nr was not likely to get 
into the papers 

Crossing the road towards In me, he sighted Francis 
Wilmot walking \\ cst. 

“ Hallo!” 

Franeis Wilmoi leMjkcd up, and seemtd to hesitate. 
His face was thinner, Kis c\es deeper set , he had lo*t hil 
smile. 

“ How is Mrs. Mont ? ” 

“ Very' well, thanks. And you ? ” 
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“ Fine," said Franiis W'llm ii “ Will you tell her I’ve 
had a letter from her i.oii'-iii J"ii They're in great <!hnpe. 
He was might)' glad (<' h "■ I d seen her, and sent his 
love.” ' 

. “Thanhs," said Michael, ' ril\ “ Cnnic .ind hat',' tea 

with us ” 

The young m.m shook his head. 

“ Have )ou cut sour h.iml > ” 

Michael laughed " N„, som, l,odv’s'i.'’S" ” 

Franeis \\ ilniot mu iled \s,■ nis '■ Tm iiig i< i do that 

ah the time \\ hose u.,s u ; ■■ 

“ A m,in e .died .M.u(lown’s " 

Francis Wilmot sei/eel .Mul ael's ti.ind " ft s the vers' 
nose! Iheii, .ipp.inmls diseoimricd h\ Insdr-rnkness, 
he tamed on his lieel ,ind m-ide oil, Ir.r. mg Mirh.icl {'Uttiag 
one and one together. 

Next morning s p.ipers cont.uned no allusion ttl the 
blood-letting ol the das hefore, e.vee).t .1 p.iragr.ipl, to'the 
effect that the Meniher lor Washaston was confined to 
his house by a h.id cold. I'he Tors journtds preserved ® 

discreet silence about hogg.irtism , but in tsso organs_on^ 

Liberal and one L.ibour—were little leaders, which Michael 
read with some attention 

llie Liberal screed ran thus : “ The debate on the King's 
speech produced one effort which at least merits pas.sing 
'ttCAke. The pohc) alluded to by the Member for Mid- 
under the label of Foggartism, because it emanates 
ftcira veteran Sir James Fogg.art, has a certain specious- 
Itest in these unsettled times, when cvcr}one is looking 
^uack specifics. Nothing which departs so funda- 
1 ment^^ from all that Liberalism stands for will command 
fW naoment the support ol any truly Liberal vote. The 
ridUiM in its appeal to backwoodism in the Tory ranb. 

nod talk of a pessimistic nature always 
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■nttracfi a ctrtain type of mind The state of England is 
not really parlous It in no was jusiilics any unsound or 
hystental Jep.rrture trom nur triJilional policy. But 
there is no disituisiiii; the f.u't tli.ii eeri.iin so-called thinkers 
have been pl.uini; for some tune past with the idea of 
reviving .i ‘ s| kndid isnl.itiun,' h.iseJ (isliethcr they admit 
it or Hot) on the destriution ol I nc Trade The young 
Mcmher lot Mid-llu' hs in Ins ■.] n. h h.iniiled hir .1 moment 
th.it eor- r -tone oi lilir Iimi., .iiid then let it drop; 
pah.ips he thoii"hi It too u..i;;hty lot him Hut reduced 
to us shii'i iii\ l opg irtisin IS .1 ph .1 for the .ih.rndonment 
of Erie I'r ide, .ind 1 l'lo« in tie I ai of the League of 
X.itions ’’ 

Mk'ii.kI sided .ind tuned in I'.i I, .h .iir .ittkle, which 
w.is sieiied, .iiid sine ! .■ more luim.in not. ■ 

'■ .\nd '.o v.i If lo hue our ihdJr'ii i.irted off to the 
Antipodes .IS Soon .1. tie- e.in n.id .iiid urue, in order 
that till c i| .1 ihst cl.o'. Ill IS I" nliise.l of ilie menace 
lurkini; in I ncnipluvii.oii! I 1 nou iiothrig of Sir James 
Fogg.iri, but It he \s.n I irrestls qiiotid in Parliament 
yesterdas I's .1 member for an .eruiiliiir.d constituency, 

I smell Priissnnism .ihoui t.'Mt old gciulcinnn. I wonder 
ssh.it the ssorhing m m is s.n e ■ user Ins hreakfast-table f 
I fc.ir the words. ‘ I.i ie II ' ' .ui not altogether absent 
from Ins disouirse No, Sir | me. s boggart, English Labour 
intends to c.ill us own h.iiij ; .ird with all the old country’s 
drawh.ick.s, still prsurs it lor itself and us children. We 
arc not taking any, bu James Pogg.irt.” 

‘ Ti.cre it is n.akcJ,’ thought Michael ‘ The policy OOgllb 
never to have been entrusted to me. Blythe ought tohaiv ' 
found a Lalnjur townsman.’ i ’ o « 

Foggartism, whittled to a ghost by jealousy and • 
hatred, by shibboleth, section and Party—he bad a 
of it slinking through the purlieus of the Hoate md the 
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corridors of the Press, never admitted to the Presence, nor 
accepted as flesh and blood 1 

“ Never mind,” he muttered ; “ PI! stick u If one’s a 
fool, one mav as well be a bl.i/in^^ fool Kh, Dan ^ ” 

Tile 1>.indie, raising his head fn'm his p.ivss, gave him a 
lustrous glance. 



CHVrTFK III 

MAKJORl' } I RF \R \T ImMT 

]• p \ \i I' W 11 Mi'i U( III I 'll ill'' \\ a to Ch' K' I 1 Ic had a 
pnli7\"us \si:ii Fill Hmt ).t id uid ^ .rs m lar, and 
i-ld-! ''i (i» til- ul ni.irr i.i, Ik sjnnt loh days 

.It tin '.id I'l .1 ,is ‘'Itui .il's'nt .IS n )l. llin 

simpk l< r\<Mir Lul uronL,' tr- >tn M irji'ru 1 i-rr ir i uni ’ssion 
ut ii'r ' :u’ L' nt hoi j-.u U I'l’iiuK Slic \v.i^ 

in d'-l'i, sin u iTUcJ shrills .iii.i silt cujKI riui Inc in the 
hai kuuujs 

11' h ivl ['r'itiplU olhred her .ill his s!,i hcls .SliC had 
flIus *d lh( Ill u nil the uurds 
“ M\ puur .!• .r. I'm n'<t su } ir L’"n' as fh it 
Often un fi'i pant uf sivini,' ‘ \\ .if uniii I’m married/ 
■he i'.uk un tin t icc n i 1 ih'..i'.s .lit rr. d hi r He was 
priniune . V" ' : m \ir iiikh r'i u-i in r idt .1 IVrfcciion, 
is wit., intstri''-', ..lul mutlier, .dl a unei >hc kept him 
onl) l'\ d.in/i.in,' the la-pc tint s'.i- wuuid throw MacGown 
over, t.ikini.’ e ire to li.nc I itn [’resent wl.en Mac(»ovvn 
was .ihsent, md absent wlun .M.ieCiovsn w.n present 
^hc had faded to keep them apart on two uccasions, 
painful .ind produetivc of more hint' than she was at all 
accustomed to f ..r sIk w is n.dlv t.ik. n with tlii.s young 
man; he tv.is .i new fl.uour Sin ‘ loved ' his J.*rk ‘ slinky ^ 
eves, his cr.tee. tin was his ‘ luck-e.li it ' Kfcw, dark aiui 
fine, on hts slim comely n>ck She ‘ loved * his voice and 
his old-f.ishioncd way oi talking,' And, rather oddly, fhc 
‘ loved ' his lovalry. Twice .she had urged him to find out 
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whether Fleur wasn’t going to ' climb down ’ and ‘ pay 
up.’ Twice lie had refused, saying: “They v.crc mighty 
nice to me; and I’d never tell you wlut they said, e\in 
if I did go and find out ” 

She was panning liis portrait, so that a I'repircd canvas 
with a little paint on it chaperomd their .im ot Jail, 
interviews, which took place bitacen ilirec and four ulien 
the light had already laded. It w.i» .in l.our de-.oted by 
MacGown to duty in tlic House. A h.w .n,..! ,,p n collar 
iuited Francis Wilmoths looks She lilted i tin t.. mi !i,-,som 
on a divan with his eyes following In r, s'n' Ida a to come 
close to him, and see tin iienior of Ins fingei;, ; Mching 
her skirt or sleeve, the glow in in.s e\ts_ ll,e cliatun in liis 
face when she moved aVsay llis l.nih in her was iiuon- 
venient. l”s and o's were leto rs sue d.spiseJ Andscl, 
tohavetomind them 1 loie liiin g ‘M In r ,i s. ri al pk.isure. 
taadc her feel good. One JiJ nut slinci. I! ,1 Iren ! 

That day, since she c.xpccteJ Maid i,,n at list, she had 
become uneasy, before the young m.ni came iii sa\ iiig ; 

“I met Michael Mont; Ins cull was Id.joay. Guess 
whose blood! ” 

“NotAlcc’sf” 

Francis Wilmot dropped her imnds 

" Don’t call that m.in ‘ Alec ’ to me.” 

"My dear child, you’re too sensitive. I thought they’d 
have a row—I read their speeches. Hadn'i .Midiael a 
black eye ? No f Tt—tt! .\! —er—‘ that man ’ will be 
•wfullyapSct. Was the blood fresh 1 ” 

“ Yes,” said Fr.mcis Wilmot, grimly. 

"Tbea he won’t come. Sit dosvn, and let’s do some 
jianbtia work for once.” 

But throwing himself on his knees, he clasped his hands 
bduad belt waist. 

' * Ibljorie, Marjorie 1 ” 
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Disciple of Joy, in the fore front of modern mockery, she 
was yet conscious of pity, for him and for herself. It was 
liard not to i e jLle to tell him to run out, pet licence and 
ring, or whatever he set store hv, and have done with it I 
Not even th.it she w.is rcadt to h ive done with it without 
ring or licence ' l or one niii't l.ce|' oni \ I.: id She had 
watched one loser growing ti.'‘cd, kept i,..r i.e ui, and^dls-* 
missed liini l.h.rc he knew n, cr...iii tired of another, 
kept her ho.!. 'iiJ c t.c on til! If w .s tind too She had 
w.ttehed f.uo irr.-s she h.ij h .Cktd go down, kept het 
head and h.ic..J one that di. .I't , had seen cards turn 
against her, .r-.i lift off p! 10 ■ 1 11 le her j de was gone. 
Time .in J .ig on she had earned tt.e .-o .d mark ol .Modernity. 

So she I I 'd the ti'j' ..f his hold, unrl.ispcd hi hands, 
and told liiin to he go d , and, in i.iurmuring n, felt that 
the had passed l.er prime. 

“ .\musc me whili I p ont," she 5..id '* I feel rotten.'* 

And I'rancis Wilmot. like a J.itk ghost, amus.d her. 

Some tclicve that a nose from which blood Itas been 
drawn hv a 1 ! .w swells less in the tirn hour that it doea 
later. This was whs Sir .Alexander MacGown arrived 
at hali-past lour to siv th.it he could not come at five. 
He had drisen straight from the House with a little bay 
of ice held to It Having been led to understand that 
the young Annrican sv.is ‘ nosv in Paris,’ he stood Stock 
still, st.iring at one whose tie svas off and whose collar 
w.as unbuttoned I ranns Wilinot rose from the divan, 
no less silent .M.irjorie 1 ■ rrar put a touch on the 
canvas 

“ Come and look, .Alec ; it’s only just begun." : 

“ No, thanks,” said MacGown. 

Crumpling his tie into his pocket, Francis Wilmot bomd 
and moved towards the door. „ , . ’ 

" Won’t you stay for tea, Mr, Wilmot i” ' . 
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“ I believe not, th.mk vou.” 

When he H'.is gone Marjorie Ferrar fixed her eyes on the 
nose of her I'tirothed. Strong and hard, it was, as vet, 
little difTereiuiaitd from the normal 

“Now,” said MacOown, ”\\hs' did you he about that 
ynuni: blighter ? You said he was in Tans An. vou plav- 
ing Iasi .ind loose with me, Marjorie ■ ” 

” < )t tourse ! Why not ? ” 

MacGown adv.lined to within n ,ieh ot her. 

Put down ih.it brush ’’ 

M.irjonc berr.ir r.und it , .md suddenly it lot the wall 
opposite, 

“ You’ll stop that I'leture, .ind sou'll mu s. e ih.il kllmv 
again ; he’s in lose with sou 
He h.id t.iken licr sstisis 

Her face, tjuitc as any is .is Ins own, u.is reined b.i k 
“Let go! I deiii't kiio.s It y.a e'.ill sourselt a 

gentleman ? ’’ 

“ No, a plain man.” 

“ Strong and silent— out ot .1 dull nosel Sit down, and 
don’t be unplc.a5.1nt ” 

The duel of their esss, brossn .ind burning, blui md icv, 
endured for quite a minute. Then lit did let go. 

“ Pick up tii.it brush and gisc it to me ” 

“ I’m damned if I wall ' ” 

“Then our engagement is oft. If you’re old-fashioned. 
I’m not. You warn a soiiiig svoman who’ll gne )ou a ssinp 
for a wedding-present,” 

MacGown put his h.mds up to Ins head. 

“ I want you too badly to be sane.” 

“ Then pick up the hrusli.” 

MacGown picked it up. 

“ What have you done to your nose I " 

MacGown put his hand to it. 
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*' R.in It .ipjinst .< d'' *r ” 

M.irj'irie 1 < rr.tr l.t .l”, cJ “ I’uDr ‘'-r ' ” 

M.K(ii»un L' 1 .It }.’ r in ccnumc ist<)ni'.lini''ni 

iK'- }iirJt.s: I c\''- , iino .kmss; .md 

\v}i\ I I'tvc \ .HI, I .I'ln': i n. v 

"It ii.i'-n't ’voyr > i,s ..i '.'.ur ''liipcr, m\ 

df'.ir V'' 1 v.i r I isli to if'tii : ( - i i\ " 

M I (.ov\ II lii: J .i s. rt oi . Ill I . ..n't l.rcj’ .ivv.u, 
.in.J \oi, ki" w ■: 

M.iri-'fif I'ti r lurii' i t!,- to tin h.iiI, and 

1( .in( d ih- r(. 1 ■ '> 5< i: 

" I don’t ki. .'A it ’.oil i.i'ni i,t il.n pnoj < i ts of out 

h.iMUU'''>. \''> . I'ut I dll,' ti >.'n ri'tt\ poor Will 
\ ou li i \ c .1 A it I'l I ‘it' h'' ;'i ' ‘ I't M|d'o.ird Ttu. 

^ .N'otliiii' U (’1 i'l til r ..iivit r.i ifid c .K ii other ft 
I nMrr\ toi. .•I'W’i is Mrs don’miuh Eni not into 

purd ih i ■') d' have aIi.U fruiuls I cl.. And until 1 

ni,irr\ )ou, I Mi.tll even see tin :n ll )ou don't like it, you 
c'.in li'.uc It 

Sht. wauiicd his vKiuhini: luinds, .^nd her wristb 
(inpl'd lo h( p( rtei t wile to him vsould ‘ t.ike a bit of 
doiriL' ’ ’ If oiti\ she kri- V, <•: .i n .i! ' f' ’i-d thing ’ insicdd, 
and li.id .1 ‘ sl.irt to put im it ! ’ If only Erancis Wilmot 
had moiR'\ and did not live ulurc the (."tton came from, 
and darkies crooned in the t'ulds; where ruers ran red, 
f’loru'a moss festooned the sw.imps and the sun shone; 
where graptfruit grew—or didn't ? — and mocking-birds 
sang sweeter tlian the nigiitingale S-uth Carolina, 
described to her with such cnthusiaMii I} I r.mcis Wilmot! 
A world that was not her world stared ^tralgilt into the 
eves of Marjorie Eerrar. South Carolina ! Imposiiblc I 
It was like be mg asked to be ancient ! 

Mac<Sown tame up to her. " I*ni sorry/’ he said. 
“ Forgive me, Marjorie ” 
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On her ihrupping shouUtrs he put his hands, kissed her 
lips, and went .im.iv 

And she s.it down tn her faeourite i hair, listless, swinging 
her foot. The satnl h.ad run (jiit nf her doll\—life w.is a 
bore! It u.is hl.e driving t.,iidtm, when the k’dtr 
would ketp lurning roiinvi , or the cr.K]uct p.irtv in ' .Alice 
in Wonderl.iiul,' read in the l-nlt.raip-rKl.iv at lln-h 
Marshes not ivvinty ye.irs ago t!',.i i, h 1.,.,. tvvniv 
centuries! 

What did she W.iiit = ]ust a rest from nn n .ind lulls = 
or that fluflv Mini'thing e.dll el ‘ re.d l"vi =’ \\ ii.a^ver it 
was, she h.idn’t goi n ! .And so! liress, .md go out, 
•sd dance; .mj l.itcr dress .ig.nn, .ind go oiii .ou dine 
tad the dresses not p.n.l Pir ' 

Well, nothing hi 1 an egg nog lor ‘ tin hump ’ I 

Ringing for the ingreditiits, she ni.ide one uiih plenty of 
brandp, capped it with iiuinieg, and dr-.td. it du.vn. 



CIlAITl-R [V 

r (JS -s ^ t I 'Hh 

T\\() pw !''1 \,UT Mivhivl ro,<iMi! 1 .’" 1( uors. The 
v.iiKli 1. r( 111 Vu'-ir .lnh j'<ist ni.irk, r.in i)iu^: 

■' 1 ) 1 A I- > I h. 

“Ill'’ r '! .nil' \ 1 : ‘ "-l hi perhaps 

\''uM like u i’I \\< \\<11, >ir, we’re not 

inu-!i I'. M •'[ Hill h'n ’!nr . \i,ir .ii*J a half. I 
t-ij.-iJ. r i!;cr ■- II,lull on '!■ L'ini;( r- bread as 
r<.i,Mi.:s \uMr 'll j I, tliniin >' ill rijlii when it isn’t 
ti.o or \' i 'u.i*. :n\ wiP hin, Inii Sir when 
the\ talk ai', n. nn. nn; '.our loriuiu il! 1 i m vay Is tcU 
It to tlic in trines riie people, here ire a funny lot they 
don’t M<rn to hi.t hh- h-r us and I dfm’t seem to 
ha\c ar.v use for them The\ (all us Poniniies and treat 
us as il we’d t(M.k a l-b'Ttv in u.mine: to their blooming 
couiiirv. You’d Si) ilif. wanted .i tew more out here, 
but thc\ don't seem to ihmk so I often wish 1 was back 
in the old 0‘jniry Ms vile sa\s wt'rc better off here, 
but I don’t kns)A. .\ris was thev tell a lot of Iie‘s as regards 
cmipratn*n. 

“Well, Sir, r^c not {f>rpotten sour kindness. My wife 
says please to renieniLx:r her it) v(;u and the lady. 

“ Youf't f.iiihfully, 

“ Anthony BtcKET.'^ 

With that letter in his hand. Miehacl, like KfflW ptiydkO- 
metrk medium, could see again the writer, htt &ce, 
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promincrt eyes, large cars, a shader,vy figure of the London 
streets helilnJ l.is eolt'iireJ b.illonns Poor little snijs - 
square peg in round liole wlureter he minhl he, and all 
those oilitr pegs—ihous.mds upon th‘>us.ind., that u.udd 
never fit in Pomnius! Will! lie u.on't n commending 
cmigr.ition for them, la was o > omnii nJiro' ii tor those 
V,ho Could he diaped hi lore iheir t\oo,l hoi Siireh 

they wouldn't i it tli it stigma on to i hdiii, n ' He opened 
the other lelier 

<• Ko! M,; 

'■ Nr Hniiiin g.m 

“Ms l)i AH > 1 K, 

“ T1k‘ dis ij’j ■•inuin nt I ii .s' it ii mi, < 'iu . .r u'.i ^ 
of my book ;^;ls li.ti ii.iui.' i'. d ; . d ir 1 iiiti .I'm -I'-i.n 

to it in l\ii li.tiin. nt, nnl \M\:r t ii iiitj . .n-' ij- 1.; ti,(.sis I 
am an old m.iti, .ind d-i n"i M>nu nt I,..; ii.i' im,., }.ut f 
would g!\c III'’ pic iMiro (ft nK< t }i'U It \-'ii .ir- <\Lr in 
this nciglibourlp'od, 1 sh-'uld I'- ii.:;'. ii ’s-i. u.duKi ! nu 1. 
with me, or tin. nin’lit, *is si.u^ . <■.! b- sj 
"Willi kind rc>,Mrd% 

“ K.oiKti!l]\ %t.urs, 

bot.i \KT." 

He showed it to Fleur. 

" If you gvi, nn dc.ir, \ t.u'll I’c b- ■:<. d to ti. trs ” 

" I must g.),” said Michael; " I ons ct (Uic-" ’ ” 

He wrote that he would conic to lunch ibc followme; 

day. 

He was met at the station b\ a horse drawiriL: .i vehicle 
of a shape he had iu\cr before b<’hcld. The grecn-hvcrii d 
man to whose side he climbed introduced it with ilu wordi 
" Sir James iliought, .sir, )ou'd like to sec al>out you , so ‘e 

lent the T can.” 

It wat one of those grey late autumn d.tys, very still, 
when the few leaves that arc left hang listless, waiting to 
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be windswept. The puddled nud smelled of rajc ; rtK>ks 
rost Ifum ilie stubbles .is it in surprise .u the sound of 
horses’ hoofs. and the turru 1 c.inh ol plouj^hed liclds hud 
the sheen that betokdicd 0a\ To ilie flit landsenpe 
poplars p.ive a itrtain spintii.iht) , .inJ tlu russel-liled 
f.irmhfiist. foiijs .1 i.cri un honulirus-s 

“'rh.u’s ilif iinnor, sn/’ s (Ul liie Jris.r, }>oinung with 
Ins whip ltdv, tn an orJiard and ,i group -»! elms, where 
was ob\i\-usl\ a ronl-r-rs, .^^aha'l mv. a lung h.w liouSC of 
de< pl\ W(. Itie Fi d b'‘i' k v m . t o si 1)) \'irgK!i i tri ep«, r whose 
leaves h isi lalhn \i a huh dist nui were barns, out- 
}|'Ul‘•'^, tiid liu w til ol a kiuhen g irden The T Cart 
•urned into an avenue of linn s arul eainc suddmly on the 
liuuse unpr'i'wi'd l\ a gale Mnhiel pilhsl all old iron 
bell Its line.niig el-ing produied a linginng man, who, 
puskeniiL' his taee, s.nd “Mr iloiu f s^ir JanK‘5 is 
expee ting ye’U This w,iy, sir " 

Throu-'h an ohl I.)v\ h dl simllmg ple.isantlv oi wood- 
smoke, Miehaed reachesl a Ji»>r whkh the puekired man 
cl<'S(.d in his ! iCc 

.^ir Janus ]'«,ggari ' Some gaitcrcd ohl countryman 
with little gre v whiskers, neat, weathered and firm-tcatured; 
or one oi ila-se shon-neektd [.'hii I'uills, still extant, 
sijuare and wdghtv. with a Tl tl lop to his head, and a 6aC 
wliite loj'ptr on it r 

The piukered man re opened t he door, and said : 

“ jaines Will See WJU, Sir ” 

Belore the hri in a hirge room with a large hearth and 
m.mv biK.ks was a huge old rn.in, grev-bearded and grey- 
locked, like a superannuated British lion, in an old velvet 
coal with whitened seams. 

He appeared to be trying to ri*c. 

“ Please don’t, sir,” said Mich.icl. 

** If you’ll exeuw me, 1 won’t. Pleasant journey f ** 
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“Very." 

“ Sit down. Much touched by your speech. First 
•pecch, I think ? ” 

Michael bowed. 

“ Not the last, 1 hope.” 

The voice was p anci l'oomint»; the cy<*s looked up 
keenly, .as if out of thickets, so huslis were the c\ehrows, 
«nd the boaril grew so high on tiic elio< ks The thick grey 
hair waved across the forehead and fell <'n to the coat collar. 
A primeval old man in a high stale ‘>1 k iihu ition Michael 
was deep!) impressed 

“ IVc l<K)kcd forn ir 1 to tins honour, sir,*’ he said, “ ever 
nneewe published mjut hook ” 

“ Pm a rciluse—never get out n<Av Tell \ou the truth, 
don’t want to~sce too maiu thirn's I dislike I write, 
and smoke mv pipe King the hell, .ind wt'li h.ue lunch. 
Who’s this Sir .Mcxaiikhr M..kGov\n ? liis head wants 
punching ! ” 

“No longer, sir,” said Mu had. 

Sir James I'oggart leaned back and laughed His laugh 
1W18 long, deep, slightly holh.w, like a laugh in a trombone 

“ Capital! And how did tliose fellows take uiur speech ? 
Used to know a lot of ’em at one time—fathers of these 
leiiows, grandfathers, perh.ips.” 

“How do you know so wdl what England wants, sir,” 
ilalcl }<Bchael, sua\elv, “ now that you never leave home ? ” 

Sif Jm&cs Foggart pointed with a large thin hand covered 
, Vd^hasr tos table piled with l>ooks and magazines 
, . “Rend,” he said ; “ rc.ad everything — eyes as good as 
,, ew-^secn a good deal in my day.” And he was silent, as 
.liliedngitiigain. 

' '••Awyon following your book up ? ” 

Scancthing for ’em to rc.id when I’m gone 
. £lg)tty4esi, you know.” 
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“ I wonJiT,” '..ad Mul. J, “ ili.u ;<>ii luvL-n't had tiic- 
Press duwn *' 

H,i\r -h I i 'im vesiirj.u ; three hy different trains ; 
ver\ poll!' s'liiH' ran , tai’ 1 ciijIJ s;t tli-'s eouMii t make 
he.ki I't t'll <•; ti' !•; i .: M.r. t.s. t a ■.■..ik, c li ? 

lias r I rkis..;.ii I, ,idil' puckered 

m.iii I'lni' 'll, '< '! ; Ik 1 .'II ! ! ..'a* 'lir. c ..its. They 

pi't .1 f. .'■! St I I" s' I '1. s a.! .1', .iiir on a small 

i,.r I, ■■ \l' '• -I I I'l r ' ;ri\ u.k .i part riJac with 
'p • : '• I" ' !''l I' ' i Sill, Th puckered 

ni.ii. ti's il 's' I i'll s' r'ks hrl s «.iter, MiehaePs 
with, l! ‘I I '' tir 1 I Ik t'' ' id tortoise-sliclls, 
'hu. n r i 1, ■ il.'tiis.iv.s ■ s , J..!!', s’ trousers, 

I iirriii.' !■ a ' 

'■ Di'ii't inri ! 1 Its, I iiopi ’ Vo I’d. ti. this, pussies ! ” 

MkI, i.! 1 ''i,i'..'i, .Ik! hi'd.id 1 . 1 ! ird ^ir James 
y.ive iiio't 1 s I" fit- 1 Its T';,. ■, uiti thin served with 
frutt • d 1 i, ''ns., i,!' < „]> 1 iifirs. .and everything 

reniiki.1 > '■ ■ 11 tl.' ■ is, ' l.is rs ;' ti hefnre the 6re, 
curled i:| in lit' eivl' 

.Mkiii l 'VI.id ’li'oik'h till siiinl.e of luo cigars at the 
fount and .■rn'r, e ii>er, I'ut in l-eal't uhether it Would 
stand pun-.p.i I! S" nil 1 s.. mt;. old' Well! anyway, 
he must li.ivi ''!"it ' 

“k'l.uk! Ills ilk, ST, lit ■ The Oa'posl 1 ’ Hc’i yottf 
great supi'iiiii r, I'm ciiK i mr.'ithpiecc ” 

Kn.u his pipir— best of tin weeklies, but too clever 
by half " 

" Now that I’ve go' the chance,” said Miihacl, “ WOoUL . 
you mind if I asked you one or two questions ” 

Sir James 1 ogg.irt looked at the lighted end of hit cigar. 

“ Fire .ihcad." 

Weil, sir, can England really st.and apart font- 
Europe ? " 
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“Can she stand wjth Europe’ Alliances based on 
promise of assist.imc that won’t he lorthcomin^—worse 
than useless.” 

“But suppose Ihl^ium were insaJeJ a^ain, or 
Holland ? ” 

“The one ease, perh.ips JaI ih.u l>t understood 
Knowledge in Kurope, youn^ man, of what I'.riL'l.md will 
or will not do in j^isen eases is intj^i imp’in.uii .\iid 
thcy\’c never havl 11 ' ihh' We alua\s 

wait till ilw last moniem it; detl.ire nar (^reat 

mistake Guts the irniresM-ai th-.t we s'r\e Time - 
which, vsiili tiiir de mo< run sa su m, In ’in w.i \, w e v n< r.dl\ 
do.” 

“ I like th.it, sir,” said Midi a], who elid n>'l " M o ii 
wheat ? How would \0U stal'ihse liie pnec m ..S to 
encourage our gn>w[h of ii ' 

“Ha! Mvjvtlamh WV want a wht .it loan, Mr M>-ru, 
and Goxcrnniem control hverv \car the (iv-vcrniuent 
sliould buy in advance all the surjdus wc need .mil More 
it; then li\ a prue for the home l.irnurs that lives ilicni 
a good predit , and sell to llie public a: the .ivcr.i-^'t, betu, t,n 
the two prices You’d soon see pkniv ot wheat grown 
here, and a general revival of agnculiure ” 

“ But wouldn’t U raise the price of bread, sir ? " 

“ Not it.” 

“ And need an army of officials ? ” 

“ No. Use ilie pre sent machinery properly organised.” 

“ State trading, sir : ” said Micliacl, with diffidence 

Sir James Foggari's voice boomed out. “ Exceptional 
case — basic case- -win not : ” 

I quite agree,” said Michael, hastily. “ I never thought 
of it, but why not ? . . . Now as to the opposition to child 
•emigration in ihiscoanuy. Dovou think it comes from the 
j&^on of parents for their children f ” 
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“ More fr<>m ilisliLc i>i iDsini; the elnlJrcn's wanes ” 

^t)lL Mui l.’iuv.," I’lurn. ireU Mi> h irl, “ <‘nc niijijlu '♦eU 
k:vh . 1 ”.nil'll 1' 'Mi'-n '> ^ l.il ir. n l^r .it hficen ! 

" Hill rni/'ii , laini .a ni’;!'-.'-' silhsh, voung man. 
11.inn'a'. ■« i.j inJ •" ni r-a h. t.ire lau \ • s, or emw up 

I'l VM>r - , i, ’■.>.[}. in -n s O', r. \ I’li s i ■, : I'um.m 

n.4tLir( 

Ml, 1 i-l wi.i i;. 1' i' «; 'Ill' v\it iti.rnuai. 

"In ' nai-fiti m ' lut will vs.iiu .lU .nitul lot of 
ii.aru , Ij 1 ■; 

I ] • ^ ,1 ii , :' ■ hr. ; • r^ .1 f ‘ot. 

‘'M-... ’ Th'r/- 'i!, . n.im A t.i'ii'i - nui.ippiic.i. 
\n'’,;rr i . n im;!:''’. i'lii fuiir r, i .i h.ill nnlinjns a 
’.(..ir in t: ‘ h.I f, ni'i .i iiwn.iri .i i h •usanJ c h’lJrcn at 
h.j'-t •. nt "ii! r-. ir In li\« \e.irs wc sli-.ulJ save 

th-' i-'t HI uti'riii 1" iirtii J'-l- " }i' u.iV(. J hjs Iig-ir, anti 

H ^ ‘•r i!t(.r a on las vt Ki.t io.h 

‘Ti,'urt,' 1 ' Would,’ N.iui Mn h H 1 to hinu-lf, knotking 
hl^ ov.n oil Hit ' .1 to{]< r -cup " Hut t .'ii (iiil Iru sent out 
v\hoKs*.le like il,.it h'. po-p, rlv hndcJ .ijn-r, and given a 
ri il ihant-c, sir ' 

“ bt.irt pr il.. ilU, wiiiii ih r’ 5 .1 V...] fiart’j a way.” 

“ And vion'r tht) juit swtll tli- hii; loutis out there ] ” 

“ Tt.ith hm to Want 1. nJ, .md i,'!\c it ’< ;n.” 

*' I don’t know It It’s cnoui^li,” s.nJ Mii li.r 1, Mdly; “ the 
lure ol the towns is territK ” 

^Ir James nodded ” A tovsn’s rn. had thing till it’s 
overdone, as ihc\ arc here fliosc that go to the (owns 
will incre.ise the demand for our supplies ” 

‘Will.’ thought Michael, ‘ I’m getting on. Whai shall 
I ask Kim next ? ’ And he contcmpKit'd the call, who 
were stirring uneasily. A ptculi.ir rumhling noise bad 
taken possession of the silence Mithac) looked up. Sir 
James Foggari was asleep! In repose he was more 



tremendous than ever—perlups ratlicr too tremendous; 
lot liis snoring; seemed to shake the room TIic tats tucked 
their heads farther in. There was a sli),'ht smell of burnme 
Michael picked a fallen cii;ar from the c.irpct. What should 
he do now ! Wait for a rctiv.il, or ck.ir out ’ Poor old 
boy! I’oyK.irlisin had never seemed lo Mich.iel a more 
forlorn hope lli.in in tins s.inrtuni of ii loam .nul onjin 
Covering Ins ears. In s.il epiili still Om In oin lii e.itse’o! 
up. hliehacl lookeel .It Ills n.Its h ' 1 sh.dl l-o. ms tr.iin,' 
he thriught, .md tiptoed lo tlie eloor, In hnd ,i [ r'ieessmn oi 
deserting eats It w.is .0 thot edi I'ogL: irnsm we rt snor.i'v 
the little of Its liK .u\.i\ ' “ tiooel-he e, sir '''la ondsotiK, 

and went out 1 le u.dked to tia st.ition\.r\ tkouviiilti] 
Foggartism ! Th.it v.isi if simpK proar iiimik- se .nuel li.isoi 
on the Supposiiloll thai huin.m Inuic' eould see iwo iinlies 
before their noses lint W.is tli.n supposumn iiistiiud , it 
■ to, would Pnid.ind hr so tovsn-riddi 11 .n.d oeer-popul.ued ' 
' JForonc man e.ip.d'le ed t.ikiiig.i I n iiid eaimprehensue\ienv 
, iad going lo sleep on It, there were nine —if neii nine-and- 
.nhiety—who eould take ne.ir .iiui I'.iriLil views .ind rem.im 
.'WWoawake. Pr.icuc.il polities ' I’he .niswer to all wisdom 
ihtMtOm you might boom it out. "Oh' .\li ' ^’ 01101 ; 

;llont — not a practical politician ! " It w.is public death to 
be so labelled. tViid Mich.iel, in his r.iiKv.iy-e.irriagc, with 
hist^'ea on the Pnghsh grass, lelt like a man on whom evers 
«B«Wa» heaping earth Had pelicans crying in the wildcr- 
am a sense of humour : It not, ilieir time wa.s pew. 
tinu|S, grass, grass ! (Irass and the towns! .Vnd, nestling 
jdy ebin into his heavy coat, he was soon faster asleep than 
•JKr James Foggart. 




CH\1TI R V 


(H 1 Ht i ysp 


Wins s.U'i “ !.< u* n i-i he itumiu it, of 

, i'ut !i \\,l^ ft i!U \(r\ ir\H'v; thii whenever 
an\ iJiiii'/ vycnt w rnn_t\ li(, .m { n-.t v '[in b.ijy )iad to ict 

It npl': ! 

TcImoIv nvtrr cIo‘:(.i\ irun the ni.iitfrlu w.i-* staying witii 
his Msi.T \\ ’ iImI l)irtie iij (,rt'ii >trca ] iriding hi* 
nephew \'.<\ .11 dinn r ifure :h( lirst nuht, he look the 
oppi)rtunii\ 't .'iskiiiit him wlailer Ik kiuw' .inyihing of 
Lord Ch.irlt s 1 rr ir 

“ \\ li.ii li" \ ‘'li w lilt O' kn<, 1 Hi !> s ^ ” 

“Anythin^’ uns.iiivf.u'ti'rv I’m told jus f.ithcr doesn’t 
speak to liim ” 

“Well," s..id \ .il, “it’s pener:il!\ th<K;i.dit he'll win the 
Lincolnshire with a horse ih.it uidn’i win the Cambridge-, 
shire.” 

“ I dim’l see the conniKiion " 

Val Dartie hooked at him through his lashes. He waf 
not gtnng to enter for the slander .stakes. “Well, bc’i 
got to bring off .i coup scKin, or go under.’' 

“ Is that all ' ” 

“ Kxcept tliat he’s one of those chaps who are pleaMBt 
to you when \<ju can be of use, and unpleasant when yoo 
can’t.” 

“ So J gathered from his looks,’’ said Soamci. *^Have 
yoo had any business dealings with lum ? ” 

“ Yes; I sold him a yearling by Torpedo oat of 
Baashcc.” 

SOI 
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“ Did he pay you ? ’’ 

Yes,” s.iiJ \ al, \^ith a crin ; .luJ she turned 'Uir no 
good.” 

“ H’m ! I suppose lie u.i^ unpK.isant .iftcruurJs ' 
That all )ou know ’ ” 

Val noddid Jle knew nn-r^, il ,ip can 1- '.dkd 

* more ‘ : Inil wliat v\as jnid'. d so ir^ - h with f lie smoke of 
r.icini; inen\ c u,Mrs w.ts hardl' siui', il to the ears oi hi \, <ts. 

For so oLl a man ot th .• "rivl was vin:.Milafiv 

unaware how in that il>‘'irahlc sphr-re, c.ilh d Soci. tv, 
every one is slattd< n..! daiK, and no hoiiis I'n-kin, slan¬ 
derers and s]and(nd dininc and j’'i ini,' tards to^v thcr 
with the utmost L'‘"'d lulina ml Ma nn'iitioii oi ir- 
slandering eai h other the nioaunt ihm ar/ round ih • 
corner. Smli .L,’eni d and ham raisinu reports r.acl; no 
outside ears, and Soaines re iil\ did not know whee to 
begin in\csiiu’.t:ion 

Can Vein ask ilim Mr Curlew to tv.a : " kc Si'd to 

Fleur. 

“ Wlnu tor, F.itl cr ■ ” 

“ So that I can pump him.” 

“i tltought there were detectives for .ill that sort of 

thing.” 

Soames went a sp ual cok-ur ^!ncc his employment 
of Mr. Polt ocd. vvht) had c.iui|ht him visiting his mvn 
wife’t bedroom m Pans, at tlic beginning of the century, 
the word detective produced a pain in his diaphragm. 
He dropped the subject. And yet, without detectives, 
what was he to do f 

One night, Winifred having gone to the tlicatrc, he sat 
down with a cigar, to think. He had been provided by 
Michael with a list of ‘ advanced ’ books and plays which 

* modem ’ people were reading, attending and discussing. 
He had eren been supplied witii one of the books: " Can- 
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th.ir,” by Pcr».c.\al C.umii He icuKcd it from his bed 
room, .md, iiirnini» up a l.irnp, opened ilic volume. After 
rc.idin^' the fust W\\ p.ii:es, m nhuh lie t.ould ve noihinjj, 
he lurm-J to the tnd .md rt. iJ h.kLw.trds In this wa) 
lie couhi ^kip h't(i.r, ,j:J e.oli iroiK im',*' iLre, to which 
he ver\ so(rne.ii!c, hdiom ontciix oiu-before 

it He liad rcailu*,! thi iniddli. ot the novel, Ulorc he 
ii ul reM'ri in to ihc tith p.n’cs How wav it that 

tin piibliduT .Old .luili'-r Wen (t l.iri’c ' Ali ! The 
in«print \\ o oi i f .r, ijn n.iture .^oiriies bri itliM] more 
freeK ’lli"i;eh .1\ iiiiii . iihi iiurli'T fiidi,'!, lurvinaii, 
Hof othirwi'.i {'t'‘.siMn.dlv eoiui-ihev! to In vliovLul, he 
w.is slialdi it W'-nien were re.uiuie i.’)*' ‘‘ori (jI ihmp. 
then ther' \' iil\ wu no di-.r-idion lutumi men and 
women iiow.i.io,s Hi ti>ok up tin b-H.k .ip.itn, .inJ read 
ste.idiU on to ih'. beumninu 'i’he troiie p-issatjes alone 
intertvtvel him The rest $eenud r.iinbhn;:, diMonncctcd 
stuff He rested .lu.tin W'h.it w is tins noud written for ? 
'I'o make rnon'v, of eourse Jfut was ih-rt another pur¬ 
pose ' \\ o'- tlie author one of ihi st * .irtisi * ](llovvs who 

thought that to i,Mvc \oa ‘life’- w.isn’t that the phrase ? 
thc\ must put down tvirv visit to a btdr'Kun, and some 
besides ? “ Art Jor Art’s sake,’ ‘ rc.dom ’ -what did they 

call It : In So mu s' lompar itiv. Iv bleak ( \pe ricncc * life * 
did not lonsjsr whollv ot visitinu bedrooms, so that he 
was un ible i<i admit that this bo .k was liJe, the whole of 
life, and noihim,' but hie "C.lvm’s a cr.ink, sir/’ Michael 
iiad said, when he handed him the novel He ihinkf 
people can’t become continent except through being cx- 
ccssivch incontinent, 5«j he shows his hero and heroine 
arriving gradually at commence.” ‘ At Bedlam/ thoaght 
Soames. They would see what a British Jury had to »ay 
TO that, an)'way. But how elicit a coo/essioo tlut this 
woman and her set had read it with gusto f And then an 
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idea occurred to him, so brilliant that he had to ponde 
deeply bchirc he loiilJ feel any confidence in it. Thes 
‘advanced ’ younq people had an\' amount of conceit 
every one wlei didn’t sfi.irc their views was a ‘ dud,’ or 1 
‘^undy’ S’lppos' the Iioi»k were .iti.ickcd in tin Press 
wouldn't n draw tlieir fire ^ .\ik 1 it iIk ir lire could lx 
drawn in print, coul.l it iV't Iv dm d afiervs .rds .ts csidtnci 
of their views on morahi) ' ll'in’ ddns would u int\ ct\ 
nice handlin': \nd iir-t of 'd, how was In to provt. ihai 
Marjorie l’< rr ir h id re ’d tins lu>.iK * < is*in<; about 

him, So.mif s was rewarded Iw anoih( r bnlhant ihouelit 
Younj^ Butt- rti. Id ulm ImJ lie'll'! d l.iiu to pri-vc the 
of Eldcrson in that matter -d t}, l‘ I’ R S and ow-d his 
place at D.eilw ^ W’mt^r's, the pu! led.i rs, tu ,'s.>.,mes’ 
recommendation ' U h\ nut make us« of Inm ^ Mkhael 
always said tlu* youne man was j/rati tul An-l obsmrin^^ 
the title (<f th ' book .utainsi ht-> fi ink, jt> eas<“ he should meet 
a servant, So mies sought his own Ik dri-om 

His last thought that night was almost diagnostic 
* In my young da\s we read th a s..rt ot book if we could 
get hold of it, and didn’t snv so ; now, it seem*, the \ make a 
aplash of reading it, and pretend 11 docs eood ' ’ 

Next morning from 'Tin.' O'nn'.i-.s jrs’ lie telephoned 
•to D»nby Winter’s, and askiJ to speak to Mr. 
Bniwrlicld, 
f’Yes!” 

“Mr. Forswe spe.iking. Do you remember me i ” 

“ YtS, indeed, sir,” 

' .“Cm you step round to the Connoisseurs’ Club this 
mtuilisg some time ( ” 

• “Certainly, sir. Will twhi-thirty suit yon f ” 

SeoetiTc and fastidious in m.itters connected with sex, 
Sounes very much disliked ha^ng to speak to a young 
nutik abrat an ‘ immoral ’ book. He saw no other way ot 
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it, however, ,rnJ, on Ins visitor's arrival, shook hands and 
beg.ui .It once 

“ Tins !s confiJi ii11.1l, Mr. liuttcrficU ” 

Butterfield, wl.osc I'v, s h.id itlowtd over the 

handsli.ike. .ms.n r■.! ■ 


“ Yes, sir I’cc 

: 'it for.,’'.tkii wh.n \"U d.d ter me, sir.” 

So tliUs j 

l.-l.lMlit 

:’ c ho-il' 



' kr,' w 

: ii nos {! ; ” 


Hufi- : < 

l.i SP.d 

.1 'ii; i-. 


“’iCS, C.I h’c 

p; , k.iin I'.K.'.s Is 1 l.i't'rc p .sing five 

p.jiin.K .1 c 

'P’ t ’f . 



'‘Il.lVr. 


IL ^ ” 


TilO \"'.. 
wav. sir " 


1 !,IS 1- 

!! '* 1 not come my 

■ > 

u.ts r 

■. .1 -Wtll, 

don’t' Hut just attend 

,i jncMi' 'i' 

Cii' - 

inl 1)11’. t' n t ' 1 

1 . oi 1', .li I n ivpcnse, 

.inJ p. St t 

'icHl [ • 

;< n :■ pr u 

■ ii .111 s 1 II gue you f 

Tlic)‘rc 

1 r’^re < 

>T IcvS onii t [■ 

d witii lit. r 'lure. You 

can pul in 

slips I 

1 s.iy tlic C'lf 11 

s arc complimentary, or 

wli,iic\ cr \ 

1 'll V .1 

It iiij merit! 

n no n mus ” 


The cou.'if m.in Butii-rfijIJ '.iJ Jc)'rcc.itini;ly : 

“ Tl.e j IS nsini; all the ione, str. It’ll cost yOU Sffll 
on siMtv p '.i.'lds.” 

" Nev^r mind that ” 

“ You v.ish the hook 1 oiuM I, sir ? ” 

“ (j'uid Gad —no! I ii.i-.e nn re.isoni, hut we see^’t 
go into th m.” 

“ I see, sir. And you want the copies to come— at if— » 
as if from heaven ; " 

“ That’s It,” said hu.imcs. ‘‘ I t.ike it that publilhot 
often send doubtful hcnaks to people the)- think will lupport 
them. There’s just one other thing. Can you call a weefc, 
Ifitcr on one of the people to whom you’ve sent the ilOtStti' 
and offer to sell another copy at if you were an attest UtJt f 
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I want If) m.ikc quite sure ifs ulrcuj} reached that person, 
and heen read. You uon't i^ivc v'ujr name, ot lourse 
Will you do tins for me ’ ” 

The e\e^ of the soun;: man Rut ter field ai:.iin eloueJ : 

“ Yes, sir I one you a ijre.it d^al, sir ” 

So.inus .uerted Ins e\es, he disliltd all ceprcnsion of 
gratitude 

“Here's the list of n.uiu s, then, nitli thur addresses. 
I’ve underlined the "iir ’,t,u (j]] ,,n I'll write \i>u .» 
cheque to iC" tin vsitfi . and \"ii i in h i me know Liter tf 
there’s nnythini: more to p i\ 

He sat down, while the \ouni: iu.m Uutiert'.eld s>.ru'.iiiscd 
the list. 

“ I see it’s a lady, sir, that riii t" < ,»•! oti " 

“Yes; does that make an', dihiruii-.e (''So’a 

“Not at all, sir \d\ai‘aed littT.iturr is uriM.n i^r 
ladies novvada\ s " 

“ H'm ! s.ud Soaines “ I h -j t \ou're dome wt 11 ' 

“SpIcndidK, sir. [ was \er\ s.irr\ tint Mr Mont left 
us ; wc*vc been doinu better ever siiue 

Soames liticd an cvebrow llu statement confirmed 
maiU' an old suspiuon When tlie voime m.m had pine, 
he tXok up “C.mthar" Was he (apahle ot writing m 
altJckXon it in tin. I^ress, mer tlie signature ' Pat.r- 
familias'? ’ IK'-was no* "Ihc job required some one 
used to that sort of thing Ucsules, a ri.al signature 
would be iicsded to draw lire It would not do to ask 
Michael to si one , but Old Mont might know some 
fogey «t the ‘ Itcj^hcn.eum ' who carried meta! lending 
for a bit of bij^e^ p-ips'r, he disguised tlie cuscr with 
it, put the volutf^ m his ovcrco.u pocket, and set out for 

* Snooks.’ fast 

He found Sir ^rence .ibout to lunch, and they sat 
dovm together. )RiQ/ng sure that the waiter was not 
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lookin'^ over hi"? shouKicr. So.uno*;. uho had brought the 
bc'ok m vMth him, pubhed ii owr. ,ifiJ ^.iiJ . 

“ ll.ne \ou r'..\d that ' ” 

Sir rcnihinno J 

■’M\ dear 1 i(, wi.'v t’.is nv'rK.l <. ? Evcr\ 

boJ\\ri. 1 ii!': 1 hov saN ilarL’’'- laiNpoak jMo ” 

“ Then \.iu 1'.■ I’t ' " 1’! > ' niu \ i m piin: him to the 
point 

“ \<>t \ct, hut i( !'.i «: )i me, I uil! I’m tired of 

pc j'!(. 1 It a'^k’iv: nio il IT*, r-ad ‘that 

di^iL’uv" ' ('M,k ’ lt\ II'I t iir. 1 ursuc Did you 

ei.i"\ U ' ” 

“ I skiinnud it/’ M-i h'lani'v, ! ><k::i<: rminJ his nose. 
1 Iiad a ri. o- n Wla n \' u’\ e r\ .;d it. I’l! (<’11 \ uu ” 
r I.auriiai iToa-jhl it hak t" him al *lta Connoil- 
Seors ’ tw-/ . *■ 1 0 r 

llac ) . r . nu .!< ir lorsut,” he said “I never 
vs,;s niort i ; to tjet rid i<i a ' I\c- h« t n in a con- 
tiiiu i] Slew !• r 1 'F > uiii’ "Mrseen uiih 11 ' Pcrecval 
CaKin .ur iir ' " 

" l'/\actl\ ' " said ^".inus “ N< a, I u.ini tu get that 
K ti tk attaeki vi 

‘ Vtm ' Is ‘''aiil also .iniong the prophets? Why this 
suddtn /esi ■ ” 

*• It’s rather roundahoui,” said Soames, sitiing on the 
bo4'k He detailed the reason, .tiid ended uiih . 

•’ Don’t say anything m Michael, or I’leur ” 

Sir L.iwrcncc listened with his tuivting smile. 

•• I see,” he said, “ I see Vers cunnint:, Forsyte. You 
want me to get some one vshosc name will act like a red 
rag It mustn’t be a novelist, or thc\‘ll say he’* jeabu* 
—vshich he probabl) is: the ha»k’s selling like hot cakes 
—1 believe that’s the expression Ah! I think—I rather 
think, Forsyte, that I have the woman.” 
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“ Woman ! ” said Soames. “ They won’t pay anv 
attention to that.” 

Sir Lawrence cocked his loose eyebrow. “I believe 
you’re right—the only women they p.iy attention to now¬ 
adays arc those wlm go one better th.in themselves Shall 
I do it myself, and sign ‘ Outraged I’arcnt ' r ” 

“ I laelieve it wants a real ii.inie ” 

“Again right, I'orsyte ; it does HI drop into the ' P.tr- 
themum,' and see if any one’s due ” 

Two days later Soames reteued .1 note 

“ The I’.irthemeiim, 
“ I rid,iy 

“ My Dkar Forsyti , 

"I’ve got the m.in—the Editor of ‘'I'lie I'roi.ioumst ’ , 
and he'll do it under Ins ovsn n nni'. W h.n's more. I've put 
him on to the right lino. \\ e h id .1 spirited argument He 
wanted to tre.it it df hunt fti Et> .IS the work of a dirts cliild 
I said: ‘No. This thing is ssinpiomatic Treat it 
serionsly ; show that it represents .1 school ot thouglit, a 
deliberate literary attitude ; and m.ike it .i plea for censor¬ 
ship.’ Without the word ccnsorsliip, I'orsyte, thev will 
never rise. So he’s leaving his wife and t.ikmg it into the 
^country for tlie week-end 1 .ulmire sour umduct ot the 
defence, my Je.ir Eor.sjtc : it’s very subtle Hut if vou’ll 
forgive me for saying so, it’s more important to prevent the 
cawcoming into Court titan to get a verdict if it does. 

“ Sincerely yours, 

” Lawri SCI. .Mont.” 

Witk which sentiment Soames so entirely agreed, that he 
wait down to Mapledurham, and spent the nc.xt tvro 
alttsmocasgoing round and round with a man he didn't tike, 
Uttiaga ball, to quiet his mind. 



cii\rTM-; VI 

Miriivn vi-ins nitiisM cmiv 

Till- fcclini; III J’i'r. i"!i uiili ulmii Micli.ic) h.iJ come 
li.n. 1 . lri"'i ;U l.ijni .-iJ nr'.'■ w 'ntinwliit mitigated 
In Ii-iif'. U V..I': fumiiL,’ ti.iiii ['I ‘ i'll nt v.ir\iiig claasti, 
nL.irli .']i i,tv ill'} u.ri ni inc. nul c irncst. lliey 
m.iJi hi:' n..ii' r -Al.i-ii.ir .ii. r .hi I'r.uii, il pollticiana 

utTc i: 'I 1."' 1,1'iru J, iiii Hi' ni.iii.iL-irs uf music- 

h.ills v'l. 11'.' ii'.,! t',1 I’ul'h i.ir.l.ilh. Ii'.rn iheir more 
i iMilul mI'.' 11.11 m.idc l.irn icol th.it there might be 

.1 ‘.pint 111 ti'- .'iiinirv tli.u n IS nut r .ilK ri'prcwntcd in 

tin Ihiiiv , ' r 1 tin in il'L IVsi Vniunp tin n-!i tlcri W»» 

line V. hi h ; .m ; 

“ i-iiiishint llnujc, 

“ I'll thii.il Green. 

•'Piak\1i' .Most, 

"1 n IS Ml i.-.liilly L'l.td to ri ,ui smir speech in 'Thf 
I’lmes ’ I Pis'..iul} 'P'.t Sir J.imcs 1 i.i;;;jrt’s book. I 
think tin wlK.ie p.'his is .simp!-, sph iiiiul 'V’ou’vc no 
idt.i hon he.iit-hre.ikine it is li.r us wh ■ iry to do tilingl 
for ihildren, t.i kin.n lli.il I'.iuti'vcr He d" is bound tO be 
snowed under in tin nlr the} go to svhi n sshool age end*. 
\Vc hnee a good opportunity here of suing tfie lealitiea 
of chi’-l life in London It’s ssondcrfui to see the foodneai 
of the m-jtlicrs for the little ones, in spite of their OWB 
hard lis'cs—tiiouith not .ill, of course, by .my meant; bdt 
we often notice, and I think it's common experience, Aat 
when the children get beyond ten or tweive, tl» {nodiUM 
509 ■ 
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for fhcm bccin? tu ,i'\uinc .inutinr furm I it's 

really ihc lommcru.i! po^'^ibilitic.s of tlic child m.il my 
themselves hit \\ l.sn money comes in at the door, dis¬ 
interested love seems to move towards the wmdou. 1 
suppose It’s nitiir.il, hut it's .lufiilK s.iJ, hei.iiisi tlie 
commerei.il possihiliiies arc I’rturalle so miser.ihh', and 
the children’s .ifter-life is often li ill rmm d for tin s.da ot the- 
few shillings thev earn 1 do le re e nils hopi sm letl.iiie a ill 
come of j'our .ippi.il, oiile lioiiL's nioee so slowle, eion't 
they? 1 wish eon eeoulel tome eioee ii .oid sm our House 
here. The children are adorahh . .nid ue tre to mee itiiiii 
sunshine. 

“ hiiu' r' Is e 1 iiirs, 

■' \ok \ii L'l HI 1 \s ” 

Bertie Curfeev’s sister! Hut surds thii e..se would mu 
really come to .uisthine' (Ir.itelul lor eiuour.ie limit, 
and seeking light on I ovgariism, he eh i ided to yo Per¬ 
haps Norah Curfew would t.ihe tin litlle Hoddhks' He 
suggested to J-lctir th.ii slir sliould aieomp.ms him, but she 
was afraid of picking up something unsuu.iblc tei the 
eleventh baronet, so he went alone 

I The house, facing the wiiitrs sp.u e called Bethnal 
Green, consisted of three sm.ill houses e..iuertcd into one, 
with their three small back y.irds, trellised round and 
gravelled, for a phu ground Over the dour were the 
words; SUNbHl.N'F HOUSK, in gehl capitals. The walls 
were cream-coloured, the woodwe'rk dark, .in i the curtains 
of gay chintz, Mieh.icl was reeciscd m the eniraiKe-lobbe 
by Norah Curfew herself. Tall, slim and straight, with 
dark hair brushed back from a pale face, she li.id brown 
eyes, clear, straight and glossing. 

‘ Gosh 1 ’ thought Michael, as she wrung his hand. ‘ She 
u swept and garnished. No basement in tier soul! ’ 
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“ It rr.7' pooil of \ou to ci'mr, Mr Mont Let me take 
you over the house. This is tin pl.ivrt>oin ” 

Mk'li.icl tiitcroJ n r(Knn I'l spotless tlurjcicr, which 
had c\uicniK !ornu*d from scvcr.a! knocked into 

one Jsi\ sni ill Jrilon dressi ,1 in I'lui linen xsrrc seated 
on till. Hour, pl.iMiyi,' U.uni-s ‘11 h\ tnil'r.iu\i ilic knees 
of Nordi Curfew uhen emu- \Mthin ri.uh With the 
es< ;tion -ii dim' litile I'lil Muh.iol »{'oui,’ht them r.ilhct 
.u-I) 

"’i(i;se.tr< our rcsuirn's P,' 'iiii'rs .mlv tome out of 
sihoo] lu'urs \\(. iii\^ to I.Ill,! lii'-ni ind that’s 

. .1 It, sv|U(.e/< W’c u tnr hinds to i il .. ilu* next 

t\So ll 

" 1 low in iio Ml ;, li .iP worl.hie !, ri 

Ivso '.I >.'• do the i.ook,.i.'. one the .iccounis; 
.itid tin r«.st ’.'.is’nnj, nu n iiru'. l'i’I'-. mi.-:’ d.incinK, 

and t^’oncr.iK !-■ >r< ^ 'hw*) oi i.s Its- in*’ 

■■ 1 vlofi't s wur h trps ,iiid ' rowns.” 

N-.r ih Ct;'-:- \s sm'h d 
“ r.iun 1.” s!ie s lid 

“ W il .1 do \Mii do .ihout r-.I.'Mon'” .isked Mtchacl, 
thinhmi'the (le\i nth h (roll i'* tirnn 
‘■Util, 0(1 the ul'i.I'- u<. don't V(.i sec^ ifu\'rc none 
of tiani nior. th.n . .ind ih' r-lieious age, when it* 

1 ‘^ins ..r ill, iv,." 's \\itii s: \ li'ojt : lurhen. We just 
irv to hM< h Kindness .mJ ( h-c rhiln-I h.ul my brother 
down ilie other d i\ lie’s .dw.iys 1 high- d .it me ; but he's 
ijoiriL,’ to do a rrmtince Pr us, md us tin proceeds " 

U’h.iT pl.i\ ' ” 

'* I think It's called ‘ TIil l^iam l)e.ilrr’ He savs he’* 
alwavs wanted to do u |.ir a cood •)lne(.t ” 

Mich tel stared " I> > \ou know ’The I’lain Dealer*;** 
“ No . It’s bv one of the RcstoratKin people, isn’t it f ** 

“ Wscherlev." 
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“ Oh! yc5' ” Her eyes remaining dearer than the 
dawn, Michael thought : ‘ Poor dear ! It’s not mj business 
to queer the [ntch of lier monrj'-gctting , hut .Master Bertie 
likes his little joke ! ’ 

“I must bring ni\ wife doun litre,” he slid, "she'd 
love your nails and lurtains And 1 u-antcil to .I'-l, sou 
You haven't room, ii.ise you, for isso more liitl eirls, it 
we pay for them ’ '1 heir f iilu r's .io.sn and oui. and I'm 

Starting him in tlie eouiitrs—no luoi'.r'' 

Norah Curfew wnnLled In r siraieht bro s , an 1 on lur 
fact came the look Micliael aiss iss eonneit' I v.iili lialoi', 
an anxious longing to stretch eood-v.i.i i. \ond gouir and 

pocket. 

“ Oh! we must'” sill said. “ I’ll rnanaei somehow 
What are their nanus '• ” 

“ Boddick CKrisii.in, I d'Ii’i 1,1-us 1 c ill liicin by 
their ages—I'our and l-n. " 

“ Give me the addre ss I’li go i, ! me tin in invsclf, if 
they haven’t got .mstlung caiehing, th-y shall (■e-ie ” 

"You really arc an .m.-d," said .Mu h tel, simpl; 

Norah Curfew cedoured, .tnd opened a deor “ That's 
siUy." *he said, still more simple. "'Ilns is our mess- 

room.” 

■ It was not large-, and cont.lined a girl working a tspe- 
writer, who Steippeei ssith her haneis ein the kess and 
looked round ; anoilu-r girl beating up eggs in a bowl, who 
iltopped reading a book of poetry ; and a third, svho seemed 
prActising a physical exercise, .ind stopped ssith her arms 
extended. 
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Micli.icl nEd h(TOcJ “ Bc.itint; ihc nir, I'm afraid,” 

“ Oh ' hut, Mr .\Innt, It mu'*! h.ivc an effect It said 
wh.ii .s(i main ['coplr arc realK thinkinj,' ” 

“ Ah ' " Saul Mkliji.1, •* hut ihiir rhou?hts arc w dccj', 
\<ju know 

I)(> ‘>ir >l(A\n ” 

aMultaci hai on tla < rul id a { e u ■ h k hint divan. 

“ I was h'>rn m ^>llllh saul the rjjc-hcatcr, 

“ansi I know what’s waiting,' 

“ M\ falhc'r Was in tfu Huust,' said tlic I'lrl, wIjosc 
arms had toiiu’ d>iun i'» lur sjh.'iiiv) s'dts "He was 
\trv rmish stnu 1- \ri\\\a\. wi >< julK i^'rattJul” 

Miih.icl l.inkfd ironi 'uu- l‘> tfic nth'r 
“I .su{'pi"( ii \<'ij divin't all tMhc\< in thing's, you 
wouldn't he -!i me this - }'nu d-ui't think the shutters arc 
up in I nelan.l. .ur.wa\ 

"(iii'id Lord, 11"'” said the pirl .it llie tvpcvvTitctf; 
"ytfu'sc onK t" live amon^j tin poor to know th.tl ” 

" 'I'he poor hav< n't ^'ot everv virtue, and the rich haven't 
t,'ot every vice • that's nonsense'” broke in the physical 
exerciser. 

Michael murmured s.Kdliiiiclv. 

" I wasn’t tliinkinp ot that. I was wondering whether 
something doesn't hang over our iicads too much ? *’ 

” D'vou mean p<»ison-gas ’ ” 

” Partly ; and town Wight, and a feeling that Progreii 
has been found out.” 

” Well, I don't know,” replied the egg heater, who was 
dark and prettv ” I used to think so in the war. But 
Europe isn’t the world Europe isn’t c\en very important, 
really, d'hc sun hardly sliincs there, .in)way.'* , 
Michael nodded After all, if the Millennium comet 
and w'c do blot each other out, in Europe, it^U only mean 
another desert about the size of the Sahara, and the lost 
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'of a lot of people obviously too ill-conditioned to be fit 
to live, It’d be a joll\ piod lesson to the rest of the 
world, wouldn’t it ? Luckily the other continents are far 
off each other.” 

“ Cheerful! ” cxelaimcd N'orah Curfew 
Michael prinned. 

“Well, one can’t help catckinj; the atmosphere of this 
place. I .idmirc you all friphtfulh, sou know, ^ivinjj up 
everything, to come .and do this ” 

“That's tosh,” s.aid the t;irl at the t\ pi writer “\Vh.it 
il there to give up—bunm-hugging r One got usid to 
doing things, m the war,” 

“If it conies to th.it," said the cgg-be.ilcr, “ wr .idniire 
you much more, for not giving up I’.irluiiicnt.” 

Again Muh.iel grinned 

“Miss L.i l''om.iuie—warned in the kitelu ii ! ’’ 

The egg-ln-atcr iveiil tow.irJs tin door 
■ " Can you beat eggs ? D'souniind—shan’t he a minute ” 

Handing Michael the bmvl .uui fork, she v.iiushid 
“TVhat a shame ! ” said Nor.ih Curlew ” Let me ' ” 
“No,” said Mich.iil; “ I can beat eggs with .inyhodv. 
What do you all feel about cutting children adrift .at 
fifteen ? ” 


“Well, of course. It’ll be biucrly opp.oscd,” s.aid the girl 
at the typewriter ” They'll call it inhuman, and all that 
It’* much niiiri. inhum.ui reallv to keep them here " 

“The real trouble,” s.iul .Vorah Curlew, “ .ip.irt from 
die duflings earned, is the class-ihierference idea. Besides, 
Imputalism isn't popular.” 

i “I »hould jolly well tlunk it isn’t,” muttered the 
jphyiipd exerciser. 

“ Ah I ” said the typist, “ but this isn’t Impserialism, is it. 
Hr. Moat f It’s all on tKc lines of making the IXiminions 
|hc cqiul of the Mother Country/' 
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Michael nodJcd. “ G)mmonweaUh.” 

“That won’t prtxcnt ihcir (.imouilncin^' their objection 
to losing tlic children’s wajjes,” ^.nd ilie physical exerciser. 

A close distussiun endued hctuccn the three youn^ 
women as to the exact ctfcct ui ^.hildrcn’s wajjes on the 
workint:-cH''‘> luidi^'ct Michael Uat his citgs and listened. 
It wa^, he knew, a point of the utmost imp»jrtanec. The 
general contlusion seemed lo ih.it children earned oa 
the whole r.itficr more than tlu ir ktep, Inii tliai it was 
‘\cr\ short-Mciiit d in ilu ]"nL- run,’ I'ecauw* it lostered 
burrlus }-‘u|’u!.»'i"n an^i unemph'Nnn nt, and a “great 
sliamc ” T<i sp' 'll the < hiKlreii's khaiKcs for the sake of the 
parents 

The cnir ifnr nt fhr * c’C'-h(att r put a stop to it. 

“T(i'‘\’r' i't.'.iriir:,' to uaiu in, N'Tah'* 

The phssKal cxtrciscr slipfcd out, and Norah Curfew 
said : 

“ Nttw, Mr Mont, would you like to sec tlu in ? ” 

Michael t''il<''wd her H', \\.i\ thinking ‘ I wish Fleur 
had Come ! ’ TLc‘>e girls seemed really to Ivlievc in 
things 

Downstairs the children were trielling in from tchooL 
He stood and w.nchcd them 'i'liey seemed a queer blend 
of anxmia an-i \iiahty, of rflervisccnec and obedience. 
Unselfconsenms as puppies, but old Ix'vond their yenrti; 
and set, locjking as if thev ncs(r thought ahead. Each 
movement, each actum was as il it were their last. They 
were \ers quick M.i' i nl them larriej something to «*t 
in a pjper bu^;, or i bit of prejsc-pjpcr. They duttetod,, 
and didn’t laugh Their aeecnt struck Michael ai deploc. 
able. Si.v or ses cn at most were nice to look at ; bot Oftiufy 
all looked coia-iempcrcd, and none seemed to be 
Their movements were jerky. They mobbed Norah CtoitW 
and the physical exerciser ; obeyed withoot ^QOitka^ 
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ate without appetite, and grabbed at the house-cat. 
Michael was fascinated 

With tiiem came four or fne mothers, vs ho liad questions 
to ask, or bottles to fill 'J'hcy too were on perfect terms 
with the )ounL,' w<.nun Class did not exist m this liousc ; 
only personality was present He n<;ticed that the ehilJrcn 
responded to Ills t;rin, that the wonun didn't, thoue;}! thev 
smiled at Norah Curfew and the pli\‘-ical exf-reiser , he 
W’ondcred if thev would ^i\i Imii .< bn i<t iluir niinds if 
they knew ot his spec ^ h 

Norah Cur}( w at i.ornpanud liini to ihc door. 

“ Aren’t then diu ks : " 

“i’m afraid if I saw iiimh ot them, I should ^»ivc up 
I'oggariiMn ” 

“ Oh ! but wh\ f " 

“Well, )'>ii stc It desiens to inaki them nun and wonuii 

of propertv 

“You mean that would spoil ilicm ’ 

Micliiel ^tnnned “ ddurCs •.onieihine d ini^erous .ibout 
silver spoons Here's my initiaiion he " He handed her 
all his monev. 

" Oh 1 Mr Mont, we didn't — ' " 

“ VV'ell, .eise me baek sixpence, otlierwisi. I sliall have 
10 walk lioiiK' ” 

“It’s frighitullv kind of \ou Do eiinu aeam , and 
please don't give up Eoegartism " 

He walked to the train thinking of her eves, and, on 
reachiDg home, said to Elcur 

^*You absoluielv must come and see that plaec It's 
quite clean, and the spirit's topping It's bucked me up 
like anything. Norah Curlew’s pvTtecily splendid.'’ 

Fleur looked at him between her lashes. 

“ Oh ! ” »lie s.ud. “iwill." 



Cn\PTFR VII 

10 s i \ I 

'I'm l.inJ the iipi'uc .it l/.ppii;-h i!l v .1 ten- 

nr> I'lt 111 |'"r L’ri“. .n.'l rr.Ai!, ii-iuiJ round, 

to Ml ii If u I*- pi-'[^ rj. 1 pi I'T o'li I \pi.'nmcnt 

witli L'li It'-, il' imJii;)'.1 I'M ,'uv pi!-ivl_\ Would drink their 
in !I I’ I I o.t'i'rx li. .t di 1 n >t ■! iia m ii't!} hv gr<?winn 
1'od, noM'iin ’ 1.1 I }.. <‘11 dot), w Ml r I'.\ I)■ itinher tins 
p. or I l.Mio'i >ir l..i\\raiM w.is being 

.u.ti\i \\ i'}!' n d CIjsc to til' v"ppKv the hut h.id been 
I re. t< d, .III 1 ]' Jit an am. < orn. ri< d into j st-.i of mud. 

Tin. Loppai. pn.'i’’:'d #n iiui-d jiul dr.igglcd 

.ippe.ir lue, owing lei tin re'..»gis ol 11 nrv llodditk and 
.Mother rn.in, who j. d i.ui .end sf.e.Ld t (.ju.mtity of 
tiiiil’er, uloih j tonir.Hior w.is pr.i ' ' <II\ njecting for 
ilk tow) houo n i ';r..n ir\ 'Hk iin i.!'..tor-house wai at 
piLbent in ilu n »turc oi .» pn plk'-> Pre'gross, in fact, 
w IS soiik\\},ii sh.u, but It w.is hoped th.it fowls might 
be‘ .jike-d to i" :;n tli-ir opcr.iti iju stM.)n after the New 
Year In thr ni<.int:nu .Mk'h.icl Ji.id deeidcd that the 
colony h.id better get the wi rst over and into residence. 
Scraping the .M.tr.or flousi for lurniiurc, and sending io 
a store- of groitrics, oil l.tmps, .md so.ip, he installed 
Boddick on the Kli, e.irm.»rked the centre for the Bergfclds, 
and the nglii hand for bv>.nn He was present when 
the Manor car brought them from the station. The murky 
day was turning cold, the trees dripped, the car*wheell 
splashed up the surface water. I rom the doorway of 

5*7 
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the hut Mich.icl watched them got out, and thought he 
had never seen three more untimely creatures. Bergfcld 
came first; having only one suit, ho had put it on, and 
looked what he was—an actor out of a job. Mrs Borgfeld 
came second, and liavintr no outdf>or coat, looked what 
she was —nearly fro/cn Sw.iin came last. On his 
shadowy face was notlung quite so spirited as a sneer, 
but he gaiitd .about him. and seemed to sa\ : ‘ M\ 

hat! ’ 

Boddick, wiili a sort of prescience, was absent m the 
coppice. ‘ He,' thought Mu luul, ‘ is my oni\ jov 1 ’ 

Taking ilu-ni into ih( kuclun niessroom of the hut, he 
deployed a thermos ot h<>t loliee, a cake, and .i bottle of 

rum. 

“Awfully s<'rr\ tilings htok so dishevtllcd ; but I think 
the hut’s dr\, .ind there are pleniv of blankets These 
oil-lamps smell r.nher You were m the war, Mr Swain ; 
you'll feel at home m no time Mrs Hergkld, \ou look 
so cold, do put s*>me rum into sour coffee ; we alwavs do 
when we go over the top.” 

They all put rum into their coffee, which had a marked 
effect. Mrs. Bergleld's cliceks grew pmk, and lier eves 
darkened. Swain remarked that the Jiui was a ‘ hit of 
4 dl right ’; Ucrgfeld began making a speech. Michael 

• checked him. “ Boddick knov\s all the ropes. I'm afraid 
, I*ve got to catch a train , Tve miK just time to show )ou 

>' round” 

While whirling hack to town afterwards he fch that he 
had, indeed, abandoned his platoon just as it was going 

• over the top. That night he would be dining in Society ; 
there would be light and warmth, jewels and pictures, 
'wine and talk ; the dinner would cost the board of his 

c’^down and outs' for a quarter at least; and nobody 
fPoaU give them and their like a thought. If he 
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ventured to draw Fleur’s attentjon to the contrast, the 

would say* 

“ My dear boy, that’s like a hook h\ Gurdon Minho; 
you’re scniinicntal ” And he would feel a fool 

Or would lie ' Would lie not, palup*:, look at her small 
distiHL'iiishtd head, and think . ‘ "loo caiv a wav out, mv 
dear, ihobt who rak( it iiavi iifdt heads’’ And, then, 
his c\c’', siraviiip firtlicr vioun to that s%hitc throat and 
all the vl. lints lusdiiuss 1h-Iovs, would convev a warmth 
to his 1'li‘oJ and a vs.irnitiu to lii*. hraiii not to ^*ivc way 
to Masplums. list It end I's •.U‘;turbi!U' Mis** For what 
with 1 j'oulirs, Jid die nst of jt, Muhaelhad 

Serious thouphts s-ii’iiinu", that 1 kur liad none; and 
vsiih wivioHi I'orii < t l"se, Ir kiiiw lint it slic liadn’t, she 
never would liasc, .ilixl he must ;’ei used to it. She wai 
what she u o. did could I'c toiisfrted (UiU in popular 
fiction I's.'li'nt iuisijicss for ii,i sdi-eentrcd heroine to 
turn fniin in'or^st in her own lKloneiti"s to jntercsi in 
ptnple who h.-d no In lonjjings , but in htc it wasn’t done. 
Fleur at ic..'•I I .i’:i--iit'aped In r s« It . t niration grace¬ 
ful!) , aiivi with Kit-! Ail' lull Kit was herself ( 

N.J hr did not nuntion liis ‘down ami outs’ on their 
wav to dinner in 1 .ifi-n .''i.juari He took insiead a lesson 
in the roval Firsona;;t n.init.d mi tlieir invitation card, 
and marvilh i at lUur's kri'whdje “She’s intcrcfted 
in social m.iturs .And d>. rmurmb. r, Mid'.K-I, not to tit 
down till she asks \ou to, and n»ji tog** away before her, 
.ind to s.iv • rn Fain 

Michael grinned “ I suppose they’ll ail be oobt, 
sn—er--wliv the dt jcc diU the) .«bk us 1 ” 

But Fleur was sihni, thinking ot her curtsey. 

Roy.'ihy was afiabk, the dinner short but raperb^ 
served and eaten off gold j late, at a rate which ttut^ ^ 
impression that there rcrdl, wasn't a moment to ipffK. 
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Fleur took a mental note of this new necessity She knew 
personally five of the twentv-four diners, and the rest .i« 
in an illusir.ited paper, darkly. She h.id seen iliem all 
there at one time or ant»tlicr, stepping hideousK in pad- 
clocks, photographed with their nflsprmt: or tlmr tli'cs, 
about to reply for the Colonies, or ‘ takine a lunar' at a 
flying grouse Her quick instma apprclu ndeJ almost at 
once the reas(»n \\h\ she and Mu had h.ul ]•■(•(. n invited. 
HlS Speech ’ Like some ne\s sp<timen .it the Zoo, he w.is 
an object of curiosit\, a stunt She s.us pcopK nodding 
in the diretlum of him, seated opposite her between two 
ladies covered with tlesh and pearls ['Auteel .ind \erv 
pretty, she flirted vsith the \diniral on her right, .ind 
defended Muhad wuh spirit from tin. I’nda-^n r<.tar\ on 
her left. TIu Admiral grew warm, the I'ndt r vSe c retar\, 
too young tor emotion, '.•ild 

** A little kruiwledge, Mrs Mont," he said .it ih< end 
his short second innings, “ is a dangerous tiling " 

“ Now where have I heard that ? " said Idcur. “ Is it 
in the Bible ? " 

The Under-Secretary tilted his chin 
‘‘We who ii.ae t<i work Departnunts know tf>o much, 
perhaps; but \our husband certainK doesn't kmiw enough, 
foggartism is .m .imusmg idta, but ilicrc u stops." 

“Wc shall see!” said Fleur. “What do you sa\, 
Admiral ? ” 

‘‘Foggartism ! W’hat's that—new kind of death ray ? 
I saw a fellow jesterday, Mrs. Mont—give you my word 1 
—who’s got a ra\ that goes through three bullocks, a 
nine-ioch brick w.dl. and gives a shock to a donkey on tlic 
other side ; and only at quarter strength.” 

FTcur flashed a look round towards the Undcr-Sccretary, 
who had turned his shoulder, and, leaning towards the 
Admiral, murmured: 
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“ I wish \‘)u’d 1,'ive a shtKk i<^ the Jonkev on wv other 
side; he \sants it» and I’m not nine inciuw thick.'’ 

Hut before the Admiral (.ould slioui his death ray, 
Rovah\ li id r’srn 

In till aj'irtno nt to ulm h fleiir u is wilhdr.usn, she 
had lx til M’. Ill',* liitl' t<-r s"!!*' Miiniitts, and noticing' 
inutli. uhtn iter hovtis’' c inv np iiut said 
“ M\ di .r. li. r R.e il llu-hiKss - ” 

1 Icur ri! inin'c t \I r\ un 

A frnii. oTid }i (fid j’litid tlie sofa Inside her. 

Miurs.it (tov.fi \ tr,.rik md sitnp> \.>ut ^ iid 
*’Wh.it .n I'.t'f supa’ s’'Mth Miu’’ liuslund m.ide ! ll 
vs.IS ri ’r. '1,;''^, 1 th"U;:}it 

*’Vts, in.i am,” ^.lld 1 Rur ; “but ilare it will Mop, I 
am ti'ld " 

A flint snid- turhd bps L'uililtss ot vnlmirini.’ matter. 

“ Well, I'triiaps H.is he ii'eii lon^' iii Ibirliatiunl ? ’* 

“ ()nl\ a Mar ” 

“ \h ' I hktd his t-ikim; up the tud^teb for the 
ihildrtn ” 

“ yomc ptnple think he’s proposing a new kind of child 
slaverv ” 

*• Oh ' reallv ' Have \ou anv thildrcii ” 

“Om,” said J irur, and added iionestlv “.And ] rau»t 
5a\ I wouldn’t part with him at lourteen ” 

“ .All ’ And have sou bc< n long married ? ’* 

“ Tour years ” 

At tins niomciu th' royal ladv saw some one else the 
wished to speak to, and was compelled to break off the 
conversation, which she did very graciously, leaving Flcuf 
with the fceiinc that she had been disappointed with the 
rate of production. 

In the cab trailing its way home through the ioggy 
night, she felt warm and excited, and as if Michael wats^t. 
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“ What’s the matter, Michael ? ” 

His hand came down on her knee at once. 

“ Sorry, old thing ! Only, really—when you tliink of it 
—eh ? ” 

" Of what ? You were quiti a li—object of interest.” 

“The whole thing’s a game .Am thing for novelty!” 

“The Princess was very nice about you.” 

“Ah! Poor tliitie ' Hut 1 suppose you get used to 
anything I ” 

E'lcur laughed Mich.ael w nt rm ■ 

“Any new idea gets sei/c J .mi i.ilked out of existence. 
It never gets farther th.in the br.nii, .ind the brain gets 
bored; and there it is, .dready a b.iii; number' ” 

“ That can't be tnic, Mnh.iel \\ h.u about 1 ree Trade, 
or Woman ^ulTr.^ge ’ ” 

Michael squee/eJ lu r kntc “.All the vse-men s.iv to 
me: ‘But how inters sting, .Mr Mont. I think it’s most 
thrilling!’ .\nd ilie nun S.iv : ‘ (iooj stunt, Mont! But 
not practical politics, of course’ .And I’se only one 
jUMWer: ‘Things as big got done in the war ’ By George, 
it’» foggy 1 ” 

They were going, indeed, at .a sn.iil’s p.Hc, and through 
the windows could sec nothing but the faun glow of 
the Street-Lamps emerging slowly, high up, one by one. 
Michael let down a window, and leaned out. 

“’Where are wc ! " 

' i' ’**G«wd knows, sir.” 

A Michael coughed, put up the window .ip.un, and resumed 
lii clutch of Fleur. 

“ Bv Ae way, Wastwater asked rac it I’d rc.id ' Canthar.’ 
' He layi there’s a snorting cut-up of it in ‘ The Protagomst.’ 
It’D have Ae usual effect—send sales up.” 

“ They say it’s very ciever.” 

“Homhly out of drawing—not fit for chilAen, and 
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tells adults nothing they don’t know. I don’t sec how it 
can he justihcd " 

“Genius niv Jr.ir If it’s aitacLeJ. it’ll Iv defended.” 

“ hih ^\va 1 uiui’t Ji i\(• It — hr M \ s i\'s niiuk 

"Oh! \is. !'jt >il'‘s L’citin ■ a h u k number’’ 

‘‘Thet's vtr\ triH,” s.uJ flu uglufulU. **By 

|n\ c ! li'0\ i iM ri ’I'.-' 0 ■. - ; i ,n s, .md fog.” 

'jluir fill !i ui c r.t to a st Mnhsel let duwD 

the windi'V. 

“ I’m tair ioM, sir,” s.uJ tiic {!ri\<‘r’s Jm.irse voice. 
‘ Ought to bt tu ir tl< I mb,.f;kinMit, but for the life of 
me I can’t tin t the turning ” Mkh.iil l)ut!t)ned h:> coat, 
put up the V mhivN jL’on, and c-.t out ’-n the near side. 

The ni/ht u..'' sni-.ih' n d> .due wi'li the continual 
hootiiuu ol irc paij c irs Th. Mnk \.ipour, acrid and 
cold, surired into Mnli.ul’s lunL"' 

ril \c dk 1 1 'idt \ou , wt. r< inst the curb , creep on 
nil \sc strike i!x river, or a bobbv.” 

The c lb trij t on, .iiui Mich.ul w tlk'-d beside At, feeling 
with Ins foot t<>r the curb 

The r.tiiKd v*'icc <‘l an iiivisd'K man s.id: “Thif is 
5 .mguinjrv ! ” 

" It IS,’’ said Muhatl " W I - r^. .in ue ? ” 

“ In the twentn th tenturv, and the ht..irt of civilisa- 
tiim.” 

Michael lauehcd, ..nd re gretted it; the I"i; tasted of fillL 

“ Think of tlie poluc! ” said the voice, having to be 
out in this all night! ” 

“ Splendid bircc, the p-dice ! ” replied MKhacl. “ Where 
are you, sir ? ” 

“ Here, sir. Where arc jou ? ” 

It was the exact position. The blurred moon of a ianp 
glowed suddenly above MichacTs head, 'i’hc cab cr ated to 


move. 
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“ If I could onK smell tlic ’Ouscs of Parliament,” ^aid 
the cabman “ Tlicy’ll be ’avin' supper there be now ’* 
Listen ! ” said Michael--Hiij lk*n was stnkln^^ “ That 
was to our left ” 

“ At our back,” said the cabm.in. 

“Can’t he, or we should be in the river; unless vou\c 
turned njjht round ' ” 

“CLusd knows where r\e turned,” said the c.ibinan, 
sneezing. ” Never saw such a ni^ht * ” 

“There's onl\ on( thing for ii—drive on until we hit 
something (untlvdocsu” 

The cabman start<d the. cab, and Michael, with his hand 
on it, continued to feel tor the curl' with his foot 

“ Steady ’ ” lie said, suddenK “ Car in Inmi ” Thtre 
was a sliglit bump 

“ Nah then!” said a Vvucc. “Where \er eomm’^ 
Cawn’t ycr see ? ” 

Michael moved up alongside ot what seemed to be 
another taxi 

“ Comm’ aK>ng at that pice ! ” said us driver , “ and lull 
moon, too! ” 

“ AwfulK sorrv,” said Mith.iel “ No harm June You 
got any sense of direction left ^ ’’ 

“The pubs are all closed—worse luck! There’s a 
bloomin’ car in fmnt o’ me that I’ve hit three times. 
Can’t make any impression on it. The driver's dead, I 
think. Would yer go and look, Guv'rior ? ” 

Michael moved towards the loom in front Bui at that 
moment it gave way to the more universal blackness. He 
ran four steps to hail the driver, stumbled off the curb, 
felh picked himself up and spun round. He moved 
along the curb to his right, felt he was going wrong, 
stopped, and called : “ Hallo ’ ” A famt “ Hallo ! ’’ replied 
from*—where I He moved what he thought was back. 
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and c ailed again No .msacr ' Fleur uouKl be fni»hfcnoi. 
lie shouted Il.dt n do/en laiiii hallos replied to him, 
and M.ineonc at his elbow said . *’ Don't i Iwr know whire 
v’are = ” 

“N>, do%u„>” 

*' Uh.it d'> \"U think r l.«.^ uiMtuii'^ ” 

" Vs, pr. (.lb " 

“ ! ■ t' in. iliin.: in it ^ ” 

*MIv ’.Mt, ■ 

■■ Laud ' \>Ki >\i)u'i I'l t Vr bai k l" ni.’ht ” A hoaf'C 
h.ugh, i:ii"sth‘ ind oi^s, cji.. ilt,..i'd i"v \ ha -a darkness 
looitud for .1 in 'ni'-ni, aul lad d out ^lllhl I stood 
stiil ' Keep \"iir !m .‘d ' ’ iu th .eia ' ILrcN tljc curb 
—(ithtr tlu'.’r' in In-nt, or ih* . rt hind , or the INc 
turn(“d a criitr' Hr stcppi-l piruard .tloiiL' the curb. 
Nti'iiiiiL'' H' sK'iptd li.itk NniKui^ ' "What the 
hints hast I cl'.ne ' ” he ruuttered “ or base lhc\ moved 
on I ” S.\t .1 poured down him in *pat of the told Meur 
vsould be rcalis s<..ired’ And the uords ot his election 
address sproo: tr<.m his lips *'CiLicrtv bs the elimination 
ol smoke ' " 

“ Ah ' " said a \ oik.c, “ L’ot j (ig.iret tt, Ous 'nur ? ” 

" I’ll gut y>u all I’ve got arul half a troun, if you’ll find 
a cab close b\ with a lads in it What street’s this ? ” 

“ Don't arst me ' The streets ’a\c gone mail, I think.” 
“ Listen ! ” s.ud Mitliael sharply. 

** i h.it’s right, * borne one callin’ so sweet.’ ” 

** Hallo ! ” eried Michael “ I'Jeur 1 ” 

“ Hsre ! Here ! ” 

It sounded to his right, to his left, behind him, in front. 
Then came the stead) blowing of a cab’s horn. 

" Nosv wc’vc got 'em,” said the bit of darknci*. *‘Thii 
way, Guv’nor, step slow, and mmd my cornil*’ 

Michael yielded to a iu);ging at his coat. 
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“ It’j like No-M in’s Land in a smoke barrage ! ” said 
his guide. 

“ You’re rigiit. H.illo ! Coming ! ” 

The horn sounded a yard od A \oicc said: “Oh! 
Michael! ’’ 

His fate tout he'd Elfur’s in tlie uindow ot tiie cab. 

“ Just a second, darling Tliere \uu are, mv friend, and 
thanks anfully! liopt yni'll gt t lionit 
“I’ve ’.id worse niglits out tl. m tins. 'I'li.irik \..ii, C.ip- 
tainl Wish you .md the i.id\ lu(k.’’ Tlu-re w.is .1 sound 
of feet shullling on, ,ind tlie log .sightd out “ f-o long ! ’’ 
•’Ail right, .sir,’’ s.iid the hoarse volte ot Miili.ul's 1 ,di- 
man. “ 1 know uhtre I .im now. First on the left, s.. 1 iid 
, on the right I’ll Inmip the curb till 1 get tliere. Thouelit 
you was svvallcrtd up, sir! ’’ 

Michael got into the t.ib, and elasptd 11< ur tlose. blie 
uttered a long sigh, .nui s.u t^uite still 
“Nothing more si.iriiig than a log! ’’ he s.nd. 

“I thought you’d been run oicr I ’’ 

Michael was profoundl) touched, 

“Awfully sort), darling. And tou'se got .ill th.it be.istlv 
fog down your throat We'll drown it out when we get 
in. That poor cli.ip was an ex-Sen ice man. Wonderful 
' the way the English keep their humour .md don’t lose 
theit heads.’’ 
gj.i '•* 1 lost mine 1 ’’ 

Ty!' you've got it back,’’ said Michael, pressing it 

his own to hide the emotion he was feeling, 
our shect-anclior, after .ill. So long as wc have 
will survive.’^ He felt Fleur’s lips ag.iinst 

.:W.‘ ' - 

He belonged to lier, and she couldn’t afford to have 
hitt’Itnying about in fogs or F’oggartism! Was that 
' t he . . r And then he yielded to the ibrilL 
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riic c«ihman was standing by the opened door ** Now, 
sir, Tin m y«»ur Square P'r’.ips you know your own 
'ousc.” 

U renched from the kiss, Michael stammered “ lUghto I ’* 
The fog was ihmner here, he could consult the shape of 
trees “On and to \our right, third h-*iise ” » 

There )t u i'-—dtviral'h with its h t\ tries in its lubj 
and Its t iiiiirM ''hiinni: M< pat in^ Uti h ke\ ui the doOJT. 
“ \ drii;!- ” lit s lid 

"rht I ihm.iri iMugh' 1 “ 1 vMai'i <^0 iso. sir” 

Mkh.it I I'F. I'.ehi tin drink 
“ 1 ,ir to g.. 

" Ne .r 1’ itiii I Hndgi Ymut ’< ihh, sir! ” 

Mu ii u’l u I*' ie d la-. [ MU lu d t o ( drinking 
“ Ntrr\ ia.’\ gi't 1.3 plciiiL’ii Mil" lint .igain !'* 
d ill i.il'linii Inliiiid }'u k tlu gl.iNs 
“d'''ink\'(. sir, I sfiall hi cill right tuav . kn-p along the 
n\er, snd Jiomi tiit I u'l! mi R" id d'h"uglM thev couldn't 
lost me in LiaidMii Ulan I •vsnil \vn og vv.is trung for a 
short I ui Hist, id "n.ikiti’th( s'r.ofu rend n-uiid. *Opc 
ilic \"ung luK*'' ruiP! tht wase, sir >iu was properly 

scared ’vhih \"a u is <hiI there m tlu- dark ’i*hc«€ fogs 
ain’t fit for ’unim [uin’s ddu \ ought to do sonaethin* 
about 'tin m I’arh mu i.t " 

“ddi'.v ought*” Slid Miihul, handing him a poond 
note “ (i(«>sl night, and gi>(»d luck ' ” 

“ It's .m il! wind ' ” s.od ifie tahrnan, starting bil cab. 
“Good night, str, an 1 thank \ou kind!) 

“ Thank yen ' ” said Michael 

The cab ground slowly awa\, and wms lusi to sight. ' 
Michael \scnt in to tfie Spanish rfHun Fleur, beSendl 
the G(na, was boiling n silver kettle, and bumiogpaitillQIi; 
What a contrast to the world outside - its black makdocoiUI 
cold reek, its risk and fear ! In this pretty glomilf 100^ 
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with this pretty glowing wom.iii, uhy think of its tangle, 
lost shapes, anvl str.»\nig lhcs ' 

Lighting his cigarcttu, he took lus drink from her by 
its siKcr handle, and put it to his hpb. 

“1 really think vse ought to h.i-vL a car, iMkhacil’^ 



CIi\ni R V ill 

(.nil U 1 IS' \\ 11‘1 Nv 1 

'rill I\i-i-r <if ‘ P' Rr .• i^-'iiiNi ' hid r\klcntly 

ciijM'-id .'iiniMh rh it In k..(us<^! a nut..'' r ul .iilur pciiple 
U) d" ill' ' »f'' 

"'liurf''' II'' n "Ti |'''j'u].ir v.i’iii in tin j ors\ tc/’ 

s.iivl ^ir l..ivr I'u . ' tii.in a I" \ Iniiit' ''['■nkrd, ,ind the 
oiiK t' ' i' . ■ III last .Jiul \\ I IS th ii in the East 

tin. l'"\ at fji'> *>" liiiiisilt ... nil .it so iniiili a spank 

I d"n't ' Mr 1\ r«, 1 . v.«! (. il\ in u .iin: 'hit 

“ ll Ik si' kiKls jiims' h,” sanl Nianu s, ^'lootniK, “ other 

pt"| !•. ” 

'I’}ic\ wiitiJ, rs I'iir.i^ slaiK ih nuik lations siijncd : ‘A 
MocIkTi'I liirsc', ‘R'linr \'.rili..ni{'ton \ •\ictorwn’; 
‘ AI\ s M .Maiirnt ’, ‘ I’lus hours ’, ‘ Arthur VS'hiffkin ’; 
• isportsmaii if n"t (hiuKnian ’ . .Uid ‘ I'rn Rairia *; which 

praCtKallv all ("iitairud tin uords; ‘1 tannot say that 

J have read (he b(x*k thruut:li, hut I have read enoo^h 

ll)-’ 

It nas h \0 das hcf"re the defence fifed a shot. Bui 
first came a httir above the siv^'nalurc . * bwishing Block/ 
wliieh, alter eommcniing on the fait that a whole fchool 
of so-called literature had Kan indicted hv the Editor of 
‘The Protag('mst ’ in his able letter of the l^ch m*t.» 
noted with satisfaction that the said school had grace 
cnoueh to take us suishing without a murmur. Not cveu 
an anonvmous squeak lud Ix'cn Itcard irooi the whole 
apostolic body. 
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“ Forsyte,” s.iid Sir Lawrence, handing it to Soames, 
“that’s my very own mile, and if it doesn’t draw them 
—nothing will! ” 

But it did. The next issue of die interested journal 
in which the (orrespondciue was appc.inng (.nnt.uncd a 
letter from tlie i^reater n<>\<.list L S 1) whiih restored 
everyone to his place 'fins hni.k iuil'Iu fir niiL'ht not be 
Art, he hadn’t read it, but the I'donr ot ‘ d’jie Pro¬ 
tagonist ’ wrote like a fiedai.'',ind ili< r< was .m end of 
him. As to the claim tliaf literature must alwavs wear 
a flannel pi'uicoat, it was ‘ pilHc,‘ and tiiat w.is that. 
From under the skins of this letter the dJtnee, to wh.it 
of exultation So.inies ever j''rntnt(d hinisclt, m<ived out 
in force. Amoiu^ the defenders vs-rc o as f.u.r of 

the selected ten assou-ites o* \\h<*ni \ounL; Ibitlerhchl h.cd 
jJorveyed copies The\ wroit <'\<r ihcir own minus th.it 
■'‘Canthar” w.is disnmth' Li'll'KVld Rl'. , tht', utre 
■•orjy' for people will) ihoiu,dit in iIkm da\s that Idd'KRA- 
TURE had .mv business wjtii morals 'khe work must be 
approached .esthetualK or not at .dS ART was ART, 
and morality w.is moraUts, and mvtr ihs tw’am could, 
would, or .should iiuet It w.is monstnuis th.ir a work of 
this sort shfiuld f;i\e to .ippe.tr witli a foreign imprint. 
’When would Emjhind ree<)gnisc geniiu wlun she s.iw it : 

• , Soames cui the letters out one littr tiu other, and 
lotted them in a book He h.id got what he wanted, 
' .jmd the rest of the discussion interested liim no more 
'ifc had recened, too, a c.(./mmunK.'iiion from voung 
‘ JBttltcrfield. 

-IcaUed on the l.id) last Monday, and was fortunately 
«Ue. to see her in pcriron. She «:cmed rather annoyed 
' vlieQ I offered her the book. ' That book,' she said: * 1 
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read it ‘ [tN cm King a great deal of interest. 

Madam,’ I s.nd ‘I kn^as,' ■.he said ‘Then you won’t 
take a copv, the prnc in rising ste.uhh', it’ll be very 
valuable in time • ’ ‘ V\c gi-t orn..’ she n.ikI. Tlut’s what 
)(m mid iTH to hnd oiu. sir, "o I didirt pursue the matter. 

1 liopt 1 ha\(‘ d.oiK- uii.jt Niiu vs.tnud But iJ there is 
.Kuthing ni' T'. I si. til be most h.ipp\ I consuler that i 
in\ [’r<S' lit po';i;iun entiriK lo \oii 
S<'nm s ill in't i-noxv .iboui 'b..', I'.if .is to ins future 
position 111 p' 'it hr.t to piji the \o.ine ni m into the 
buv 'li.i tpi' loll ui .1 I I.n r^rn.iiiud lie consulted 
MkIi.-'I 

“l>iii.s 'I,.: •. e.f'L' ' '1)1 ill siill .1.! in the advanced 
ihc.itrf [ ' > ‘ 1 '.I •; iv. nil ::tf ’ im i-t i ” 

Midii vm: . (ti *‘1 don’t knou, sir, but I could find 
out ’’ 

Inqinrs n'. • i^-d tint Nhr n is , ist :<'r the p.irt of Olivia 
111 Bertie (.i.'-’'v\’s m.itifuc oi “ lije J’iain Dc.ilcr,” 

“‘The PI nn Dr.d.r’'” said .Soames “Is (hat an 
advaiued I l.i\ : 

“ Ves, bir, luo liUfi.Irid and Mtt\ s-.irsold” 

" Ah ! ’' 'd v'^o me s, ''iKm uerr .i < oarse lot in tboic 
da\8. How IS It she l .s on rh-re if site and the young 
man ha\e spilt 

•• ()}i' well, lie V ’re \er\ eooi h.inds. I do hope yoo’ns 
going to keep things our of Court, sir ^ ” 

“ 1 can't tell Whin's this pcrlormance ? ” 

“Janu.iry thi sesenth ” 

Soames \scnt to Ins kb.n library and to<»k down “Wych- 
irrlev.” He W.1S Jiupp.intcd with tin early ponioQI of 
“The Plain Dealer,” but it improved ai it went on, ami 
he spent some time m.ilin!; a list of what Getatge Fonyte 
wouid have ealled the ‘ nubbly bits.’ He undemood dat 
at that theatre they did not bowdUriie. EiceOeu t .JPwe 
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were passage* that <;houid r.u‘;c h.iir on any British jur\ 
Between Caiuiiar .mJ tins phtv, 1 r* felt as if he had a 
complete .insuer to an\ chum h\ the souni; woman and 
her set to having ' inoraK abf>ui tin-in ’ C)ld professional 
instincts weri rising uithin him lie liad rct.uned ^ir 
James loskissun, KC, not be«..iuse he admired him 
personally, but because if he didn’t, tin other mJ-- might. 
As junior lie was cmp]o\ ing \er)' \ ■ -ung Nn liol ts 1 i trs\ tc. , 
he had no great opinion ol him, hut it was as v.-11 tn ktt p 
the matter in the family, espcci ilh if it wasn't to tunu- 
into Court 

A conversation \Mth Meur that r\cning lontributed {o 
his intention that it should not 

“ What's happened to that . <iunL’ Anieru an • ” he •> ud 
Fleur smiled aeidl\ “ braiKis Wiliinit - Oh! he's 
• fallen for ’ M irjitric berr.ir ” 

‘ Fallen tor her ’ ? ” said Soames “ Wh.it an ex¬ 
pression ! 

Yes, dear , It’s Anu rn an ” 

‘ For' her ? It mc.uis nutliitic, so far as I can see '* 

“ Let’s liopc nut, tor Ins sake ' Site’s poinij to marry 
Sir Alexander Maidown, I'm told " 

" Oh 1 ” 

“Did Michael tell ynx that he hit him on the nose ? ’’ 
" Which— who ? “ said Soames tesidy “ Whose nose 1 ’’ 
“ MacGown’s, dear ; and it bled like anything.” 

“ Why on earth did he do that ? ” 

“ Didn’t you read his speech about Michael ? ” 

“Ohl” said Soames “Parliamentary fuss—that’s 
notliing. They’re alwat-s behaving like schmilUiys, there. 
And »o »he's going to marry him. Has he been putting 
her up 10 ail this 1 ” 

“ No ; ski's been putting him.” 

Soames discounted the information with a sniff; he 
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•iccntui ilic lii'siilus (it (Mim.m fur uom.in fitill, iltickcn 
.'ltd i'),’!-' tcflini; .iiui mkjiI Iioliiii;. who could 

■(.tv which tirM prompted whiih ’ lit me i.isc, this m.idc 
,1 diftcrcncc (lump to he 111 irrud w.is vhe ' I It dch.ilcd 
the m.liter tor sunn itnie, uul tin it Jui-leel th.it he would 
po .ind'.ti'Ce Itliwhite iiidSi,ri. Itiiiee I. id hern a firm 
ed I our rip,.ii or tin lout .die o emtio .1 in ‘causes 
ei!' hre t,' h'- eeoeddnh h a I’ dre mu e! ..t it , hut, .is ,i f.ici, 
tint >.10011 hiL’li, were Solid l.imi'., [I'lplc, with .111 nristo- 

e l itle 1 onile e tl- 'll liui dl ill It 

111 elid Ill t no , h,.i t...ii. l.i-hii ,tie! went otcr from 
'Till LonnowM iirs' to huir -tit c iii Kii.c htrn-t, St. 

I iiiu-s'e 'It,' jourmt r. I dl.! .1.1 .1 es o. lu w m.my 
> .K h lu uoti i’urc iiieii.iips li.id in riot puiu or e.iiiCfd his 

uhersiri's ..me ' He hid ii'tir i end lo t.ikc things 

into Court It tint eoiilel he Mttl'.l out ut it .\nd alvsays 
hf h.id .ippru. eh d iicpoti itioii u'lh till iiiipcrMiitality of 
one p-esMotili's .ihoiit to meet .iriuilie r of the s.iinc kidney 
--.two e.ili 111 limp ni.uliiiits, in.ikinp their livings out of 
hum.Ill n.itiire He eiiel not tiel hki th.ii to-elus'; and, 
.iw.in of this h.iiidie.ip, stopped 10 M.irc into the print 
.ind picture sin p nc\t door .\li ' The re were- those first 
preeeits of the Roussel cngr.ivings ol tile I’rinec Consort 
1 \hibnion of '51, th.it Old .Moiii h.id spoken of— he had 
.in eve for .m engr.iving, Old Mont .Mi I and there was 
a I red Walker, quite .1 good one ' Mason, and Walker 

_thev vseren't d<ine lor vet In .iny mc.ans ,\nd the 

sensition that .1 m.m I'lK hearing .1 hkiekhird sing on » 
tree just coming into blossom, stirnd beneath Soantes' 
ribs. larng—I'etig since he had bought a picture! Let 
him hut get this cemfounded c.isc out of the way, and he 
could enjiuy himself again. Riving his glance from the 
window, he took a long brc.ith, and walked into Settkwhite 
and Stark’s. 
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Thy chief partner’s room was on the first floor, and the 
chief partner standinj; where chief partners stand. 

" How do you do,’ Mr. Forsyte ! I’ve not met you 
since ‘ Bobhin against the L & S. W'.’ That must hate 
been 1900! ” 

“ 1899,” s.iid tuMiues “You Here for the Compans." 

Mr. Scttlewhite pointed to a eli.ur 

Soames sat down and glaiueJ up at tlic hgiire Ivfore the 
fire. H’m ! A long-lipped, huic ct iLidied, lonc-chinned 
face; a m.iii of his own e.ilibre, cduc.iiion, .md probuv! 
He need not beat about tin Inish 

“ This action,” he said,'' is a very I'e'.t) business. W h.it 
can we do .ibout it ? " 

Mr. Settlcwhiie frowned 

“That depends, .Mr. Eorsi te, on what yv>u have to 
propose? Ms client h.is been sers grosslt libelled.” 

Soames smiled smirls. 

“She began it. .’Vnd what is she rthing on—private 
' ktten to pcr.son.il friends of mi d.iuei.tcr's, written in 
very natural anger! I'm surprised th.it a firm ot your 
ttanding-” 

Mr. Settlcwhitc smiled. 

“Don’t troulile to compliment m\ firm ’ I’m surprised 
’ layaelf that >ou are ae ting for lour daughter. You can 
hardly see all round the matter, Have you come to olfcr 
m apolog)’; ” 

“Ihat! ” said Soames. “ I should haie thought u was 
"lor yoor client to apologise.” 

, “ It wch is your view, I'm afraid it’s no use contmumg 

. (Utcussion,” 

■ Soai^ regarded him fixedly. 

f. “How do you think you're going to prove damage ? 
,Ste bekasgs to the fast set,” 

Scttlewhite continued to smile. 
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“ I undcrsiand she’s going to marry Sir Alexander 
said Soames. 

Mr ^cttK•u}|lt^•’s lips lightened 

“ Rcail), Mr ForMte. it \uu have tome to offer an 
apology and a suhsl inti.d sum in vttlrment, we can talk. 
Otherwise— 

“As .1 seii'd’!' m 01 ," s.iid .'‘•I'lrnes, “\ou know tliat 
thest Sontis svandils .iri (K>i\s Je.id v.t fruit nothing 
but costs .inJ \e\Mt!<in. aiul .i li ist !'>r .lil tlie I'ossips about 
I'm prepjrtd to (r’ffr v-e: .i ihwus.ind p<nmds to 
settle the tl.nu', i'ut .in ap"l.j.’\ 1 ^.in't look at. A 

mutu.d cxprissMii ni r’pn i perhaps, but an apology’s 
out "I the (jiies'i.m 

“ I ifteen hiiiMT'd I iiiiLdit acitpt tin ins-iltx have had 
vside eiirr'-nis But an ipnli>:’. isesvniial” 

^o.inn s s It s:‘< nt. < ii me tin injustur of it all Fifteen 
hundrid! .Ml nstrous ' Mill hr wMild p.i) » ven that to 
kcip rieur I'l.’ I'l kour' fUit l.unibh pn ' ^lit wouldn’t 
cat it. .ind 1, -uisln't ni ik. li r. oul In didn't know that 
he VS.Ultcd to H' pot up 

“Look lun, Mr ithuhit'. ii \ou t.iko ihii into 
Court, sou will find soursrlf up .u'linst more than you 
tlunk But the wlioie thing is so ojitnsne to me, that 
I'm prvp ired to him t sou o\ tr the monrp, though I IcU 
\ou trankh [ doidr bciitse a Jnr\ would award a penny 
piece As to .ifi a ‘ Jormub ’ could be found, 

pcrh.tps ”—wlr. the deuce was the fellow smiling?— 
“something like this* ‘We regret that we baVB laid 
h.isiv things about c.ich other,’ to be signed by both 
parties.*’ 

Mr. Settlewhitc caressed his chin. 

“Well, ril put vour profxjsitjon before my cItenC* I 
join with you in wishing to see the roaiier lettled^ not 
because Tra afraid of the result ‘ Oh, no! * thcn^bt 
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Soamcs— “but bcH.iusc thc^L* c.iscs, as you say, arc not 
cdifvin^” Do IkU out his luind 

So.imcs i».uc It n touch 

“You unJiT'-tonJ th't this IV cntircK ‘v\itliout preju¬ 
dice,’ ” he s iivl. tnJ went out ‘ ^lu. 'll l.-kt it ! ' he th<iu,i^ht. 
Fifteen hunJreJ pounds (d iiis in>ine\ tlirov\n av . a \ on that 
baggayr, just lu'v.uisi' for tiiKv vie !) id Ih( n IdHll'.d uhat 
sfie was, anJ. all liis trouhl* to ! c\id<.nec waited ’ For 
a moment In. rcstniiJ his kl-.^iK^n to Ihur Rcallv it 
was hituou^ to \\ so ton i thit ' ’I'lun his he.irt re- 
'boundeJ '1 hank fk ,1 ! lie h.^vi sitil-'d n 

Ciiristnias was .it hand h d'.l not .ikirin him, iherctorc, 
that he retciMd no answtrinc coniiiii.iin itioii Fh ur 
and Mlchail were at Lipj mcliall wiili tin ninth and 
eleventh hitoiuts IK and VniKiie had Uinirr(.d .ind 
the Cardigans tk-wn at “ Thi ^ ’ Not ull the Mli of 

January did Ik re(.i.i\c a kttir Irom Messrs >Lttk\\huc 
and iitark 

Di’ar Sir, 

“In rcfereiue to \our ^all oj the i"th iiUiino, \<>ur 
proposition was duK j'lactJ Ix-hire our client, ar.d we arc 
instructed to sa\ that she will accept ilic sum of I,i,^oo 
—fifteen hundred pounds and an apology, duly signed 
by your client, cop\ of which we cntl«»se 
“ We are, dear bir, 

“ Faithful]) \ ours, 

“Sirniwiini aM) M\rk.” 

Soames turned to the enclosure It ran thus: 

“ I, Mrs. Michael Mont, withdraw the words concerning 
Miss Marjorie Ferrar contained in m\ letters to Mrs. Ralph 
Fpynrryn and Mrs. Edward Maltese of October 4ih last. 
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.ind lurcln ttnJ>.r j luM .niJ ircc apology for liavmg 
v\riiicn tliim. 

“ (Sa'ncii) ” 

Puslnni: I'nl. rhi- brt ikl.oM iM-. <:i' that it 

proani'-l, >■) «i.i' N got up 

“ li.iT IS 't. >"iiTi's'“ v.o i “ ll.ivc YOU 

I'Ti'k' n \"U'' pi ill' lu nil ' ^ "u iliouki not hiic hard." 

" l<( id lh,it ' “ 

Anih ft( f' I ! 

*’ V-.u umu! 1 /i\ I rh it uiiiii in ht^ < n liuiKlr( d pounds ^ 

1 think "11 ,ir. in ivl. ini' V I u n.i In l i\c litr hflccn 
liuiulfi d priu ' ' }’I’, ti.is woni.in, itid- hi !'Ik lu r friends 

'i ii It IS hit'■ n ) liiulri d .] - mi. .11 ir n.inds Really, 
>oimvv I ..fii vurj-ri I'i Vinia.'ii . -n ■ s, .n I'\ i r man ! 

1 ).i \ on n-'t )■ 11".' ih' hi It. r ’' .n 11. it ' W nh c\cry 

pouiui ; "U p c \, 1 ]< ur ( as }u r v. "rds ' “ 

So ini's tlusht .1 Jt IS 'ilnmii, nui ct somehow it 

wa*: so true. Ili " ilkedt"tlu wild -u Ilu rrcn<-h—they 
li.id noscnsi oj 1 "rnpr-.rnis'-, n.d <vi.r\ s. psi >4 money ! 

■“ \V< 11," ht s ud. ” th a Liid.' a .my \\.i\ She won’t ii)?n. 
And 1 sh.ill wrhdr.ivv n'.\ oti<.r" 

“I should hopi So i h ur h .s t i-oovi Ik.J She will 
look \ir\ priiu in Court 1 ihinJ tint woman will be 
sorr\ stK e\(.rlr.'d' W io vi'n't v.ui h..'.e her what you 
*.a!l sh.idowtd ? It IS t;o go"d to !h dclu.iti- with W'omctl 
like that ’’ 

In a wtak nionunt la h id told Annitte ahout the book 
and thi ['h.\ , tor, unall- to spt.ik of them to Fleur and 
Mkliael, he had r'.all\ had to tell some one; indeed, hc 
had siiow'n lu r " Cantliar," wnh the words: “I don’t 
advise \uu to read it, itX r\ 1 rcni h " 

Annette had return'd it to f.im two days later, saying; 
** li IS not 1 ri nch ai ali, u is disgu'img. You EngUah arc 
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io coarne. It has no wit. It is only nasty. A serious 
nasty book —that is the limit. You arc so old-fashioned, 
Soames. Why do you say this book is French ” 

Soames, who really didn’t know «li\, liad muttered : 

“ Well, they can’t get it printed in England " And with 

the word.s: “ Bruxelles, lirii\<-lks, sou c.iU Bruxelles-” 

buzring about lus e.irt, had left the room. He had never 
known aii) people so touch) as tin French ! 

Her remark about ‘ shadowing,' le'wewr, w.is not easdx' 
forgotten. Why be sque.iinish. v, laii ,dl depended on 
frightening this woman ! ;\nd on .irrning in London he 
visited an offue that vsas rn.i Mr I’olteed's, ,uid g.ive 
instructions for tin' sh.ulowuig ol .M.iijorie Ferr.ir's past, 
present, and limiri 

His answer to r^ulewliue and Si.irk, too, was brief, 
determined, and written on the p.ipir oi Ins own firm 

“ J.in 6ih, to:? 

“Dear Surv, 

“I base sour letter ot \ ester.i.is’s d.iir, .ind note th.it 
your client has rejeeted ms proposition, whuh, as sou 
know, was made eiitirib without jinjudne, ,ind is now 

•withdrawn m 

‘ “Yours i.,utih,;:\, 

" bo SSII . I ok^S'TE.’’ 

M he did not mistake, they would be soir' And he 
gazed at the svords ‘ m toto ’, somehow tlies fi,. Led fuuns'. 
, In tow! And now tor '''riK Finn De.iUr''! 

The theatre of tie ' N'e t’lus I'ltr.i ' J’l.is-producing 
“ Society had a dings exterior, a de.ith-mask of Congreve in 
“ thehaiha pccuh.ir smell, and .in apron st.ige. There was 
'' Homusic. They hit something three limes before the cur- 
Utin went up. There were no footlights. The scenery was 

,’t;' ' 
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peculiar—Soamcs could not take his eyes off it till, in the 
first Entr'acte, its principle was revealed to him by the 
conversation of two pci.rU sittim; just lichind. 

“ The point Ilf the sienery lun is that no one need look 
at It, \ou iic. The) go tarihir than am thing yet done.” 

“ They’ve gone farther in Mus,ow ” 

‘‘I beliesc not Curtiss sserit over there He came 
hack rasing ahoiit the ssas this speik tin It lines.” 

'■ I toes he knoss ItiisM III ■ '■ 

"No ^'ou don't iicid to It’s t'.i iiiiihre, I think 
he’s iloHiL' pritts sscll iiere ssiih tli-ii \ ou touldn’t give 
a pin like this it sou took ihe ssorjs in ” 

hoaiiies, ssho li.ij ho .1 trv.iic to t.ike the ssnirds in—it 
ss.is, indeid, ssli.o .’I h.id c ii'ii tor — sijiiintrd round at the 
sj'i d.i rs I ties istre pile and sounc .out ssini on with a 
Str.iiigi unionicrn 

"Curtiss's doing gre.n ssork He’s shaking them up." 

■' 1 sec tiics'sc got .M ir;orie Etrrar as Olivia.” 

‘‘ Don’t 'siiiiss sshv ill- klips on .in amateur like that.* 

■■ Hos; olh.e, dear hos , she britiits the smart peopk. 
She's painful, 1 think " 

•• .''lie did one good thing—the dumb girl in that Ruujao 
phis But Stic c.iii't speak for nut.s; you’re following the 
sella of her sy rds .dl ihe time. She doesn’t rhydututtke 
sou .1 little hii ■’ 

“ hlic’s got iooks ” 

“M’ses” 

.\t this moment the curtain vent tip again. Since 
Marj.ini I'errar had no; set appeared, So.imcs wa» obliged 
to keep asvake ; indeed, ss-hcilicr because she couldn’t ‘ q>«k 
for nuts,' or merely from duty, he was always ctnlu 
while she SS.1S on the stage, and whenever she had 
thing outrageous to say he noted it carefully; odutHW 
he passed an excellent afternoon, and went amyjSiKth 
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rested. In his cab he mentally rehearsed Sir |amcs 
Foskis^jn in the part of Lross-c\.inimer: 

“I think, ni.iJ.ini, \oii pLued Olivia m a production 
of ‘The Finn Dealer’ In the ' Nt Flu^ Ultra ' Fha-Pro¬ 
ducing: Soi.Kl\ : Would It be lorreet to sax that 

the part was that of a modest worn.in Preeiselv. 

And did It CoDIain tin to]lo\\inL; Imt. s ' (Quotation of 
nuhbK bits) . l)id ih.ii oon’vcx anx thine to vour 
mind, mad.im ' . . I sup}•>o^e that \ou wi'uld not sax 
It was an iinnmr.il [\1ss.14. • No? .\.)r taludated 

lu offend tin e irs and dibn th- nior.iK oi a decent- 
minded audienu ' No In iai, x.ai d-n't tile the 

same viexs of moiabtx that 1 . or, I xMiturt to think, the 
Jury do ? . . No TIr d irL sn lu—\ I'u ilid imi anion- 
siraic with the producer }i)r not onmtina tliat scene ' 
Quite. Mr Ctirfexx, I think, was the producer^ ^c‘« 
Arc you on suQ> terms vxiih that yemh ni m as would h.ixc 
made a remonstrance e.os) ? . Ah' N'-ax. madam. 1 
put it to you that tliroui^hout 11^23 xou wire seeini: this 
gentleman ne.irly exerx dax Well, si\ thru or b>ur 

times a w'cek And \11 y>u s.i\ that x ou wer--not on suih 
terms as would haxe made it possibU for \<hi (.» represen'i. 
to him that no modest xount: woman should be asked to 
play a scene like that . . . Indeed ! The jurx will form 
their own opinion td xour answer You are not a pro¬ 
fessional actress, dependent for xour lixm;; on dointj wh.it 
you are told to do ? . . No. And \ci xou h.ixc the face 

to come here and ask for subsi.mti.il d.tm.pi:es because of 
the allegation in a pnxatc letter that you haven’t a moral 
about you ? . . . Have you ? . ” And so on. «nJ so 

oa. Oh 1 nu. Dam.iges! She wouldn't get a farthing 
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.''hi rctiivi.i ill'ir I'^ucr I'ti it. lri.!i\ I'llciri Cliri'tmas, 
just ,1*1 il.( « ‘S .il'ijut III 1^" li 'wn III till l.iiliir’s, near 
,\i'.ini.irlvit. .uk! ur.itr It.isiili Im s i\ ^!lc ucuU call at 
ih( ir iijliii. Ill t.ir \\.<\ li'iHi' III M'.i.t.r. 'Il.i' fiillowin)! 
ctcniii" il.i ."iiMilud !.<r t.iii : l.'.i i Cli.itlis was of 

iipiniun ili.ii It il.is ■iiti'-iH'. l•'^l'.|. uu.M i;o as far as 
liitccn liunJri.l, la iiuiM l-c dta.i im settling, and 
she. h.ul unit III i Ti's I'lT tta- .iji'higi. In eel It. Anyway, 
she should let them sich in ihrir June for a hit. On 
Mond.iv he watiud to stints hi r his S' irlings She did 
not, it'ercfiire. return to To«n nil tin ryrj, and found 
the ufiicc closed lor Chrisini.is It had never occurred to 
her that solisitors h.td iiolid.iys. On Christmas Eve she 
herself ssent away for ten d.iss, so that it was January 
the ytl before she waS ag.iin able to call. Mr. Setdewhite 

5 +' 
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was still in the South of France, but Mr. Stark would 
see her. Mr, Stark knew little about the matter, but 
thought Lord Charles’ advice probably sound ; he proposed 
to write accepting the fifteen hundred pounds it a formal 
apology vMTc tendered; they c<iuld fall back on the 
formula if ncccss.ir\, but it w.is .iKsavs wise to get as 
much as you could. W ith some misgiving Marjorie Ferrar 
agreed. 

Returning from the malince on lanuarv 7th, tired and 
elated by applause, by Bertie Curfiw’s v,<.rds- “ Vou did 
quite well, darlmc," and .ilnu's; ,,\ \ )n(.k on his face, 
«hc got into a hot bath, .mJ u,iv pisi out when lur maul 
announced Mr Wilmor 

“Keep him, 1 .iiiiiy ; sis 111 b -.Mr'i him in twenty 

minutes.” 

Feverish and solt, as if appro uliuve a truis, shr dressed 
hastily, put essence ot ora^^e-blMS^.,nl on her neck and 
hands, and went to the sindio ^lic entered without 
noise. The young man, b.K'k to the door, in the centre 
of the room, cvulenilc did not hc.ir her Approaching 
within a few feet, she waited for the effect on him of 
orange-blossom, lie was standing like some Eastern 
donkey, that with drooped cirs patientlv aw.iits the fresh 
• burdening of a sore back. And suddenly lie spoke : “ I’m 
all in.” 

. Francis! ” 

.• The young m.m turned. 

**Obl M.irjorit !'■ he s.dd, I never heard.” And 
taking her h-mds, he buried hi.s f.icc In them. 

• She wa* hampered at that moment. To convert his 
mouth from despairing kissing of her hands to triumphal 
flame upon her lips would ha\*e been so c.is\ if he had 
^ been moda‘&, if his old-f.ashioned love h.id i O' compli- 
'meiUcd ho' so subtly ; if, too, she were not feeling for him 
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something mor<:--.-)r ujs it less ?—than passion. Was she 
to know M l.ist the sensations ul' the simple—a youn>j 
girl's idvll—st>nu {King slic li.ui miss'\i • She led him to 
the divan, sai Joun i'v his side, and I<>"ktd intc* his eyes.^ 
t'jbIcJ swtetness. as (‘f a bpring m‘>rning--Francis and 
she, children in the wood, wiiii the world well lost! She 
surrcndtrid to t),: innoi<.na ot it, dOiher.ucly grasped 
somethin^: d-.lAii'u**. mw !^'<•r ! .>\ ! Ilow dchfhtful to 
feel him happ'. .it list -to proii'is, marri.ige ind mean to 

piffonnit' \V h. n ' Uh'v.h-nh< likwl-.'s-Mjn, quite 

soon, the ^ :nfr tr.i h-tirr* Mm-ot uiuiaisnous that 
sh.- was ‘ } 1 is Jo;' a \ miig eirl. she w.is \ irrird away by 
his aiiM/'re '.'t iid h.s i>'\ 1 li. w.is on lire, on .ur; yet 
he rein.i;:;' 1 : i « h- «.,•> wondirhil' I'or an hour 
till.’, Sit .1 i' i.T.iiii hour for memory t'> snilF - before she 
rcnnmt' ' d ’ j i' •'In V'.ae dininv t>ui at hall past eight. 
She put li« r h; ' to his, and v h-s- i lur i\t s \nd thought 
rail riui .''i.odd Ml' 'poll It, jul nut,I sun «•! him in 
nioJirn f.ish'' ‘t • \\ li u w.r his im n" • f imt iuji a phlizz, 

bill a friui ^h■' siw hi^ iv>s urow in'ubled, felt hit 
Hands Ltfoa :'M.r-.d ^ aiietlni'e seiiiu^l drowning before 

her c’. .s v^:i< s- h ^ 

“ Now, P)’ ,1 .rhwj, ;.‘.u must fl\ ! 

U’hcn l:f . .1 ri-ivn, sia ofT h«T dr- ss .ind brushed 
out licr hair th.it m in- Mirr-.r Mtirud to have more gold 
than red. . . Some I - m on her -Ircssvng-t.iblc caught 
hir t 1 . The hrsi w hid, the second a uiU ; the third 
ran thus: 

“ I): \R 

“We rccrei to s.i) ill.it Cuthcott Kington & F<»iyte. 
ha\e rd-as. d to give il. • apology w'c asked fof, and 
drawn their verbal otter m t-'io. We presume, thcpeftKC^ 
that the action must go forward. W<’ luve evorylbope. 
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hfnNcvcr, that they may rccons'uicr the matter before it 
C(»mcs into Court 

“ Voar ohcdjcnt 'ier\ants, 

^ “ bi n11 uni; I & St\rk " 

Silt iin)ppid It .md ^.u vcr\ st.irin^ .it a little hard 
line on the ri^dil "iKle of her niouiii and ,i liiti'- h.ird line 
on the left 

Francis Wilmot, living, thought oi st( anisltip-iint'' and 
statcrtHims, ol registrars and nin’^ \n hour i-o he h.id 
despaired, nou it seemed he hid .iluaw known she 
was ‘too fine imt to give up thi'' h Ilou uiioni slu didn’t 
love.’ He Would make lu r the (.]U'<-n of Soutii Cirohna 
—he surel) would' Ilut if she didn’t l]k< it out tlurt, 
he would sill ihi 'old home.’ and ihev would l’o and 
live where sh< wished in \’enkc , he hid luard lu r 
say Venice was wondrrtul, or \< w York, or bicilv , with 
her he wouldn't c.iri ' \ik 1 London in the lokl dry wind 
seemed beautiful, no longer a grey rn.i/e of iinrealit\ and 
shadows, but a tit\ whtre m>\i lould inn rings and steam¬ 
ship passages. The wind cut him like a knite and he did 
not feel it. Thar poor devil Micdown' I!' h.iteJ the 
sight, the thought of him, and \et tell sorrv, thinking of 
him with the cup dashed trom his lips And all the da\s, 
weeks, months himself had spent circling round the flame, 
his wings scorched and drooping, seemed now hut the 
natural progress of the soul towards Paradise. Twentv- 
four—his age and hers ; an cternit) of bliss before them ! 
He pictured her on the porch at home. Horses! Abetter 
car than the old Ford I The d.irkics would adore her— 
kind of grand, and so white! To walk with her among 
the azaleas in the Spring, that he could smell already; 
no—it was his hands where he had touched her! He 
ihivered, and resumed his flight under the bare trees. 
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\scll-nigh alone in the East vsind , the stars of a bitter 
ni^’hi shininjj 

A card was handed to him as he cnteritl his hutch 
“ Mr V\ilrni'i, a i:cntleman ti. see \(iii ” 

Sir AKxander was si.iUhI in a eorn<T of tin laiungc, 
with a crush i. it in his hand He rosi and tame towards 
1 rancis Uilmoi, i.'rrii ..nd s.ju tre 
“ I’ve b'cn nuanini; to (all on \ou for s<'me time, Mr 
Wilmot 

“V(.s. sir \\i\ I "th r vi'U a io*hi,.il, or a plass of 
sh« rr\ ’ ” 

N'', ih.:iK \ou You aft .iWaTt of ni) cn^’a^Itincnt tO 
Mos I (rrar ' " 

■’ 1 w IS, sir 

Til]*? rtd a.’.Tf ssui fai e, with its stitT moustache and 
burnin^u' cm s, r< \ iv( d his hatre d , so that lu no lonjjcr felt 
sorr\ 

“ ^^lu krio.'i til it I \er\ much object to \our constant 
visits to that souiv,; lads In tins (ouritrv it is not 
the part of a nntlcman to pursue an engaged young 
woman " 

“That,” Said I'rancis Wdmot, co(j11s,‘‘is for Miss 
l-Arrar herself to say ” 

M.icOown’s face grew even r«\l\lcr. 

“ If vou hadn’t been an Ameru m, I should have warned 
sou to keep clear a long tim^ 

Francis Wilmot lx»wed 
“Well’ Arc \(IU to ? ” 

“ I’crmit me to decline .in .insner ” 

M.icdown thrust forwurd his face. 

“ I’ve told >'ou,” he said. “ If you trespass any more, 
look out for yourself." 

“ Th.ink you ; 1 ssill,” said Francis Wilmot, softly. 
MacGo«n stood lor a moment swaying slightly. Was 
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he going to hit out I Francis Wilmot put his hands into 
hii trouser pockets. 

“ Vou’ve had your warning," s.iid MacGown, and turned 
on his heel. 

“Good night!” said I'r.incis Wilmot to that square 
receding back. He h.id been gi ink, he ii.id been polite, but 
he hated the fellow, yes, indc d ' b.ne for the triumphal 
glow within him, there iiiigh; h.ne been a luss! 



aUPTER X 


PHOlOURAt’Hy 

Si'MMOM i> to ilic .mnual Chri-tiii.i<: c<'\<rt-sho<»tIng at 
Lipjaighall, MilIi.k 1 fouihl ilari tun pr.uijt.il politician!} 
and one memKr of the (lovcrnnunt 
in the inuilion-vNindowtJ siTn-kin;,'-room, wlicre men 
retired, .ind \\onun too «ionKi!mts, into chairs old, toft, 
Icatherv, the hdl ot talk was liijhtK tossed, and naught 
so dc\astatini: is lo^'^^Mfiism mcntiomd Hut m odd 
minutts and i. .ii hours MiLhatl v’ained insight into politi¬ 
cal rtaluics, ..nd rcsptii for praiikal pohtici.ins. Even 
on this liuliJav the) sat up late, ;;ot up early, wrote letters, 
examined peiiti"ns, dipped into liluc Hooks They were 
robust, ate hcart.K, look their lupior like men. nc\cr seemed 
fatigued Idle) shaved clean, looked he'altliy, and shot 
badK With cnjovmcnt d>.<‘ mernlxr of tiic Government 
plavcd goli instead, and IKur went round with him* 
Michael learned the lesson ila\c so niiKh on your mind 
that \ou ha\c practical) nothing in it, no time to pet 
your schemes, fancies, feelings Carry em, and be careful 
that )ou don’t know to what end 
A> for Fopgartism, thev didn’t— d la ‘ Evening Sail 
pooh-pooh It; they mcrel) asked, as Michael had oftoi 
asked himself: “ Yes, but how are you going to work it f 
Your sciicmc might be very go^jd, if it didn’t hit people*! 
pockets. Any addition to the price of living is out of the. 
question—the country’s taxed up to the hilt. Yoar Fog- 
gartism’s gomg to need money m every direction. Yon 
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may swear till you’re blue in the face that ten or twenty 
years hence it’ll bring fivefold return ; nobode will iibten. 
You may say . ‘ W'ltliout it ue're .ill going to the devil ’, 
but we’re aausH'nu'd u> th it - - s<>nic peoph- think we’re 
there already, -‘nd lhe% resent its being said Others, 
especially m.inuf.Kturi rs, b(ln\r- wliit they want to 
They can’t bear aiu one wh*' < ri< s * vtinhing fish,' whatever 
his object. T.dk about rtsiMiie tr uli, and less taxation, or 
offer more wagt s md talk >it a ^ tpii il Kw, and, aecnrding 
to Parly, we shall lx In \e \ou'-.i doiu tin irkk —until we 
find you haven't iiut xoa’rt t.illane of kss trade and 
more taxation in tin present w ith .t \ k w to a better luture. 
Great Scott’ In piibtus \.ui v i’; vimfili the sards, but 
you mustn’t add or su[>iraa Ihi-jli. ..nU aaa to im¬ 
mediate benelu, or, as m tii- w.ir, tn imminent danger 
You must cut iuit suis itinnalism ” 

In short, tlicx wert initlligem, and somph ielv fatalistu 
After these quiet talks, Mkhail umUrstend, nukh better 
than before, the prottssi.in o{ p.ihtus He was greatly 
attracted In the member <if the (itnernnitni , his per¬ 
sonality was modest, his manner ph isanr, he had Dc 
partmental ideas, and was doing his b^st w-ith his i.wn 
job according to those ideas; if lu- h ui others he kept 
them to himself He seemed to admire Meur, and he 
listened better than the other two He said, too, sume 
thini^ they h.tdn’t “Of course, wliat wt'rc able to do 
may be found so inadequate that there’ll he a great jour¬ 
nalistic outcry, and under cover ot it wc max bring m 
some sweeping mea,surcs that people will swallow betore 
they know what they're in for ’* 

“ The Press," said Michael, I don’t see them helping ’’ 
“Well! It’s the only voice there is. If you could get 
fast hold of the vv>cifcrous papers, you might even put 
your Foggartism over. What you’re reaO)* up against is 
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the slow town prouth t)f the l.jsi hunJred and fifty ycxrs, 
.m inprained state nunJ vsIikIi e.m only sec England 
in terms o^ industrialism and llie cnrrTing trade. And in 
the lovsn-mind, I't umt'^e, li'-pe sprinits eternal. Thc\ 
don’t Ilk'- lalamits till. N)i '1 L'enuiiu'K think wc can 
go oTi indt linitc 1. on iIk "Id hm v, and im t more and more 
prosperous into the hari-ain lhrs..iuilv, I don’t. It’s 
possihlc th.it mu»h oj whit old 1 ogg.4rt advoeates ma\ 
be adopted bit In [iit. .\cn Juki irnn'rition, from sheer 

jfKtu'al iiMcssii\. lv.it It uo'i't i'r ^,^ll^d 1 oitpartism 

Inventor’s Im 1. ' //, ’.V c t no , r< dir tor l>rine the* first to 
s<e it Ami.” .uKi( 1 ^ti. Minist' r. eloomilv, “ by the time 
It's .uh'pti el, il’ll { r-ib ibK bi !o..l,i, 

R< e ei\ ine til' s Hill d i\ an qu' St i,,r m in ter v tevs from 
a Press I'e who-,- r present nivi would comedown 

to suit ins i.ot;venienee, Mieha'l made the appointment, 
and pre I ar< d in elaborate 'Sjo^nioii ol Ins faitli The 
n pr SI nt.iiiv' . however, turned oji to be .i camera, and 
a photograph entitled ‘'1 he .Mernbir tor Mul-Bucks ex¬ 
pounding io-s-irtisni to our Ri } re se ntative ,’ l>ecamc the 
onlv reeordotit Tjjc eaintra was ae tive It took a family 
group in tront of the pureh ‘ Riplit to Mr Michael 
Mont, M P , Ladv Mont, Mrs Michael Mont, Sir Law¬ 
rence Mont. Rt ’ It took Ihur ‘Mrs Michael Mont, 
with Kit and Dandle ' It took the* Jacobc-an wing. It 
took the Minister, with his pipe, ‘cnjo)ing a Christmas 
rest’ It look a corner of the walled garden: ‘In the 
grounds ’ It then had lunch After lunch it took the 
whole house-panv ‘ At bir Lawrence M<mt’s, Lipptnghtll 
Manor, Bucks’, with the Minister on I.ady Mont’s right 
and the Mintsu-r’s wife on Sir Lavsrcncc's left. This photo¬ 
graph would have turned out letter, if the Dandie, in- 
advcrtcntlv left out, had not made a sudden •nslaught on 
the camera legs. It took a photograph of Flcor alooe: 
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‘Mri. Michael Mont—a charming }oung Society hostess’ 
It understood that Michael was making an interesting 
practical experiment—could it take Eogganism in action ? 
Michael grinned and said : Yes, if it would take a walk, 
too. 

They departed for the coppice The colony was in its 
normal state—Ihulduk, with two of the Contractiir's men 
cheering him on, was working at the construction of the 
•ncubator-house , hw.iiii, smoking a cigarLiit, was reading 
‘ The Daily Mail'; Bcrgti.ld was sitting with Ins head in his 
hands, and Mrs. Ikrgfild was waslung u|' 

The camera took three plmtographs Mutiael, who had 
noted that liergfcld had begun shaking, suggested to the 
camera that it would miss i;s ir.un It at once took a 
final photograph ol .\1k li.nl m front o( lU hut, two cups of 
tea at the Manor, ami us departure 

As Michael was going up-si.iirs ihai night, the butler 
came to him. 

“The man Boddnk's m the p.mirv, Mr. Michael; I’m 
afraid something's h.ipjxncd. sir." 

“ Oh ! ’’ said Michael, blaiikl). 

Where Mich.iel had spent many happy hours, when he 
was young, was lioddick, Ins p.ile face running with sweat, 
and his dark c\’cs vcr\ .ihvc. 

" The German’s gone, sir.” 

“ Gone ? ’’ 

"Hanged hissclf. The woman's in .m .iwful state, 1 
cut him down, and sent Swam to the village ’’ 

"Good God ! Hanged ! Hut why : " 

' "He’s been very funny these last tlirco days; and that 
camera upset him properly. Will \ ou come, sir ! ” 

They set ofit with a lantern, Hoddick telling his tale. 

“ As soon as ever you was gone this afternoon he started 
to shake and carry on about having been made game 
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of. I told ’im not to be .1 fo<iI, and went out to get on 
witli It. But when I c.ime in to tc.i, he waj still shakin’, 
and talkin’ about his honour and his s.ivin's, Swain had 
got fed-up and w.as jeerin' at him, .ind Mrs Bcrgfcld 
was as white as a ghost in the corner 1 told Swain to 
shut his he.id ; .md I rit/ simnurcd down after a bit, and 
sat humped up as he does for hours together. -Mrs. Bergfeld 
got our te.i I h.ul some chores to tinish, so 1 went out 
after. Whin I come in at seven, they was at it again 
hammer and tongs, and .Mrs Bergfeld crun' lit to bust 
her heart. ‘ Chui't \ou see,' I s.nd, ' how you're upsettin’ 
vour w'lte ; ’ ' iienrv lioiJiik,' he s.iij, ' I've nothing 
.ig.iinst veil, vou'ce .ilw.its I'Mii decent to rne. But this 
bw'.iin,' lie said, ' 'is ii.iine is .swine ' ' and he took up the 
bre.iJ-kiiifc 1 got It away Iroiii l.im, ami spoke him 
calm ‘ .\h ' ' la- sa’J, ' but V'’a':r no pride.’ Swain was 
lookin' at him witii ihit sort o' droop m his mouth he’s 
got. ‘ Bride,' In Sets, ■ toil mIK lilighler, what call ’ave 
voii to '.uc .me pride r ’ We!!, I see that wliilc we was 
there he wasn't coin’ to get .ms better, so I took Swain 
off for a gl.iss at the pub Wim wi i-iinc back at ten 
o'clock, Sw.'ein went sir.iight to I'd, and 1 went into the 
mess-room, wliere I l.rind his wit,, .done. ‘Has he gone 
to bed .’ ’ I s.aj, ‘ .No,’ she sod, ' he's gone out tO cool 
his head. (Hi I Henry BodJiek,' she said, ‘ 1 don't know 
what to do witli him ! ’ W'e sat liicrc a bit, she tcllin' me 
about ’im brooding, and all that nice woman she is, too; 
till suddenlv she said ; ‘ I lenry Boddick,’ she s.iid, ‘ I’m 
frightened. Why don’t he come .' ’ We went out to look 
for him, and where d'you think he was, sir i Yon know 
that big tree we're just gom’ to have down ? Thtre’i 
a ladder against it, and the guidui’ rope all fixed, „ He’d 
climbed up that ladder in the moonlight, put nope 
round hit neck, and jumped oS ; and there he WOI^ 
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feet from the ground, dead as a duck I roused up Swain, 
and we got him in, and— Well, v\e 'ad a proper time ! 
Poor woman, I'm sorrv for her, sir---t}iough re.illv I think 
it’s just as well he’s gone —he couldn't get upsides with 
it anvhow. That earner.i ch.ip would have given something 
for a .shot at wli.u we saw there in ih' niot.nligJit " 

‘ Foggartism m avtion ! ' thouglit Mu had, hnierlv ‘ Sf) 
endeth the First Lesson ' ’ 

The hut li'oked londv in tli< iliri idirig moonlight and 
the bitter wind Inside, Mrs H( rutdd was kneeluiL’ I'vside 
the body placed on tin dval t ihle, wiili .i h indkcrdutf 
over ill face Muhavl put a h.and on l\er shouhlvr She 
gave him a wild look, htiwed her he. id ag. un. and her lips 
began moving ‘ Prav^r ' ' iliougl.t Midi <d ‘ C.uhoiu: 
of course ! ’ He took lloddn^k .imJl ‘ I)<in't Kt Ik r sec 
Swain, ril talk to him " 

When the polue .ind tlie doctor camt in, hv button¬ 
holed the hair-dresscr, whose shadi'wv faw lo(‘ked gh.istlv 
in the moonlight He seemed much upset 

“You’d better come di«wn to the houve fi'r the night, 

Swain.” 

“All right, sir I never me.int to hurt the poor beggar. 
Bui he did earrv on so, and I've got mv (»wn trouble I 
COuidnT stand 'im monopolisjn' mislortune ihe way he 
does. When the inquest's over. I’m olT It I can't get 
tome sun soon. I’ll be as dead as 'im ” 

Michael was rehewd Boddick would be left alone 
When at last he got b.ick lo the house with Siaam, 
Fleur was asleep He did not wake her to tell her the 
news, but lay a long time irving to get warm, and thinking 
of that great obstacle to all salvation—the human element. 
And, mingled with his visions of the woman beside that 
stilly cold body were longings for the warmth of tlic >uung 
body close to him. 
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against that whitish sky the vcw-trecs looked very stark. 
He had ordered a bii; vsrc.ath l.iid on tin. i;r.ive, and when 
he law it thus offered up, he thought : ' First human beings, 
then rams, now flowers' Progress ? I u.mder ! ’ 

Having arr.ingid th.it Nor.di Curfew sliould t.nke Mrs, 
Bcrgfeld as cook in lietlm.il (irtm, lie drove her up to 
London in the M.mor c.ir DuniiL' ili.u lonu drive he 
experienced ag.iin feelings ili.n he h.id not h.ui since tlic 
war. Human he.iris, liressed up to tl.e nines m circum¬ 
stance, interests, m.inners, .Keinis, r ic<', .uui ci.iss, when 
Stripped by graf, la love, la Kite, In l.niglitir were one 
and the same heart, liut imw s. IJom vurt they stnppid ! 
Life was a clothed .iff.nr' A gi'oj thing too, perhaps - 
the strain of n.ikediu-ss was too Considir ibl, ' He vs.is, in 
fact, infinitely relieved to si e tlie l.ue ol .\or.ih Curfew, ,ind 
hear her cheerful words to.Mrs Herghld • 

“ Come in, my dc.ir, .ind h.u I sonu-tei!” .‘'hew.is the 
sort who stripped to the he.irt without str.iin or slnna 
Fleur was m the dr.iwint’-room when lie got home, furred 
up to her chei ks, which wtre bright as it she h.id just u.na 
in from the cold. 

■ Been out, mv child f " 

“Yes. 1--” She stopj cd, looked .it hrm r.ithir quccriy. 
smd said r “ Well, h.ive vou finished witli th.it business ! ’’ 
thank God I've dmpped the poor crc.iture on 

Noish Curfew.” 

• Fleur smiled. “.Ah! Yes, Nor.ih Curfew! We live: 
furmrerybody Imt herself, d.iesn't she ? ” 

■ “ Ste docs,” said .Mieh.u’l, r.ither sharply. 

^ “ITie liew woman. One's gening dean out of fashion,” 
kiehad took her checks between his hands. 

-''What’s the matter, Fleur t ” 

“«od>mg.” 

“There it." 
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“ Well, one ^ts a hit fed up ^^ith being left out, as if one 
ucre fit for notliing but Kit, .itul looking appetising.'* 
Michael dropped his hands, hurt .ind pu/./lcd Certainly 
he had not consulted her .ihout his * duvsn and outs ’; had 
felt sure It would iiiilv bore or make her laugh— No 
future in u ' And h id ilicr<- h i n ^ 

*■ An\ tune sou hi- ; , ^'o ires in an\ mortal thing, 
Meur, soaAe onU to 5 .s so ’’ 

“Oh' i d n't w mt to p>,kc into\.,ur atlairs. Tve got 
m\ o\sn Ha\e \ou had te 1 ^ ’* 

“ I icl! me wliai's I hi. ni vttcr ' ” 

“ .M\ di ir I’os, vcm\< ilri u!, isked me that, and I’ve 

alrcadc told \..u n-'il.ii'e ’’ 

“ W ■ ill’: \ '-a kiss nic ^ " 

“Ojcouise \nd tiu ri's Km' huh—would you like to 

go U]> ' " 

I* ah short Stab went in a btth farther This was a 
spiriiu.il <.nsis, .md lie dul mu know in the hast how to 
handle it Hi in’i slu sant him t-* admire her, to desire 
her' W'li.if did sIk w.mt Rtiouniiion tliat she wai as 
interested as la in-in tlw siau of the Country? Of 
course ! Only - vs as she ’ 

“Well, sh<“ Slid, "I want tea, .inywav. Is the flew 
uoman dr.imaiK ' 

jcaious\ ’ 1 he notion was absurd. He said quietly • 

“ I don’t quite follow )uu ” 

Fleur bxikcd up at him with verv clear e\cs. 

“ Good God ! ” said Michael, and left the room. 

He went up*stairs and sat down before ‘The White 
Monkey.’ In that strategic position he better perceiv^ 
the core of his domestic moment Hear had to be 
had to take precedence. No object in her coilcctifta Iflost 
live a life of its own ! Ifc was appalled by the bitteroeMof 
that thought. No, no! It was only that the » com- 
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picx—a Sliver spoon, and it had become natural in her 
mouth bhc resented liis having' interests m wluch she 
was not first; or rather, perhaps, resented the f.ict that 
they were not her initrcsis too And that was i(. her 
credit, when you carnc to think of it Mic was vexed with 
herself for bein^' cj^'oteniru Ihmr ihild! '{Ac eot to 
mind my eye,' thou^dii Michatl, ‘or I shall make some 
modern-novel mess ot this in three parts ’ \nd Ins nund 
strayed nalurdly to tlie siitnee ot ilishiriL: up semptoins 
as if they were roots- lia ’ Hi rcmenihtred Ins nursere 
governess lockim; him m , lie had dr-adid bun;: pcniud 
up ever since ‘iJic psviho-analvsts wojild s.i\ that u.is 
due to the action ot tus _m)\irii< ss It w iMi't- main small 
boys wouldn’t have cared a haiu;, u was due to a imtur-' 
that existed before that aaion Hi t"c,k up tin | hotu 
graph of Fleur that stood on his desk Ik loved the face, 
he would always love it If she had bmiiations--well! 
So had he —lots! This was comedv, one mustn’t make it 
into tragedy! Surely she had a sense of humour, too! 
Had she ? Had she not ? And Muiiael searched the face 
he held in his hands . . 

But, as IS usual with husbands, he had diagnosed without 
Jyjowlcdge o! all llie facts 

Fleur had been bored at Lippinghall, even collection 
of the Minister had tried her. She Jiad concealed her bore¬ 
dom from Miciiael But sch-sacriricc tabes its revenge 
She reached home in .1 mood of definite antagonism to 
public affairs. Hoping to fed better if she bought a hat 
or two, she set out lor Bond btreet. At the corner oi 
ButUngton Street, a ^oung man b.ircd lus head. 

“FirnrJ'’ ^ 

WUfrM Desert! Very lean and very brown ! 

“ You It* 

Yes. l*ro just back. How*s Michael ? ’' 
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“Wry well OhIn he*'; m P.irli.imcnt.” 

“(ireat ' \nvi h"w .ire m>u ’ " 

“ As you ste IhJ .t'u h.ue .i l’ouJ time ’ 

“ Yts I’mi-nK {\rviitnt: Tiie 1‘.isi has ?ot me • 

“ Arc \ ou lommc t" e as ' 

** I tlnnh m-t Th- I'uriu v iiild, \oii know ” 

“ V(.s, \uu .iff hroun 

“ Lioii.l-lni., i ! er' \'ou l‘*'ok just the same, only 
niMfi so ril s. ( Mif!, 1 I suriKsviurc ” 

" (lood-inc '>}u u illv'd on without l"<iking hack, 
.iiid dun rei^rtttivi n*’i n.iMiiu' iounJ out vslutlur Wilfrid 
li .J done lh(. s.lIlK ^ 

>he li ul u’i\' ri W liirui up tor well, for Mu h »cl, who — 
Who li.u] f-re-ttai it ' K'.ilK she was too sell sicrihciBg! 
\ml dien it three o\ I'K k a note w.is broU|,’lii her: 

“ Bs h.oul, la i'mi , .mswi r WMiung ” 

Mie ' pen. d .m < n vd..[ stamped * (.osmopulis Hotel.* 

“ MaI' \M. 

“W< .ipoh'L'isc for troiihlirig you, hut are in some per- 
plcMt) Mr (ratuis Wilniot, a \oung Anuruan gentle¬ 
man, who has been siasing in this hotel since early Oc¬ 
tober, has, sse arc sorr\ to sa\, contMcted pneumonia. 
The doctor nports uulavour.ihK on his condition. In 
these circ ums^anies \se thought it right to examine his 
effects, in tirder that we might communitMtc with hii 
friends; but the onl\ indicAtion we can find is a card 
of vours I venture to ask \ou if you can help us in ihc 
mailer. 

’* iichei'C me to be, 

“Your laithtul scr\.»nt, 

“ (tor the Management).” 

Fleur stared at an illegible sigraHire, and her tlwaghu 
were bitter. Jon had dumped Francis on her u a herald 
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of hi» happiness; her enemy had lifted him ! Well, then, 
why didn’t that Cat louk after him herself ? Oh 1 well, 
poor boy ! Ill in a qrcat hotel—uithuui a soul! 

“ Cali me a taxi, C'Mker.” 

On her wav to tlie I lotel she ti It sliuhl excitement ot the 
‘ ministering angel ’ order. 

Giving her name ai the iMin.iii, ’<he w.jb t.ikcn up to 
Room 209. A chamlxTiTiaid was there 'Die d Kinr, she 
said, had ordered a nurse, who had not vei ennu- 

Francis Wjlmot, vcr\ flusluJ, u.is Kiml’ Ivak. propped 
up; his eves were Dosed 

“ How long has Kt hi-1 n ill 1:1 -■ 'In'- ' ” 

** IVc noticed liiiu lookiin: r, m.r.im. hut \\e didn't 

know how had he was until to-J a 1 think he's just 
neglected u Ihe doctor s.as he’s i:..i to he picked. 
Poor gcntUm.in, it's verv sad Yuu see, hcD iurdlv 
there ! 

Francis W'llmot’s Iijw wire iniAme, he w.is tvidcntlv 
on the verge of delirium 

“Go and make some lemon tea m a jug as weak and 
hot as you can ; quick ! ” 

When the maid had gone, she ueiit up and put her cool 
hand to his forehead. 

“ It’s all right, Francis Much pain ” 

Francis Wdmot’s lips ceased to invne , he looked up at 
her and his eves seemed to hum. 

you cure me,” he said, “ I’ll hate v'lu I just want 
to get oat, quick ! ” 

She Ranged her hand on his forehead, vshosc lieat 
•eefned to scorch the skin of her palm. His lips resumed 
almost soundless movement. The meaningless, 
meaningfol whispering frightened her, but she stood her 
ground,' constantly changing her band, till the maid came 
iMidc with the tea. 
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“ The nurse has cnmc, miss; shc ‘11 he up in a minute.” 

“ Pour out the tea. Now, Fr.tnus, drink ! ” 

His lips sucked, chattered, su<.ked Fleur handed back 
the cup, and stixid .un,u flis c\es had chased a^ain. 

“ Oh ' ma’.iin," \sliisp« red tfie ni.iid, “ he is bad ! Such 
a nice \oun^ L’cnth m tn, too ” 

“ W hat ua^ hi*: leriip' r itiire , do \<<u know : ” 

“I did lie.If rh' d'vf.ir s.i\ fi< irly lot; Here is the 
nurse, ma’am 

Mt ur \Mmt t" hi. r in tlu d-" u ,t'. 

‘‘ It’s n>'t j.tsl ordm iF' . nursr iic u.nt' in I think 
a lovt-aJ] iir's L'^ne wo-nL' Miall 1 Mop md lielp you pack 
Inm ^ " 

When tlu pni’ipu-ni.i j.4i.k(.t had l"<,n put on, she 
Impend, lonkirii.' Jov.n at him His <\(1isIks lay close 
.md d trk aLMin'’r his -.la f ks, lone iial inii'aini, like a little 
bo\'s 

Outside ih' d' »>r, the in.ud loiu hed her arm 

“ 1 found this ktier, m.i’am , ought I t-j show it to the 
dtictor ' ” 

Mciir r( id ; 

“ My Pook Di ar Boy, 

“ \VV wtre cra/\ N'cMirdav. It isn’t any good, you 
know. W<11, 1 hivcn't j;ot a br< liable heart; nor have 
you rcalH, thoui,di sou rn iv thinl •'O when you get this. 
Just go b.ick to \our sunshine and \our d.irkics, and put 
me out of \our thoughts I couldn’t stay the courK. I 
couldn't possdds stand po<,r I must just go throogh 
11 with my Scotsman and travel the appointed foad. 
What IS the gmid ot thinking v\e can play at children ill the 
wood, when one of them is 

“ Your miserable (at the moment) 

Biutjoux. 
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“ I mean this—] mean it Don’t conic .iiui see me any 
more, and make it worse f<;r coursOf M ” 

“ Exactly !” said Fleur “ I’ve toKi the nur'^e Keep it 
and jiivc it lurn l\uk if he pt*? If he J usn't, hum 

it. I sh.ill (.nine ti> niorr<-\\ ” And, loofiivj at the maid 
witli a faint smile, sh< added • “ / am not that l.uK ! ” 

Oh ! no, ma’ini miss - ti", I’m sure’ i’^or voum; 
gentleman ! Isn’t ilnn noihine to he done ' ” 

“ I don’t know I should think not ” 

She had kept all ti\(. m.- l.u i. troin Mu had with a sudden 
retaliatory kdim; IL (.oulJn't ha\i jri\,.*(e or was n 
public- -hfc all t(t lunis( U ' 

After he had goik out \Mth his ‘(jor.d <h>d'’ sht went 
to the Window (JiKtr to hive seen Wiltnd acain ' Her 
heart had not lluncicd, hut it tant.discd her ma to know 
whether she could aliraa him hat.k Out in tlic squao 
it was as dark as when last she had seen him before he 
fled to the East-a face pressed to this window that slie 
was louchim,' with her hnj;ers. ' The burnt ehilJ ! ’ No ' 
She did not want to reduce him to that state apain , to 
copy Marjorie Ferrar, who Imd copied her It, instead oi 
going East, W iltnd had chosen to ha\c pneumonia like po<jr 
Francis! What would she ha\e done ' Eel him die for 
want of her ? And what ouphi she to do about Francis, 
having *ccn that letter ? Tell Miehae'l ? No, he thought 
her frivolous and irresponsible Well! She would show 
him! And that sister-who had married Jon? Ought 
ihe to be cabled to ’ Hut this would have a rapid crisis, 
the nurse had said, and to get over from America in iinu 
would be impossible ! Fleur went back to the fire. What 
kind of girl was this wife of Jon’s ^ Anoilier in the new 
fafthion~4ike Norah Curfew ; or just one of those 
Amencans out for her own way and the best of every- 
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thms^ ? But thcv vnouKI have the new fashion in America, 
too-'cvcn ilx'U.h i -li.ln’t tome from Barn*. Anne For¬ 
syte !—I Itur ,U‘ivc a littlv shu tr m tmiu of the hot fire. 

She wtnr u[' stairs, "tl h-r h.it, and scrutinised her 
ini iL^'c Her was >..-l.pttrtd .iiul rounded, lier eyes 
Wire He.ir, her ht'iw unl'ii-d, her hair rather flattened, 
."she flulrtvi It out, and went at foss into the nursery. 

'flu tlcstniii iMTonii, asleep, svas Iismi; his j'rivatc life 
with .1 \cr\ d< i< riiiined tN['r< ssi.m <•[! liis late , at the foot 
.,\ Ills ! 1 1\ ll - I) Old,, , with Kis c hill [Ti SS'd to the floor, 
ind it ill' ta!'’' th' iiurst w.issiwiiiL: Intr-uit of her la\ 
01 illusir it' d [' ip'.r with tiK plioi^i^T.iph iiisi rihi d . ‘ Mrs. 
Mit Ikk 1 Mont, w'iK Kit and H iii.iii- 
" W’lhii vio sou ihia' It, nur-' : ” 

“ I ihiiiK It's K‘’rrii !i. la i’ 1111 , it in ikes Kit lof)k as if he 
hadn't alls si ns' op. .n ' lain .t a ir- lik, that ' ’* 

rUur lock up the j ip'T. !i. r i|ui>k IS s had seen that 
It evtiKtai'u aiiothiT Tile n on the I d'li vsas a ICCond 
ol iiirsilt ‘Mrs Mkii.iti Mont, the pretty younif 
London li 'si( SS. who, riniour s 1, s, will sliortls Ik defendant 
m a ^oaltv l.iwsuit ‘ \nd, .il>o\e, \et another effig)', 
inscnbed. ‘Miss Marjorie hirrar, tiie brilliant grand¬ 
daughter of the M irquis of M.^ijwljire, whose engagement 
to ^lr Ah \.in-. .M (!• o\ii, NI P , is .iniiouiked.’ 
ricur dreipped paper Uaek oil paper. 


% 



CHAPTER XI 


SHAIiOWS 

The dinner, whnli M.irj'.rit Urr.ir l,.ul so suddenlv re¬ 
collected, w.is M.ud'rwn's. .md uimi she rebelled the 
appointed nst.oir.int, lit u.is H.iinin.' in tin li.dl 
“Where .ire the others, AUi ■ " 

“ There arc no others,” s.nd M nth.un 
Marjorie Eerr.ir rtiiud h.nk. "1 t.in't dine uith vou 
aloae in a place like this' ” 

“ I had the P|'\ iirrs iis, Inii tie \ !■ 11 ihr meh ” 

“Then I shall l’o to nu Cluh ” 

“For God's sake, tio, M ir|orR Wi ll hast- a priv.ile 
room. Go and u ait in liit re, n liih 1 arranet it ” 

With a shrill; she passed lino a litth ‘ louilpe ’ A vouilg 
woman whose face seemed famili ir idled in, looked at her, 
and idled out ae.nn, the ormolu cloek in ked, the walls of 
striped pale grey stared hlankle in ilit hnlli.mt licht, and 
Marjorie Ferr.ir stared blaiiklt hack- she «as still seeing 
Francis Wilnim's ecstat'c face 

. “Now!” said MacGoiin. “ I'p those stairs, and third 
oa» the right. I'll lollou in .a minute” 

She had acted in a play, she had passed an emotional 
hoar, and she was luinyrs. .At lc.tst she could dine before 
making the neccssars scene. And while she dr.ink the 
best djampagne MasGi'wn could buy, she talked and 
watched the burning c\ es of licr adorer. That red-brown 
visage, square, stilf-liaired licad, and powerful frame — 
what a contrast to the pale, slim face and form of 
FrqtKasl This was a man, and when he liked, agree- 
56] 
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able. With him she h.uc even thing she wanted 

except—wh.u Fr.incu u)uld cue her And u \\a% one or 
the Ollier—nut both, .is she h.id thouglit it michi be. She 
had once crossi-d the ‘ striding’ cdcc ‘ on HeUellvn, with a 
previpicc on one side .md .1 prceipnc on the other, and 
herself, doubting Joun vvhuh to f.iH, m the middle. She 
h.idn’i t,i]]t,p, .ind -sJr supposed she wouldn’t now! 
Oiu d. in’t. '] iiin kt y: on. \ In ,d ' 

Coitei w.i> I'F .ucKi , .Old sir- s.ii, Mn"kinL', on the sofa. 
Fler knowli .L’. ,.t {ru.iie t ii:i:iii her th:ii she wai 

now .is .ilohi. with h'r Intro'ij-d ..s inontw lould make 
them Ilow wirtild lie bi i\ 1 

He thr.w Ills , li’ir mi s.it down by her ildc. 

This w.is i‘(' nioM.'nr to rise md till him tfmi lie was no 
longer hi r h-iro’hed Ills .inn wiiK round her, his lipi 
sought ii'.r I. " MifiJ riiv Utlss, ii\ the only decent 
one I’vi L’o’ 

And, siohl n’-, not bis-iuse she In .ird .1 noise, but 
bci.iuse lier s, ’IS's weri not .ibsorl ivi hke his. she perceived 
j tigure in tin optii Jo.r'. i» \ wom.iths voice said: 
“Oh' I beg \ our p.irdon , 1 thought ” Gone I 
M.irjoric Itrraf st.irted up 
“ Did vou see that )oung woiu m ; ” 

“ Ves D mm fier ' ” 

“ She’s sli.idowing me ” 

“ What ? ” 

“ I don’t know her, and \ei I know her perfectly. She 
h.id a g<xid loe>k at me duwn-st.urs, wiicn I was waiting.** 
MaeGown dashed to the door and flung it open. Nobody 
was there ! He shut it, and came kick 
“ B) heaven ! Those people, 111—’ Well, tliat eada HI 
Marjorie, I shall send our engagement to the papers 16* 
morrow.” 

Marjorie Ferrar, leaning her elbows on tha flUttltd- 
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piece, stared at her own face in the ahoxe it ‘ Nut 
a moral about her! ' What did it matter : If onlv she 
could decide to marry l-ramis nut ul fianJ, didc away 
from them all debts, lavs vers, Mex ' And then the ‘ A\)U 
be damned ’ spirit m In r blotnl r< vuhtd The iinpudcnec 
of It I Shadowing her ’ Nu ' ^lu wus imt ^uiny to leave 
Miss Fleur triumphant -thrlitili sn-.b , and that < T1 p.trty 
with the ehin ' 

Maet iown r.uM-J lur h itul t.. !n^ li| ■ , .iiui, '''nulum the 
cjrcss toudiiii lu r 

“Oh! wcU/’shc saih, " Utij'iwst \ uij\l hett* r 

“ Thank Cod I ” 

“Do you really ihink th.it tu uii tm i' u i.iuo, I, r 
gratitude I ” 

“ 1 would yo through Hell tu iji't miu " 

“And after? Well, ji wt'rc (nibln ['r.ipt-rty, let's yo 
down and d.iiu c ’’ 

For an hour she danreJ She isould nut h t him t.ike 
her home, and in her c.ih she cried She tsrutc to I r-itKis 
when she got in. She want out again to post it The hitter 
stars, the bitter wind, the bitter night ' \\ the little 

slurred thump ol her letter dropping, she laughed To 
have played at children ! It w.is too funn> ! So that w.is 
done with 1 ' On with the dance ! ’ 

Extraordinar), the cficct of a little par.igraph m th» 
papers! Credit, like new-struck oil, spurted she-high. 
Her post contaiiieel, not bills for dresses, but solicitations 
to feed, friiz, lur, flower, feather, furbelow, and pboto- 
graph her. Lamdon offered itself. To escape that c\meal 
avalanche she borrowed a hundred pounds and flew to 
Paris. There, every night, she went to the theatre. She 
had her hair done in a new style, she ordered dresses, ate 
at places known to the few—living up to Michael’s nick¬ 
name for her ; and her heart was heavy. 
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She rnurned .ifu-r .1 week, and hurncd ihc nvahinchc— 
‘'rtunatiK all letters of cimtrr itulation contained the 
'hrasc ‘ of course sou won’t think ot .uiswering this ’ She 
hdn’t I he weather Was mild , she rude iii tin Rtjw ; she 
'repnred tohunt On tiie e\e of departure, she received an 
.noTU mous I ummunkation 

“Iraiui'' Wilnua is \cr\ ill with pneumonia at the 
-<ismopolis Hottl } i< IS not e\p' I ted to Ii\ e 
Her heart llurm d n-und within he r hrt.«st and flumjxtd ; 
ur knets tclt wt ik . her h.md h'ddini: th< n-'tf sluKik ; 
■nh her head si i\ed sic 1\ | j,. }, iiulwritin^' was ' lliat 

itilc snoh's ’ fl.ul i r..n<.is eausfvi this im ssa^c to be 
ciu ^ \\ ,.s It his ippeal ' Poor I’nv ' \nd must she go 
nd see him il he wire cMni; to da ' ^la so halid death. 
)id this mean tliat ii was up to ia r to save him ? What 
lid It m m ' Hut indeiision was not her strong point, 
n ten minuK^ she was in a cah, in twentv at the Hotel, 
ianding her e.ird, she said 

“Vouh.iseaMr W'llniot here a nlaiise of mine. I’ve 
ust he.irJ of his serious illness Can I go up and see the 
lursc ^ ” 

The Manacement looked at the t ird, incjuisiiivcly at her 
acc» touched a bell, and said 

“ Certainly, madam. . . . Here, \ou—tike this lady up 
o Ro.im —er—2og ” 

Led by what poor Francis c.illed a ‘ bell-boy ’ into the 
ifi, she walked behind his buttons along a pale-grey river 
f corridor carpet, between palc-grcv walls, past creanj^ 
oloured after cream-coloured door m the bright electric 
ight, with her head a little down. 

The ‘ bell-boy ’ knocked ruthlessly on :i dixir. 

It was opened and in the lobby oi the suite »tood 
Icur.. .. 



CHAPTFR XII 

I'l I I'l MSG 

HowEvrR untvpicilK Anuni.tn tr> Soames, 

Francis Wilinoi bcemcJ i" Iuki mi' n.itiun.il p.ibsiun for 
short cuts 

In two da\s fr<<ni l-ltur\ hrst \iMt ho h.id ro.ivhcd the 
crisis, hurr\in).' tmv.irds it ]ilo .i ni.tii lu hi'' bride. Vet, 
compared uiih ih<. niMina id h\<. th<. human w»ll is 
limited, SD th.il Ik t.nkd in du lluir, sunminiKd b\ 
telephone, homo (.lK<r<d Ik the d<n.i<-r''' words; 

“HeUldo now, Jl we t'MV .1 huh 'strcni;;h into him " 
That, however, was til. tnaibie lertlirn aliernouiis slie 
watched his ixliaustcJ iiiJitiir. iki M.mini,’ to increase 
And she was haunted b\ eruel aii\i. t\ Un the fourth 
day she had been sitting for more ii,..n an hour wlicn his 
eyes opened 
“ Yes, Trancis ? " 

** I'm goinp to t|uit all right, after all ” 

•‘Don’t talk like tl-.at—It's not American Of course 
yoa’te not going to quit,” 

He smiled, .nnd shut his eyes, bhe m.ide up her mind 

then. 

Next day he was alxmt the same, more dead than alive. 
Bat her mind was at rest, her messenger had brought back 
word that Miss Ferrar would be in at lour o'clock. She 
tmmM have bad the note by now ; but would she come ! 
How little one knew of .nher people, even when they were 
enenuesl 

He wu drowsing, white and strcngthlcss, when she 
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heard the ‘ bell-bov's ’ knock. Passing mto the \ohhy\ she 
closed the door softly behind her, and opened the outer 
df»or So she hid come ! 

If this meetinL: of two Jecl.ired (ncmies h.ui in it some¬ 
thing dramatic, neither pericutd 11 at the moment Itwas 
just intensels unple.isant to them both 1 'liev stood for a 
moment lookini: .it e.icli oilu r's ilons Then 1 leur said : 

" H(.*s extrenuK vseik Will \< ii sit d^ua uhile I tell 
him \ rtuTe here ’ " 

Having se<n her s-tthd wIkti; br.in^is Wilmol put hi* 
clotliss "111 t-> be s.ihtcd in .la\s \slnn lu* iiad \sorn them, 
Fleur p.iss(d bisk mu* the bedru<.ni, and .igain iloscd the 
door 

" Fran; o, ' siif‘ s.iid, ‘ oiit. IS w.oting to see vou.’^ 

I ruiCi*' W tlii.ot did n il stir, but his c\ts opened and 
ckared To 1 1< ur tluA se< lued siiihltnly the 

etes sh< h.id known; .is it .ili thtsi ili)** ifiss had been 
‘ out,’ and soiiK one had .le on put a match to them. 

’* ^V.u un {t rstand \sh it I no .in ' 

The wor.ic came ch.ir an 1 lesblc: “Yes, bat if I 
wasn’t good enough tor )h r betorc, I surely am not now. 
Tell her Fm ihrou di with th.o f >ol business ” 

A lump rose i-' I h-ur’s 'hro.nt 

“Th.mk her t-r loii.in;;!” said Francis Wilmot, and 
closed Ills e\cs .0: on 

Fleur went b.uk into the lobhs. Marjorie Ferrar wai 
standing against the wall with an unlightcd cigarette 
between her lips 

“He thanks sou fur coming, but he doesn't want to 
see vou I’m sorrv I brought sou down.” 

Marjorie f'errar look out the cigarette. Fleur could MO 
her bps quivering ‘‘ Will he get wcD ? ” ", 

“ I don't know. I think so —now. He say* he’* ‘throt^ 
with that fool business.' " 
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Marjorie Ferrar’s lips tightened. She opened the outer 
door, turned suddenly, and s.ud : 

“ Will \<»u make it up ? ” 

“ No,” said I' kur 

There vsa-i a moment ot complete Ntillncss * then M irjori'e 
Fcrrar^M\e a liulc laui'li. and slip}- d out 

Meur \\tiu hack iK u is asleep Next dav he was 
stronger 'I'lin c da%s lattr 1 leur u ased her Msits ; he u.is 
on the road to rc«.ovi r\, Slu had hceiunc cons*, ions, more¬ 
over, that she had a little lanih u !m h, w here\ er Marv went, 
was sure to go Mic vsas hcitn.' shadowed ' How amusim; ' 
And wliat a hort that slit .ouldn’i i 11 MiclniJ , because 
she had not \ 11 Ik gun again !■ > u !i him aim hint: 

On th e <l t\ that sh' ct.asi\.l lu r \ isits jh* came in while she 
was dressing tvir dinimr, with a ‘ W ccki\ ’ in his Imiid. 

“ Listen to this," he s.ud 

hosiioi'K 

‘When to (lod’s tondouk tlie donke\^ are taken— 

Donkes s of Afrka, Sn ilv. Spam - - 

If pcr.ulventure the Deitv vsaken, 

He shall not easil\ slum her again. 

Where in the sweet ot (tod's straw thev ha^( 1 ud them, 
Broken and dead i>t their burden> md - <rtw. 

He, for .> ch.uii;i, .li ill rcnionihcr Ho ni.idi il'i.m— 

One of the he-.t i>t Hi. numerous shores— 

Order from Mime one .1 Sii;h of repenianec— 

Donkc\s ot Ar.ih\, Srri.i, (Irecec— 

Over the fondouk ihstemper the sentence : 

“ God’s own for.sjken—the stable of peace.” ’ 

“ Who’s that by ’ It sounds like Wilfrid.” 

“ It is by Wilfrid,” said Michael, and did nut look at her. 
“ I met him at the Hotch-Potch.” 

" And how is he } ” 
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“ Verv fit ” 

“ Have \<)U asked liim here ? 

“ No }Ie's .iL’.nn ’•oun ” 

as he fi'-hmp ? Did he kntuN iliat she }nd seen him ? 
And slic s.uJ 

“Dm L'uin^’ down lu fatiur’s .MiJiai] He's written 

UMv't 

Mh h.ul put lur hand to ho' lips. 

“ Ml ro'liT, J.irliiip " 

ikur redder^ d , h< r strariL’hd cmfidEnu's seemed 
kiH'ired in Ikt ^lir went ruvt d.i\ with Kit and 

D.i'idie The ‘little Innh' wimld hard]'. Jolaos to ‘The 

\nnetie had i:one vMtli her rriutlMr to Cannes for a 
month; and >"anies w.*s alone with the 1 'mulish winter. 
I le was p.is iru' little attention to it, lOr tlie ‘ < ase ’ was in 
the list, .uid inieiit he rcadud in a tew weeks’ tune De¬ 
prived of I run h influence, hr was a^rain waxerin^; towards 
compromise Th( annoupnnunt <<f .M.irjorie Ferrar's 
uitaj»emcnt to M.utiown hid mattnalK eIi. mired the com¬ 
plexion of affairs In the (ws of a ilritish Jury, the 
character of <1 fast \ounir lads, and tlie iharactcr of the 
same vounp ladv puhlul', <nLra^ed to a Member of Parlia¬ 
ment, witli wealtli and a handle to his narnt. would not be at 
all the same thinjr Thes were now \irtually dealing with 
Ladv Mac(iown, and mjthinp, hoames knew, was so fierce 
as a man about to be married To libtl his betrothed was 
like appmachinjr a mad dtt^r 

He looked verv ijrave when Fleur told him of her * little 
lamb.’ It was precisely the retaliation he had feared ; DOr 
could he tell her that he had ‘ tfild her so,’ becaufc he 
hadn’t. He had certainly urged her to come down to 
him, but delicacy had forbidden him to give her the reason. 
So far as he could tell through catechism, there iiad 
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been nothing ‘ suspect ’ in her movements since Lippinghall, 
except those visits to the Cosmopolls Hotel. But they 
were bad enough. Who was going to bchevc that she 
went to this sick young m.m out of pure kindness ? Such 
a motive was not current in .i Cnun uf Law. He was 
staggered when she t<ild him ih.it Mich.icl didn't know of 
them. Why nut ^ 

“ I didn’t feel like telling him ” 

“Feel? Dun’t )r‘U see \shat .» pMsitinn )()u’vc put 
yourself in ? Here \ou are, running tu .i )oung man's 
bedside, witliout your liush md’s kii‘i\sh.dL'e ” 

“ Yes, darling , but he v\.is terribh ill " 

“ I dare 5 .U-‘.iid So.iiic s, sd l.us dt ]h <>plc ” 

“ Iksides, he was over he.id .^ncl e.irs m lu\e with hrr." 

“ D’you think he’s g<.»ing to admit that, c\en if we could 
call him ? ” 

Fleur was silent, thinking of i ranei^. ilmor's face. 

“Oh! 1 don’t know," sin. s.it .1 at last How horrid it 

aU is! ” 

“Of course it’s luirnd,” said ^‘i.imes “ Have )ou had 
A quarrel witli Mich.ul ? " 

“No; not a quarrel Onl\ he dticMi'i tell m/things.” 

“What things ? 

“ How sliould I know, dear ' " 

Soames grunted "Would lie have minded your going? ” 

“Of course not. He’d have minded if I hadn’t. He 
like* that boy.” 

“Well, then,” s.nd Soarnes, ” either you or he, or both, 
.will have to tell a he, and sa\ that he did know. I shall 
up and t.dk to him Th.mk goodness we can prove 
the iUncas. If i catch anylx^dy coming down ktr^ after 
you •—•! 

Ho went up the following afternoon. Parliament being 
■hot Roest, he sought the Hotch-Potch Club. He did not 
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like a place always connected in his mind with his dead 
cousin, that fellow young Joivnn, and s.iid to Michael at 
once : “ Can we go somewhere else ! ” 

" Yes, sir, where would sou like r " 

“To your pine, if \ou can put me up tor the night. I 
want to h.u'c a t.ilk with 1 ou " 

.Michael hwTcd .it him .isk.incc 

“Now.” s.ud Nmiius, .itii r dinner. “ wh.it’s this about 
rieur—she s.i\s sou don't tell lur ihintrs ' ’’ 

Mirli.ul g.i/i ii iiuo h.s lI-iss ol I'nri 

" Well, sir," h( s.iiJ Mo.sls. “ I’d he < mly too ghid to, of 
course, hut 1 doii'i mink this n.ills itiuresi her, She 
doesn’t feel ih .t piihlu il.ines ni liter ’’ 

’’ I'uhlic 1 1 im lilt pns ite ” 

’’'I'here .ircii't itis pm .ite things 1 )’\nu nie.m that »he 
thinks there .in ' ’’ 

bo.imes dropped his scrutms 
“ I don’t know -she s ltd ' thinps ‘ ’’ 

“ Well, sou e.i'i put th.ii out ol Sour hc.ui, .mil hers ” 

“ H’m ' .Ansis.i, tile result's hun that she’s been 
visiting th.it sotiiii,' .knunc.m with pneunioni.i at the 
Cosmopohs Hotel, ssithout letting sou know It’s a mercy 
she h.isn’t pieke J it up ’’ 

■' hrancis W ilmot ’ ’’ 

"Yes He's out of liic wood, now That’s not the point. 
She’s been sh.idowed ’’ 

“ (loo,l (lod ' " s.iid Muh.ul. 

’’ Ev.ietls ! This IS 'sh.it comes of not t.ilkmgto yonr 
wife Wises .ire funns - thes don’t like it ’’ 

Mich.iel grinned 

I’ut s'ourself in ms pl.ue, sir It’s mv profewion, now, 
to fuss about the state of the Country, and all that; asti 
you know how it is—one gets keen. But lo Fle-ur, it’l aB 
a stunt. I quite understand that; but, sou sec, the keener 
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I get, the more I'm .ifr.iid ot boring Iier, and the less I 
feel I can talk to her about it In a sort of wav she’s 
jealoas.” 

Soames rubbed his chin The state of the Cf>untr\ 
was a curious sort of co-rcsp'injent He himself was utten 
worried by the stale of the Country, but as a source of 
division between husband and wife it seemed to him cold¬ 
blooded ; he had known other snur'.es in his tinn ' 

“ Well, you mustn't lei it go on," la. said “ h's trivial " 
Michael pot up 

“Trivial ' Well, sir, I don't kn<»w, but it sicins to me 
ver)' much the s>)ri (tt ihmg that luppened when the war 
came. Men had to leave tin ir wivi s thui " 

“Wives put up With that,” said boinK\ “ the Country 
was in danpf-r ” 

“ Isn’t It in danger now ’ ” 

With his in\eUTate distrust r){ w..rds, it xcmeJ to 
Soames almost ind*i.ent f<tr a \oung man to talk like that 
Michael was a poluicun, of course, but p<'litkians were 
there to keep the C\)untry quiet, not to g<. r.osing .seares 
and talking through their hats 

“ When you’ve h\cd a little long/r." he snd, “ vou'll 
know that there’s alwa\s something to tuss about if\uu like 
to fuis. There’s ru/tliing in it realls , the p<Hind's going 
up.. Besides, it doesn’t matter what )ou rcU I'lcur, so ]<mg 
as you tell her something ” 

“She’s intelligent, sir,” said Muhael 
So.ames was taken aback He. could not den\ the fact, 
and answiTcd: 

“ Well, national affairs arc toci remote ; )ou ».an't expect 
H woman to be interested m them.’* 

“ Quite a lot of women arc.” 

** Blue-stockings.” 

** No> $ir; they nearly all wear ‘ nude.* ** 
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‘‘H’m ! Those' As to interest m national aff.urs—put 
a ta\ on sini.kini:s, and sec vsh.a haf'ptns! ” 

Mil had i^nnncd 
“ ri! It, sir " 

“H \"u Slid Soames, “tliU people - women 

or not - an j-ani; t" pat thorns* hes out ot the is i\ for any 
sdienu IiivL thiv thiv 1 w^irariism ol \‘'urs, be very 

much diN tppoini* d " 

r\! - !\ tills nu It's just I'liaiisc I don’t like 
s- j 1 i wall r it li 'int .*s \\i 11 a• I'oro id, tliat I\o i^'iscn up 
U'irr\mu 1 !* ur " 

■'Well, i! '."U tak( rn\ ad\!<(, \iai'li tike up bomctlnni^ 
praittcal til* si a* **! the tr I'lh .--r p mu posiap- Dr«'p 
j'l ssiniisiii , I * ‘pl* v\ h‘' t ilk 1 irui hki that, never U' 
trusnd m th's iMuntrs In arn ease S'-u'll have to say you 
knew il'out h'T \ isiis to th It v<-unu man ” 

“CirtmiK. sir, uik and huslund arc one But you 
don’t roailv nu an to let th* m rnai ■ a ciri us <>f it in Court ? ” 
^oames u is mK nt He did lun m/./n them to , but what 
li they did ' 

•• I c.in’t nil.” he Slid, at last "The idlow’s a Scotch¬ 
man W h it did\ou ^"1 hittink: him on th* nose for ? *’ 

" He yavc me a thiik lar first 1 kiiinv it was an excel¬ 
lent opp-rtunitv f<m turning,’ the **t)Kr cheik, but I didn’t 
think of It m lime " 

•• \\)U must have called him somcihmt,'.” 

" Onlv a dirtv doe As vuu kmm, he sujj^'cstcd a low 
motive !'»rmv spenh 

boames stared In his opinion this young man wa* 
takinit himself much km. scnouslv 
*' A our speech ' A’ou've got to get it out of your mind,’* 
he said» “ that anv thing v ou can sav or do will make any 
difference ” 

" Then what’s the good ol my being in Parliament ? ** 
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“Well, you’re in the same Ixiat with everyhody else. 
The Country’s like a tree; you can keep it in order, but 
you can’t go taking it up by the roots to look at 

them.’’ 

Midiael looked at him, impressed 
“ In public matters," s,iid Si.iiru.s, “ the thing is to keep 
a level head, and do no more th.m you're obliged " 

“And what’s to govern one's i lew of nccessiiv ? ’’ 
“Common-sense. One c.m’t h,i\i ivervthing.” 

And rising, he beg.in scrutinising tlie (joya. 

“ Are you going tn Imv .mollu r (.o\.i, sir ’ ” 

“ No; if 1 buv .ms more pniures, 1 sli.dl go b.iek to the 
English School " 

“ Patriotism ’ ’’ 

Soames gave him a sharp look. 

“ There’s no p.itrinnsm,” he s.iid, “ in fussing ,'\nd 
another thing you've got to remember is ih.it foreigners like 
to hear that we’ve got troubles h doesn't do to discuss 
our a§ain out loud.” 

Michael took these sayings to bed with him He re¬ 
membered, when he tame out of the w.ir, ihmking; ‘ If 
there’s another war, nothing will mduic me to go.’ But 
now, if one were to come, he knew he uoiiU be going 
agtin. So Old Forsyte thought he was just ‘fussing!’ 
Wasjlpsf 'W'as Foggartism a phluz .’ Ought he to come to 
jMelg'and take up the state of the traffic ! W as cverv tldng 
tliueid f Surely not his love for Fleur .’ .Anvw.iv he felt 
for her lying there. .-Vnd Willrid b.itk, tool To 
nsk his happiness with her for the sake of—what .’ Punch 
had taken a snap at Kim this week, grinning and groping 
At A surrounding fog. Old England, like Old F'orsyte, 
had no use for theories. Self-conscious national 
clfoni .Were just pomposity. Pompous! He ? The 
thought was terribly disturbing. He got out of bed and 
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went to the window. Fopj)’! In fof all were jhadowj; 
and he the merest shadow of them all, an unpractical 
politician, takini; things to heart! One! Two I Big 
Ben ' How man) hearts had he turned to water 1 How 
manv dreams spoiled, with his ne .isurej resonance ! Line 
up with tlie toj jb^rs, ..lU j.jii. the Cuuiiir) to suck itl 
silver sj-ouu 1 




PART III 




CHAITFR I 

* > IK« 1 --I S ’ 

In hi*: c irK ivi\ Ii'imJ <. ii ul Ivcn u'lvcn to tfic -.'Ircnl. 
H(. li.td 15 , '(.irius^s’ vscrc now to him little 

sh(<rr oj ,in ah'iinni i5i*>!i uvi that 

rt'jrruii licunia!. t!a l/itJ ^la'u. I' jrl’s Court, 

C^K nii'i i, \\ tnii'icN alN'c .lisiilaJ H'-i "uKl Hot Stand 
.1 i-t o| ptojl' a.rh 0. ir nioiiili*: Dressing up 

w.i'v 1 " him .1 v' n.j ji'tn (d .iL initiJv »int ss, and the 
U'lli'inf iMitdiuit oI a ^towvl .m i 'tr.iv that 

otiiiidui his un < nt indiMvlu dism 'Ii.ovii:h not deeply 
Mtsed in hisiors, he li ul an k1« a, U"\ tliat nations who 
went in ti>r ‘tiruisM’ urre Jccaditu Queen Vittoria’i 
funeral, indted, had impressed him tin re had l>ecn a 
leiling in the air that dav ; hut, evif since, things had 
g<<nc from had to Horse rius made c\<r\thing into a 
* circus ' no\s ’ A man couldn’t commit a murder without 
the whok paper-reading population • himself included— 
IcKiking over each other's shoulders, and as to these 
hKithall-matches, and rodeos-they interfered with the 
traffic and the normal course of conversation ; people were 
so era/) al'out them ! 

Of course, ‘circuses’ had their use. They kepi the 
people quiet. Violence by proxy, for instance, was ob- 
\ lously a fHjliiical principle of some value. It was dxffictilt 
to gape at the shrddmg <jf blood and shed it at the same 
lime; the morepcoplcstoodinrowsio see others being hurt, 
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the less trouble would they t.ikc to hurt others, and the 
sounder Soames could sleep by niKht. Still sensation¬ 
hunting had become a disease, in his opinion, and no 
rate was being inoculated for it, so far as he could sec ! 

As the weeks went on and the cases liehirc it in the List 
went off, the ‘circus' thet wire proposing to make of 
his daughter appeared to iiiin more and mote monstrous. 
He had an instinctive distrust of fwotilnncn—tlics i died 
themselves Scotsmen now.id.ns, .is if it helped tlinr char¬ 
acter! —they never let go. .m,! he could nut approve in 
Other people a quality natiei to himsi If Hisides,' Scotch¬ 
men ’ were so-so cxulur.iiit .ilw.ns cither dour or else 
hearty —c.ctravagant chaps' Tow.irds tlic middle of 
March, with the ca.se in the list for the following week, he 
took an estremc step .ind mured tlu- l.oi'hy of the House 
of Commons. He had spol.ui to no one ol his deterinin.i- 
tion to make this last iltort, lor u sumcJ to him that all— 
Annette, Michael, J h.ur herself- h.;J done their best to 
spoil the chance of settlement. 

Having sent in his card, he waited a long while in that 
lofty purlieu. ‘Lobbving,’ he knew the phrase, but had 
never realised the w.iste of time iinoKed in it The 
statues consoled him somewhat Sir Stnfinrd Northcotc 
— a Itcad.s chap, at old Lots)to dinner-parties in the 
’eighties his charaacr had been as much a standby as the 
nddk of mutton. He found even ‘ that fellow (iladstonc ’ 
beaiahlc in stucco, or whatescr it was up there. You 
-might dislike, but \ ou couldn't snecr.c at liini, as at some of 
theae modern chaps. He was sunk in coma before Lord 
Granville when at last he heard the words : 

“Sit Alexander Maedown," and saw a square man with 
a ruddyface, stiff black hair, and clipped moustache, coming 
faecwceo the railings, with a card in his hand. 

” Mr. Forsyte f ” 
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“Yes. Can wc anywlicre thal’-S not quite so 
public ? “ 

7'he ‘ Scotclmi.in ’ noJdcJ, anJ led lum down a corridor 
to a small ro<'m 

“ Well f " 

S''.inics sm'-oiKcvl los Imt “ I iiis ^itT iir," he said, “ can’t 
be anv nv're .tcr* c.ibu* to v"U lii m u is t>'m* 

“ Arc you tin iu livjJu.il wli > v\.ts L;'*od elioiiL:)i to jppty 
the word ' tr mri ' t" ilu ladv I’m t iiLiurcd to ? “ 

“ Thai i'' VO ' 

“ 'llien 1 vl'-n i see l*>ivv w>u h.ui iIk impuduKc to come 
and speak to uu 
So.imcs bit 1. 1 - lips 

“ 1 spoke uiidi r the proeocanoii of he irmc \our jiantii 
call nu dau^ha r ,1 snob, m In r -e n houst Do \ou want 
this pt (r\ iJi .11 1 : all pal In ' ” 

“ if \uu ti'ini Hm: \ou and \our dauijhur can get 
avsay with callmp the lad;. I'l'i -(P^' io iiiarrv ‘ a snake/ 
‘a trntress,’ 'an immor.d pason/ sou're iimrc mistaken 
that \ou cMT were in your l ie \n unciualilicd apology 
that her CounsJ can announu in Court is vour only way 
out.** 

“That you won’t kict , mutu.i! rek;ret is another thing. 
As to the quesM lU ot d.iin.n:is -- 

“ Damn the damages' ” ^ iid Mai down violently. And 
there was that m ^oam^ s which ippl.iudeJ 
“ Well,” he s.iid, “ I’m sorrv lor )ou and her.” 

“ Wliat the devil do vou mean, sir ? ’’ 

“ Vou will know by the end of next week, uokfl yoa 
revise )our views in between. If it comes into Court, we 
shall justif) 

The * Scotchman ’ went so red that for a moment SoaHMK 
was really afraid he would have an apoplectic 6 t. 

“ You’d better look out what you say in Court.” 
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“ Wc ^ay no attcntjon to hulhc-s in Gmrt.” 

M.icGown clcnchcii his fists 

“Yes," v.iiJ Siumcs, “ it‘s a pity I’m not your age. 
Good evening' ’ " 

He passed the fellow and went out He had noted his 
way m this ' rabbit warren,' and was soon back .imong 
the passionless statues Well ' He had turned the last 
Stone and could dt» no more, except make that over¬ 
bearing fellow and his voune vsonian sorr\ they’d ever 
been born 1K- c .ime out mio the c lullv mist -if Westmin¬ 
ster. Pride and tc mper! Sootu r th.in .ivlmit themselves in 
the wrong, people would turn thnns' I. c s mco an c.xpcnsivc 
‘circus’ for the gapinu and the sneers, the* japinu -ind 
the jeers of half the t"\M' ' To vindicate her ' himour.’ 
that ‘Scotchman’ would h.ive las \ouiig woman’s past 
dragged out' And JairK fa« ed bv the cjuesiion ulather 
to drag it out or n-a, >o am >' sr«»..d still It lu didn't, she 
might get a verdict, i( he did, md didn’t convince the 
jury, the dam.iges would be shoekinglv increased The\ 
might run into thousands He felt tlie need of definite 
decision. One had been drifting in the lx bet that the thing 
wouldn't come into Court ! Four o'clock ' Not too hate, 
perhaps, to see bir James hoskisson. He would telcplione 
to very y\»ung Nicholas to arrange a conference at once, 
and if Michael was at South Square, he would take him 
down to it. . . . 

In his study, Michael had been staring wth lugubrious 
relish at Aubrey Greene’s cartoon of himself in a Society 
paper. On one leg, like Guv —or was it Slingsby ?— in the 
Edward Lear ‘ Nonsense ’ book, he w.is depicted crving in 
a wilderness where a sardonic smile was rising on the 
horizon. Out of his mouth the word ‘ Foggartism ’ 
wreathed like the smoke of a cigar. Above a hole in the 
middltf distance, a mccrcai's body supported the upturned 
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face and appI.niJini: forcp.iws of Mr Hlsihc The thinjj 
w.is Jcvast.itjnL: in trc.ttnu-nt and design ■ not unkind, 
merely killinu Mich.idA l.icc h.id been endowed with ,\ 
sort o{ after-dinner rapture, as if he were cnju\ in^* the sound 
oi hi'' <iwn \oice Ridie'uic ! Not c\cn a personal friend, 
an artist, coiil^i sec that the vsildcrncss \e.js at least as 
destrvini,’ of n 'leule as the peluan ' Th< cartoon Seemed 
townif jIm w-r ! fuiilit'. 1 irijf ae r-'ss his p.ikje It recalled 
to hira Muir's words a the oatsu "And by the time 
the Torus ^'o o,i*, \.pu' 11 iu\e \nur lueiiu She was a 
born realist ' I'roin tin first sir hid forr-stui tor him the 
position ol .iti ckcmric, f^anr.squdc 1 h aim; a little 
private dnan ' A d.drd e"''d v. .rtoon ' \iul no one 
louldapprf u’< itsovii.ipl\ asi'svkiini But why did 
cverv oil' snid ,it 1 oj^^rartism ' \MiV ' Because amonj^ 
a pcopli who n itur illv w tlk<‘d, it h ip' vi like a j,'rasshoppcr; 
t'l a n.itiofi ih It tell Its w.iv in I'oi;. It seemed a will-o’-thc- 
wisp ii' '\.is a foul tor his pains! And just then, 

SoaiiKs.irnv d 

"I'st b( n .0 see that Suitdirn.in,” he s.nJ “He 
me ms to lake 1 ; into Court " 

" Oh ! Net rudlv, sir ! I alw.ivs thout:ht \ou\i keep it 
oU! " 

" Onl) an muj.idificd apoju^v will do ihit 1 Icur can’t 
give Itshe's m the ri;:ht Can \ou come down with me 
now and see Sir James I iiskisvm ' ” 

They set out in a ta\i for the Temple 
The chambers e-t verv voun^ Nidiol.is Forsyte were in 
Paper JMildini^s. Chinnv, mild and nearly forty, he 
succeeded within ten minutes in presenting to them every 
possible doubt. 

“ He seems to enjoy the prospect of gelling tonkcd,” 
murmured Michael while they were going over to Sir 
James. 
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“A poor thing,” Soames responded; “but careful 
Foskisson must attend to the case himself.” 

After those ncce.ssary minutes during which the cele¬ 
brated K.C. was rcgathcring from \ery young Nicholas 
what it was all about, thc\ were ushered into the presence 
of one with a l.irge head p.irnisi;ts.l by small grev whiskers, 
and really obvious brains biiKs .selecting him, Soames 
had been keeping his cyi on tiie gre.it .iJ.ocate; had 
watched him veiling his .ipiu.ds to .i jun wuh an air of 
scrupulous equity; very lew--he w.is loiiMnced—and 
those not on juries, could sec hir J.iiius I 'lskisson coming 
round a corner Soames 1i.id spciulK nni.irkcd his 
success in cases concerned wiili rimr.ils or n.iiionality—no 
one so apt at getting a cs r, punduu, .< (hriiian, .1 Russian, 
or anybody at all bad, non-suited ! At close quarters his 
whiskers seemed to give him .in intensive rcspccKibilnya- 
difficult to imagine hun dancing, dicing, or in bed. In 
spite of his practice, too, he enjov ed the reputation of being 
thorough; he might be relnd on to know more than half 
the facts of any case by the time he went into Court, and 
to pick up the rest as he went along—or .it least not to 
sho# that he hadn’t. Very \oung Nicholas, knoiVing all 
the facts, had seemed quite unable to see what line could 
possibly be taken. Sir J.imcs, on the other h.ind, appeared 
to know only just enough. Sliding his light e/es from 
&«me* to^ichael, he retailed them, and said ; " Eminently 
• tease for an amicable settlement.” 

“ Indeed ! ” said Soames. 

Something in his voice seemed to bring Sir James to 
' attention. 

“ Have you attempted that ■( ” 

' “1 have gone to the limit.” 

“ Excuk me, Mr. Forsyte, but what do you regard as the 
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“ Fifteen hundred pc^unds, and a mutual expression of 
regret. They’d .iccept the money, but they ask for an 
unqualified .ipologv ” 

The ,LT<at l.ivwiT rc.si^d las cliin. “ H.i\c you tried the 
unqu.ilitkd a['''l<>y\ uith-'ut the in< ne_v ' ” 

“ No " 

“I would almost I't in-hn< d MaJioun is .i very rich 
man Tin. shavh'v, and tla ^abst-.-’Ki .< h I'Ik expressions 
in the It ttas art -ironu' W h it do\ua sa\. Mi .Mont?” 

Not ''o isthos, shi iia wik 

Sir James 1 "s. 'I 1-.,,' id at w rv Nkhohis. 

*■ Let me o- /' I,, V ,t ■ tlnist. \\i ri 
“ laoiidiai.!'' .iid '•iiot'/’ ' nd Ma I: •< 1. tiirtl) 

Sir 1 tnu . 'a • d i is htad } r< u < It ..v i! if ucrc a pair of 

Stall s 

“ Ip'i'i'or.d, o.'. tr.airiss, u.'lojt i[i,irm--\ou think 
tliLise wtan r ' 

‘‘dliiv do-,! n: ike -Noj siae.'-r. sir, ihi. others Jo, In 
Soeiel) iiN It ’ ..ir th a i-aii • ” 

Sir J.iP ' > ■' 

“ The J..rv i't I’l > u f., .Mr M .nt ” 

"Mv u.i^ doisn’i i!i o .'ii; ail .ipolo^'V, ai^ay, 

unless tl. Tu's a: ■ j n'■sn !. -t r.-r-i on i lit other side ; and 
I Jonh shoii! i 

Sir J. r ts I O'! ;^s.1n s' - d to hn.ali' ua-rc irccly. 

“In that i.o lie Sod. ’ at i .. i to t o'.sidcr whcthcf 
to use the dit'.it'v.'s. '.iL or not li ut do, we sliafi' 
need to sul'pa-M tit i. dl porttr ..nd the s. r/antS at Mr/ 
—cr—Curfew's thii ’* ■ 

Ex.'icilv,” said J'oamcs; ‘‘ that’s wh.it we’re here todch^^. 
cide.” It was as if he Lad s.ad ‘The conference U BO#''" 
opened.’ /;/ 

Sir James perused the detective s evidence for five 
minutes. 
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“If this is confftmcd, even pjrti.illv,” he said, at last, 

“ we win.” 

Michael had ^onc to the window. The trees in tiie 
garden had tiny buds; some pi(>cons uere strutting; <.n the 
grass below. He heard Soanus sav : 

“I ought to tell you that ihe\\e been shadowing my 
daughter. There’s n(»thing, ot tmirsc, e\i<.pi some \isiis 
to a young American danger<*us!\ dl nt pncuniuni.i .it Ins 
hotel.” 

“ Of wliiclt I knew and ap pro\ cd," s.ud Michad, w itliout 
turning round 

“ Could we call him ? ” 

‘‘I belK\e he's still at Bournemouth But he w.is m 
love with .Miss Ferrar ” 

Sir James turned to So.imes. 

“If there’s no cpnsuon <>1 a settle nieni, we'd hater go 
for the gloves Mercl) to e ross-c x.jinine is to h-juks and 
plays and edubs, is \cr\ itK imhiMve *’ 

“ Have )ou read tin dark sceiu in ‘ The I’i.nn Dc.iler ? ’ “ 
asked Soanus, ” and that n.iv( 1, ‘ C duli.ir ' ' " 

“^1 ver\ well, Mr Furs\ te, l*ui iinp.'ssihle in n.i\ vshat a 
jury would m.ikc of mijx rson.il e\ idt ikc like that ” 

Michael had come b.ick to Ins scat 

“ Tve a horror,” he said, “of dngijing m Miss Kerrar’s 
private life.” 
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Besides, they v\r-uid itruinlN call m\ d.nii^lilcr I want 
to prc\cni ih.il at ail u>st5 I thouj:hl \i»u ci'uKl turn the 
whole ihtni; uito an jfuliitmcnt ol modern nii>riluv-'’ 

Sir I iPKS 1 o'.kisson nn)Vt.>l in hiv li or, and the pupili 
of Ins liL:ht !'!iu oo (xH.mie a^ pm-ponits He m>dded 
alnio-.t inip: r; ([ ni']\ iIitlc nim i n > im i\ as if In had seen 
iheH-I'. (d-M 

'• \\ Im li di di w(. 1 1 rr ,u }|. d • " f,c s iid to \< r\ )oung 
Nuhol.s 

“lVol'iM\ ..e < lliiir>di'. M- IiMKc Itriii' ” 

“\ir\ Will I'll si- Soil ..111 ..n Mi-ri'iis. Hood 
t\'ninc’" ’^nd la s..nk h,u 1. luio .»n imnadMlits, which 
luilher S" inic' p'T Mu h-ul k It «i)o d t< hsturl'in;,'. 

Thc\ went iw.i\ mI'ih s'Tv vi-uru' Nuiuflis tarrying 
in . .*n\(rsatum with Nir )anu s’ .1' \ il 
I’uriiinL: it tit ’liinpli si Mu h u 1 murmured ; 

“ Il was jusi as it lu M s.nd ’ I'omt stunt ' ’ vsasn^t it ? 
I'm liK'kinc m at ‘ The < )lirpo^I,' sir It \ouVr ^oing back 
lo Meur, will \ ou tell In r ' ” 

Soanus noddul T’• rs u wak' He had to Jo every¬ 
thing that wab painlui. 



CHAPTER 11 

‘ \01 i.OISC, 10 llAVl IT ’ 

Ik the office of ’ ’Hie ()utlii"k ’ Mr 111) tin had just been 
ia conversaium with une nl tie" un at Inieintss men 
who make such deep impn ssitiii on all to whom they 
voice their views in sirnt rcaiiljtnce If Sir Thomas 
Lockit did not prccisel) monopolise the control of manu¬ 
facture in (heat liritam, he, like others, caused almost an) 
one to think so- his kiiowhdp'e was so positive and his 
emphasis so told In Ins srw the Coumry must resume 
the position held licfore tlie (in it War It all lunged cm 
coal—a question of this sesen hours a Jay , and the) were 
‘not going to have u ’ A shilliiij;, p rhaps two shillings, 
off the cost of coal. The) were 'not going to have’ 
Europe doing without British provliue Ver) few people 
Jmew Sir Thomas Eockit's mind , but nearly all who did 
■wero<«xtraordtnarilv gratified 

Mr. Blythe, however, was biting his finger, and spitting 
out the result. 

“Who was that fellow with the grey moustache ? *’ 
s'Mked Michael. 

Lockit. He’s ‘ not going to have it.’’’ 

“OhI ” said Mich.icl, m 'ome surprise 
“One sees more and more, Mont, that the really dan- 
,gerou» people are not the poluici.ins, wlio want things 
mith public jrassion—that is, mildly, slowly; but the big 
, .iMiiaels men, who want things with private passion, 
ftreBUOasiy, quickly. They know their own minds; and 
',,fl m sJon’t look out they’ll wreck the country.” 
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“ What are they up id now ? ” said Michael. 

“ Nothing for the mnnicnt; but it’s brewing. One sect 
in Lockit tiic fuiihtv of uill-p<n\er. HcN not going to have 
wlial it’s entirely out of Ins power to present He’d like 
to break Labour and ni iLc it work like a nigger from sheer 
ncccssitv Bt-f'Tc that wa sh..ll be having civil war. 
Some of the I.<Njur pcopU*, nl .rturve, arc just ai bad— 
they want to [.r<' ik <.vervb'id\ Ii\ a c nuismcc. If 
w/rc .ill to b< } lung-'d into industri.d strueglei. again, 
how arc wet".' t o i with irtisin 
** I’v< Ikv li ■' .:ii itii’ iho'i! th. c. untr’s ml Miehacl. 
■■ \ren*i I I'.n -In ar,!!:.th--' l^ii ttr/good telling 

a man v.h A i^-; > lang, ti a wh t he Aants is a new 


('He ^ 

Mr IViv t!a ; .1 >» it oui elu i K 

]■ • d, ■'liie l'..u[iir> h k1 .1 hundred very 
^etllad\elr^ U a. rl-. • t" th' U -r t ^ get into its present 

St. lie , It's g"t US line "I 1‘le s- ll \ ' luJ US habjls lu 

sitthd th u U'^' dv -n-ituor cviu"rs, poliiieians nof 
busituss mm ■ .i think e' > - pi m terms of us bloated 
town industrial .n 'i he C" intrv's got b' sonJ the pint of 
balance in th.u hundred sttthd v.-Ub, an! u’llw'antAfty 
sctihd verb t • uM bkk to thu point .ig.iin. The tea! 
trouble IS i!iu we're nm going to get littv settled yean. 
Some bee thi.ng or othm-uar with Turkey or Russii^ 
tMublc in India, cm) ru*.tions, to say noilung of another 
genera! 9 . .re-up—-m.u kn -ck the bottom out of any $ettkd 
plans at anv time We've struck a disturl^rd patch erf 
historv', and we know it in our bom j, and Inc from hand tn 
mouth, accorvting." 


** Well, then ! " Said Mishacl, glumly, thinking of what'' 
the Minister had s.nd to him at LiopmghalL- 
Mr. Blythe puned out the other i. !'* 

“ No backsliding, young man! fogganlsi m 


CAtcarrA. . 
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the best ponds we can see before us, and we must bee vs’cll 
deliver them, as best we can U’e\e outpruun all tlie old 
hats 

“ Have \ou seen Aubrey (ireciu's cartoon ? 

“Ihave'” 

“(lood isn’t If ^ Ihir wliat I reall\ c..nic in to tell 
you, is that this bcasih libel case of <)urs will be on ne\T 
week ” 

Mr, liivthe’s t .irs nio\ ed 

“ I m sorr\ lor ib.it \\ in <'r lose -noihini.'’s worse for 
public lifi thin ]'ri\ ,iit riu t n 'iis ^ ouVe idu ooinp to ha\ ( 
It, arc \ou f ” 

“ We inn't h.lp it Blit imr J. Kiui is to !.r ..infins-J 

to .tn .Itl.ll k nil till 11' V. Hint ,1,1 

**Ont'..in*t ifl.u ]. uli.it tiii'i.” s ii'l Mr lIKili, 

** DSnii iiu.in to .s.t\, * s ii.! M- I, oruHiiiiL;, " tint vou 
haven’t noticed tlic ncu morilus • " 

“ Ccrt.iinls not Eormul.itr it it ,ou c.in " 

“ ‘ Don’t be stupid, don't be dull ’ ” 

Mr. BIvthc crunlej. "Tin old iiior.ilns iis.d to be 
’ lieliavc like .i pcntlem.in 

’’Yes! But in modern thought there .iin’t no sieh an 
animal.” 

"There are fr.ipmcnts Kinj; .d'otit , the) re.,instructed 
Neanderthal m.in from h.ilf .i skull ” 

’* A word til.It’s l.iu)thed at c.in’t be used, Bh the.” 

“.Ah!” said Mr Bhtlic. “The chief f.tilmgs of your 
generation, young Mont, are sensititeness to riJicide, 
and terror of being behind the times. It’s bee weak- 
minded.” 

Michael grinned. 

“ I know it. Come down to the House. Parsham’s 
Electrification Bill is due. We m.i) get some lights on 
Unemployment.” 
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Having; parted from Mr. Blythe in the lyihby, Michael 
came on his father walking Jnwn a cnrrufor with a 'hort 
bright old man in a trim crey be ird 
“All' MKliaii, ue'\e be( n scikmi^' \ou Marques^!, 
m\ hcj'cful son ! Hn marijUfs^ wants tc imprest \ou in 
(letiruii) ” 

MkIuk-I rern"\(.d hib 1. it. 

“ Will \i>u i."!!!' to tl.i, rt idini; r<K.m» m\ lord ^ ” 

Thi'v, as h': kmw, v. .s Mirjonr hcrr.ir's L:r..ndfather, 
an<lnii:htbi useta! In tninon t oriu r of a r-ntm b^-hted 
so that iiobods could s^l in}«'ru die reading, the\ sat 
down in in ingular hirniation 

“ ^ oil know about d'ctriiitv, Mr Mont'" said the 
rn iruiK ss 

“ N", ST. (.xscj'i till more of it would be desirable in 
this room ’’ 

“E\{r\whcrc, Mr Mont I’st r<aJ about your fog- 
gartism , if \ ou’ll allow me to sav so, it’s (juite possibly the 
po]u.\ of the {(itun , but nothing will It done with it till 
vouAl clectrifud tin countrv 1 should liki \ou to start 
b\ supporting this Bill of B.irshiinA'’ 

And, vsiih an engaging distiiuiion of s\ liable, the old 
pstr j'roeceded to darken Midi id\ mind 

*‘ 1 see, sir,” said Mlehael, at last “ This Bill ought to 
add considerablv to Uncinplovnieiii " 

“ Tcmisofanly.” 

“ I wonder if I ought to take on any more temporary 
trouble I’m finding it difficult cnougii to interest people 
in the future as it is—ihey seem to think tlic present so 
important ” 

Sir Lawrence whinnied. 

“You must give him time and pamphlets, Marquess 
But, my dear fellow, while sour Eoggariism is confined to 
the stable, you’ll want a second horse.” 



S92 


A MODERN COMEDY 


** IVe been advised already to take up the state of the 
traffic or penny postage. And, by the way, sir, that case 
of ours is coming into Court, next week ” 

Sir Lawrence’s loose eyebrow shut up . 

“ Oh I he said “ Do )(ju reniernbcr, Marquess—your 
granddaughter and my daughtcr-in-l.iv\ ? I came to you 
about it.” 

“ Something to do with lions ? A libel, was it i ” said 
the old peer “ My aunt— ” 

While Mi'liatl w'as tr\)ng tu Juid(. uhether iliis was an 
cjaculati‘111 ur the beginning o{ a reiiiinisi.eriee, Jii^. f.ither 
broke in : 

^‘Ah! an interesting case that, Marquess 'fs all 
in Betty M'>ni< I "urt’s Munoirs ” 

“Libels," rcsuim-d the marquis'-, “ had tlavdur in those 
days. The words lomplaim-d ol wire: ‘Her iriiiohne 
covers her ti^n^uh r .Me obiiqun\.’ ” 

“If an\i}inig‘.s Ut be Joju- to s.i\e seand.d,” nuHlcred 
Michael, " it nniM l'<' done now, \\ cTe ,ii a dt idloi k ” 
“Could \‘i’U put in a Word, sir ? ” said ^ir l-.(vsren..c 
The marquiss’s i'i..rd quivered. 

“I sec from ilie [-aptrs iliai my gr.mddau^hicr is 
manying a man lalhvi .MaiCiown, a .Member ot tins House. 
If he about ? ” 

“Probablv," t.iui Mi- Ijuil “ But I );.iJ .1 r.u, with him. 
I’tyhk. sir, tiiire \\<udd be more clianie wiili her.” 

Thejnarquess toM ” I'll ask her to breaklasi. 1 dis* 
like pnblicit) Udl, I hope sou’ll vote b‘r tins Bill, Mr. 
Mont, and think o\er i)jo question of eUcinljing the 
Coontiy. Wc want \«Hing men interested. I'm going to 
•tktlPoctf' Callers, now (h.od bye ! ” 

■ 'When brisk!) Ik h.i.i Mithdcl sjid to his father: 
' “If he’l not suit's to It'"'-’ I "tsb lie’ll ask Fleur to 
bnalciMt. too. Tlicre are nio parlies to this ijuarreL” 



CHM'TI R in 

so '' l'Vl\ I s HOME 

SnAMi' In the ni' iiitiiiii u IS V ill si uiih uni- of thoie 
p.irtii s III ii' r ' j -ir] i ir ' .''ii' ' i ! i’sk ti< >1 iii silence, but 
null ,1 stui'lmrn m ! i'.1 i,:;'i' 'm U ii it ilui lie know 
Ilf llie iiiiii Iiri'S' iiii! tnisri iii'iii siie ii.iil lieiii feeling? 
Cdull li. • i.'n, '-'.i, ti 1,1 s'irrvil li'I mirrored 

inii'.e ul !i'• I, 'll'. Ill si It.is 's||,,li^' ,,r,J *linn- 
liuiiiriss,' I .M'f,' 111 r Mf, Si,111 Hi iiiuld not 
utiili r 1,111: li, I ,, irii,’,] ii'iiir. !i i,i r' . i is 1, 1 , ihc sudden 
dc|'ns it.iiii 1,1 'l.ii Si!' itii[' It .'111, .in.l liiipe of rising, 
nesis,s,,rs ti, ill C-n, 1 riii ,i I'S tin 1 \|'1 ssn.ii mi licr face, 
prsiHi,!]! .! ss til ilie |ri, •' ,1 .is|ist,s 1,1 ilie ‘ circus ’ 
beliiri I'.iti,, ,t 1 sp r,. I Ills,,',,Is! m ilinuelits of how 
to Isup in' mtt I'l It .IS nuisli is p,is'lbii;, boamei wai 
redtiL'si tu till sl'isiniss lit .1 iisii 

'i'l'.i'll U stuni',’ .11 ir'.iii, i,s\t 1 , im-,'’ he said. “I 
sl.iiul.ln't ssi.ir .ms n 'n^ i'-, i n. l.i WmaUI V"U like your 
mmlisr the n . t, • 

I'kur shrit,:. * ,itr si, ui.lsrs 

" |iisi so," s.i'd Sunil s ■' Hut if shi- ss.inu to come, 
she'd helts.'. p-rii. ps Hr mi is n.,t .1 j.,k nc judge, thank 
goodness. H.ise s.ru c\. r hseii in .1 (.le.irt ; ” 

“ No.” 

"The gre.it I'nog is to keep still, and p.iy no atteHtioit 
to tins thing. Tlicj'll ..II be bii.iiid vua, except the jury 
—and there’s notiiing in tiiem rculls. If ) ou look at ItheiB, 
don't smile!” 
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“Why ? Aren’t they safe. Dad ? ’’ 

Soames put tlic levity aside 

“ I sh'juld wear a small hat Mieliael must sit nn yner 
left. Have you got over tli.it -er- - imt telling each othtr 
things f ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ I shouldn’t begin It .ig.nil ll(’s\tr\ fond of sou” 

Fleur nodded 

“ Is there anything sou ss.int to till met’ You kiloss I 
—I worry about vnu ” 

Fleur got up .iiid sat on tils .irm ol liis tli.iir , he h.id .it 
once a feeling of .issu.igemi ni 

“I re.illv sloii’t c.ire noss The h.irni's d.inc I oiib. 
hope shell Ii.ise a b.id time ” 

So.imes, who h.id the same hops, w.is somewh.it .sliosked 
by its c.vpressioii 

He took lease of her soon .iftsr .uid got mio his c.ir for 
the dark drive b.isk to .M.iplsdurh.iiii The bpring evening 
was cold and he h.id the ssindows up At lirst he thought 
of very little ; and then of still less He h.isl p.issed a tiring 
afternexm, and w.is gl.id of the slight smell of stephanotis 
provided by Annette The road was too f.imiliar to rouse 
his thoughts, besond wonder at the lot of people there, 
always seemed to be in the world betsseen six .itid seven. 
He dozed his sv.iv into the nesv cut, woke, and do/ed again 
What was this—Slouch ? Hcforc iroini,' to Marlborough 
he had been .u school there uuh youni," Nicholas and St. 
John Heyman, and alter his time, some other young 
Forsytes. Nearly sixty \cars .igo ! lie remembered his 
first day— a branJ-new little boy in a branJ-new little 
top-hat, with a playbox stored by his mother with things 
to cat, and blessed with the words : “ There, Summy dear, 
that’ll make you popular.” He had reckoned on having 
command of that corruption for some weeks ; but no sooner 
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1 aJ he prn.liiccJ .1 hit cf it, ih.in li.id taken the hox, 
an.l t-> him thii it wviuKl he .1 tiling lf> 

cii the I'lf In :v.i.nt\-tuM rniri’jrc'« t\\<nt\ tv^f> hnvs had 
TTi.itrriiiu in.ruiscd tii<ir \\ti;*ht, .md ii< )iimsclf» in 
h.indinL’ --lit lit u-rutiiis hid tx-ri nhlii^'cd Td c.U less 
than .1 tAi-’V. liird ’ 11 hut i.tt him -‘lu' packet of 
hisuiits, i:id ihiisc hid ; iri-Ai’ a tor whi-h he had 
< I-ii'-tit lit I-n u n-i f.i'-''ii'n ..liit'\'r \tt<r\\irds three 
--^tur n-A '-\s had i - ti',r - J i!.ii lit vv.is ^ hml for 
; iiiriL’ !• I'i - n tip Ilk' I'll'. ul i-i vtcm); it for 

I \\ IP, itul ' • had ht.1 n nhi;,.. 1 "ii tli' ir h<-aJs one 

h\ -.r.i ft ['-•['u! ir't\ hi! 1 IS' i :a -iiv-tvs-i minutes, 
ihd, l.ii III t-i.'V". hit n- .-r u-nic luu k He had 
h( t n .1. Itj ! I'-mu. j.isin i-. i r iiu - 

Ih'Lirui" littl i-n the I u'i P-’i J s, ii. Ik reincmhcrcd 
p.-ienaiith. Ills "un (■ iism >t h’t*!- Hi'\niin piisluni; him 
iiUn .1 eorsi-tuisli and holding inm ihiri ti r in appreciable 
minute ll-'tni htth hriii-s, hoes' J'-r 1 moment he 
t' It cjuitt lt I't Kil to Mil h I' 1 h-r tr\ me lo I't t them out of 

I’n^IariJ \nd\tt -' Ih'hidsorn. pli asant mcmofici 

c\cn of ho\s there uac hie u-lluti'-n ot hmicrfiies—he 
had sold tvM> Red AdminK in p<Hir conditmn to a boy 
fnr oiii ■ irui threepence do l'< a t‘u\ a^Min -h’m—and 
shoot peas .it pissciiuirs in a train that couldn’t stop, and 
drink dierr. brand) ijoine lu-im, and vcm a pri/c by reciting 
two l!unvirc^l lines <>{ ‘ 'I he Eads of tlie I^kc ’ better than 
‘Cherry-Tart ' Hurrouirtics Im ? What had become of 
‘ Cherrs-Tart' HurDughes, vsho had so much money at 
school that Ins father went bankrupt! ‘ Clicrry-Tart * 

Kurroijchcs! 

The loom of Slout'h faded One was in rank country 
now, and he ground the handle of the window to get a 
little fresh air A smell of trees and grass came in. Get boys 
out of England! They had funny accents in those great 
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placet overseas. Well, they liad funny accents here, too 
The accent had been all right at Slough—for if it wasn’t a 
boy got lammed. He remembered the first time tils father 
and mother —James and Emily—came down ; terv genteel 
(before the word was flv-blown), all whiskers and crini>- 
line; the beastly boss had made person d remarks which 
had hurt him '. (ict ’em out ol 1 ngl.md ' Hut in those 
days there h.ul been nowhere tor boss to eo Ih look a 
long breath of the w.nside iir I'hcs said I iieland was 
changed, spoiled, some esen sod 'done tor' Hosh ! It 
still smelt the same' Ills en.n aiule, oiu ol 'buperior 
Doisct’a ’ brothers, h.ul gone .is a hoc to Ih rim,da at the 
beginning of the last teniurs, ,md 1 m,: h, b, eii heard of 
since? Not he Young jon lorsv i, .ii,l his moiln r--his 
own first, unl.uthful, still not quiu lo'e,,itin wife -h.id 
gone to the btates—would thev It in .ird of .u;.,in ' 11, 

hoped not. EndanJ ' .'soni, d ,v, when he had linu .ind 
the car was tree, he would go .aid poke round on th, 
border of Dorset and Devon where the Forsvtts i.iiiu 
faorn. There was nutlung there--h, understood, and he 
wouldn’t care to let anvlxoiy know i,f his goinn , but the 
earth must be some sort ol colour, .uid there would ix 
a graveyard, and—ha ! M.udenhead ! These sp'raulmg 
villas and hotels and gramophones spoiled the river. I'unnv 
that Fleur had never been verv fond of the river ; too slow 
and wet, perhaps —everv thing was quick ,ind drv now, 
Hhe America. But h.id they such a river as the I'hames 

■ anywhere out of England f Nut they 1 Nothing that ran 
tgiemt and clear and weedy, where you could sit in a punt 

■ and 'watch the cows, and those big elms, and the poplars. 
Nothing that was safe and quiet, where you called your 
ttmi your own and tliought of Constable and Mason and 
-Waltet. 

His cat bnmped something slightly, and came to a 
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stand. That fellow Riggs was alw.ays bumping some¬ 
thing! He looked out. The ch.iutLur had got down and 
W. 1 S examining his mudgu.ird 

“What w.is th.it ’ " said .Viamcs. 

“ I think 11 w.is .1 pig, sir ’’ 

“ W here ! " 

" >li.all 1 dru' on, or sec ? ” 

So.anies hidi.id toaiul 'llnti scimcd no inlmbitants in 
sight 

■■ Hi ttc s,,i 

Till l 1 . iiili or dr ij'pc.irtd behind the ear, Soamci 
renuintj se,titd He h.id nuer li.i.i any pigs They said 
the pig was ,1 elean .inim.il, J’loph- d,.in’t ireat pigs 
proficrlso It was virs ijuict ' \o ,,irs on the road; in 
the sikii i it Mil 1 W.IS 1 liking ,. link in the hedgerow. 
He IlolKed some stars. 

“ It :■ .1 log. sir, tie's l.rc.itl.iiig.” 

“ t)h ' ” s.iid ,'so,imcs If a cat had nine, how many live! 
had a pig th rcineniberul Ins l.itln r jaiins' only riddle: 
“ If a iitrring mil a h.ili cost thric n.i’puui, wliat’i the 
price of a gridimn / ” When still ury small, he had 
perceived that it was un.insiurable. 

“ Where is he ! ” he .s.nd. 

" In the dittli, sir “ 

A pig W.IS property, hut if in the ditch, nobody wooM 
notice it till after he was home “ Drive on," he Mid; 

“No! Wait!” And, opening the near door, he gottmt. 

After all, the pig w.as in distress. “Miow me,” he said, lod 
moved in the tail-light ut hii car to where the chaufieni 
stood pointing There, in the shallow ditch, was a datic 
object emitting cavernous low sounds, as of a mas asleep 
is a Club chair. 

" It must belong to one of them cottages we patted a 
bit back," said the chauffeur. 
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Soamcs looked at the pij: 

“ Anyihiriic broken ' " 

“No, sjr . the mudj'uarJ'b ill rp^dit I fan(\ U copped 
him pretty f.iir.” 

“ In the pn;, I me.int ” 

The ch.iiiffeur toiu)n\l tin pi; \Mtli liis bout It 
squealed, .tnd .'^iMnus qui\(r(\l nne Wdukl hear' 

just like that tOlow, drawmj; .ittMifi'-n to il no i;unip- 
tinn \\ijatt\c r' But liou, wnhoin o>iu liine, did \ ou hnJ 
out v^hefh( r aru ihiiie u is bt-!.. ii oi .1 pio ■ 1 h nnoed .1 

Step and saw the piu'"^ aid 1 s^rt ot t-Ih.w-leeluii; 

Stirred in Inin What il n hid a brol.< n ki;' \i:ain ilie 
chaufleur tmirlKd it vsith his toca 'I’he [ai; uitereJ a 
lamentable noise, and, iiplieatin: it-' bulk, '•oiu dm*; and 
grunting’, trotted rif] >cani(s h lstl]^ nsurit-il his sp.it 
“Drive on!” he said lhi:s ' bias tu\er ihou^jhl ol 
anything but theinsiKis, and u*it i;;ers \\(,re ]ust as bad 
—very unpleasant about cars And he vsasn'r sure thev 
weren’t right tiuinne threat thmes ' d'he jug’s e\e sceim d 
looking at him again from where liis let t v>ere resting 
Should he keep some, now lliat he liad those meadows on 
the other side of the n\er ? Eat one’s own l>acon, cure 
one’s own hams! After dl, thire was something in 11 — 
clean pigs, properK kd ' I'hat bwk of old Eoggart said 
one must grow more food in England, and be independent 
if there were anoilur war He smtled. Smell of baking- 
Reading town, alrcadv ' They still grew biscuits in 
England ! Foreign countries growing his food -somcthing 
unpleasant abc»ut living on suiferance like that ! After all, 
English meat and English wheat—as for a potato, you 
couldn^ get one fit to eat m Italy, or France And now they 
wanted to tradewithKussiaagain ! ThoseBolshevistshated 
England. Eat their whc.it and eggs, use their tallow and 
tkifii ? Infra dig, he called it ! I'he car swelled and he 
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\\.\s jerkcil ihc <.u''lu"ns Tlio \ ill churclt i 

-tliAl fclluw Rij^es \Nas .u Minu’thin}j. 

Prcti) little nKl .iff.dr, with its sLjii it spire .md its 
Ikhen -e'lulln’t HT iii.it t.iit ilf I ncl.irui—^'r.ivcs, old 
n.imis, \cu-trees Aiui t). it nnniKliJ him One would 
h.ive tn U hur-'d, soim d i\ H- re, pirh.ips Nothing 
flowers ' just his n.tn'e, IiT'-mi,' st.mding out 

on rouL’ii sitUK, hU ih.il u'r.ise Ik li id s ii oil .It Miphgdtc ; 
no nteil to put ' ll(.re lies' ol voiirsi Ik \i hi ' Ai to .i 
iHAS, hi- divin't know l'ri>l'.ihl_\ th<\\l put om, whatever 
he wished lli’iilikc t"hein i u'rn-r, iIk'Ul'Ii, iw i\ from 
people - with .m .([pk-Uii "f soin'tlonL', ov«r iiiin The 
1 ' ss tlics rememhen d iiim, ;h< l'< ttt r h \i( pt I It ur— nnd 
she would h.i\( i'th'r thini^s t,. thmh '-t ' 

The I.ir turiu d d'lwn till hist hiW hill l>> tin l<\eloft)ic 
rutr 111 i.iUL’lii .1 >:limpH <-! it flowme d.irk htiwiccn the 
p-.plars, liki the ''oul of i'liel.ind, mining hulden. The 
car rolled into the drive, and sropjnd Ik lore the door. 
He sliouidn't T'll.\nn'tk s it ahoiit tins i n voniinjjinto 
Louri—she VNuuIdn'l leel as he Jld she h.iJ Iio ncrvcil 



CHAPTI-R rV 

CA'5H.lil''M 

MAHjORir vrar’s inarn.iis'i- vsjs tl-aJ f<>r the day of 
the Easter Recess, lur h'>no\m'-i'n to l.ui^ano, her 
^ Uousscuu \Mtli ClotiiiKir , hir rt.sid'.nv. in K.ttun Square, 
hcipirl-^umc•^ at iw" ihdU'.md i and her .illactions 

on nobod) When .she rciei\cd .1 telephone nicss.im-: 
Would she to brea!-!.-''! 1 ; Shrnp'-hire House? 

she was surpnsid What c«>uld Ih iIk- niaUervMtli the 
oW boy ? 

At five nunuics past nnu. !i«iui\<r, un ihi iMHuumj; 
day slic entered the aiucsiral j-r^urnts, h icidl: h ft almost 
all powder and pi^iunt on her Jrt • s-n^ taih Was he 
going to disapprove ol lu r niarriai:e ' (>r lu ^M\e Ik r some 

,of her grandmother's Lkc, whkh w.o -•nh hr to he in a 

znuseum ? 

The marquess was Kaduic; the p qa r in fnint of an 
'S^Jectric fire. He bent on h<r Ins bright, shrewd ijlance. 

" .'>,Wdi M arjone " ^liall \\c sit down, or vio \ou like to 
bftakfast siandmc: * 'fhere's porrul^'e, scr.nnbkJ cp‘>s, 
1 and I^r.ipilruit - \cry considerate ol them! 
out the eotlce, will \iiu = " 

WhaiUI yvn have, Grandi tiher ? " 

■Urnwwk you, I’ll ri'.ini .-iHout .ind peck .i bit. So you're 
gomg to be m.jrricd. Is tli.it tonun.nc ” 

* People say so " 

■“.He’l in Parliament, 1 see. Do you think you could 
intdrcttlbiBi in this Electricity Bill of Parsham's I ” 

600 
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“ Oh ! yes. He's dctid keen on electricity.” 

” Sensible man He s Works, I suppose. Arc they 
electrified > ” 

“ I CXIX'Lt So ” 

The ni.ir(|iiess p.ivc her .in-itlicr yl.ince 
“You know iiothini; .iboiit ii,’’ he s iid "Rut you’re 
liKikintt \erv 1 1 .irnimi; W h.it’s this 1 he.ir nl .1 libel ? ” 

She miuht h.i\e I non n ' (ir.in.ll itlu r u.is lo,, triuhtfully 
sprv ' He missed noihini; ' 

“ It uouldn’i ink rt St sou, .1. ir " 

“I dis.iyrei .Ms t.ithir nui Sir L.iwnncc Mont 
sserc yre.st treikls VVh\ do jou n.uit lo wash linen in 
Court * " 

“ I don't ’’ 

“ Are Sou the [■l.iinufl ? ” 

“ ^’cs " 

" What do \ou coinphiin of ’ ” 

“Thev’st s.iid thin|;s about me.” 

" Who > ” 

“ Fleur .Mont and her f.ither ” 

“ Ah ! the relation of the lea-man W'liat have they 
said ; ’’ 

" That I haven’t a moral about me.” 

“ Will, have you ’ " 

“ . 4 s much as most people.” 

“ Anything else ’ ” 

“ That I’m a snake of the first water.” 

“ I don't like that. What made them say so f ” 

“ Only that I was heard t,tiling her a snob; and 10 the 
is.” 

The marquess, who had resigned a finished grapefruit, - 
pbeed his foot on a chair, his elbow on his knee, hit chia 
on his hand, and said: 

“ No divinity hedges our Order in ttese days, Maojodef 
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but Wf still st.tnd fur sumctliinj;. It’s a mist.-iki- to forget 
that.” 

She s.it very still. Evcrvbody respected gr.mdf.ither, 
teen her f.itlier, to whom he did not spe.ik Hut to he 
told lli.it she stood for sonn thing w .15 re.ilK' too dull for 
anything' .Ml sen widl for gr.indftlhcr .it ins .ige, .ind 
with his l.u k of tempt.itions ' Hesidc s, <h li.id no h.inJle 
to her n.itiie, owing to the e.iiintid niture of Hritish 
institution^ I.Mii if she hit th.ii - he Lord Ch.irles out 
of Lady I’rsul.i . slie ought not to In dut.ited to, she h.id 
never put on IrilK h.id .ilu i\ s hi i d to he thought .1 mi n. 
Bohemian .\iid, .iltir .dl, she did si.md-fur iioi hung 
stuffy, and not being iliill 

“Well, { tr.int,lt.ithi r, 1 fri'i.1 it> ni i!,' ii u[\ h'lc sJk. 
wouldn't. Colt' c ’ 

“Yes, colUc lint It 11 nil. .irc \<iii li.ij j'\ .il'out 

yourself’* 

Marjorie I'Vrrir handiJ him ilu iiip 
“ No. \\ Im IS ' 

“A hit/* said the marquess “ V<ui'r LMunij to he \«,'r\ 
Well I hear Th.it rne.ms poutr It's ut>rt)i iismu 
well, Marj<inc. He’s .t iStoisman, isn't ho ' I).> \ou like 

him ? *’ Afi.nn tlit shrowd hriijht i'l.inct 

“ At times " 

“ I see With\our hair,\ou must ho e.iriful Rodliair 
is cxtrnordin.iiiK \ iluahio on im isi.m In the md 

Harrow Mateii. or for spcakini,’ alter Jinn^r, but don't 
let it run away uith \ou .Tier sou’rc married U here are 
you going to live ? " 

** In Eaton bquarc There's a Scotch pl.icc, Uh> " 

** Hijt'C your kitchens elcctnlied I've had it dune here. 
It 5av<^hc ctHik's temper I pet verv equable hH»d. But 
about !il>el Can’t vou .dl sa\ \ouTe sorry — wh) put 
money the lawyers' pockets ? ’* 

\ 
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“ She won’t, unless 1 d<‘, and I won’t, unless she does " 
The marquess drank off his coffee 
“ Then what is there in the wav ’ 1 dislike publicity, 

M.irjorn l-ook at that suit the oth<r l.v Anything of 

ths riaiurt in bm i< t \, now 1 la\is a n.iil in our Loffins.” 

“ I'll speak to \In, 1! ’.uu 111 I 
“ Oo ! Hjs ) r red liair ■ ” 

“ No, ITkL ■■ 

“ \h ! What v\oijld \oii jik( for a W(Jding j rrserit — 

l.u. ■ 

“Oh' no. ph is-.d(ar \o 1 mi j\\ wearing hwc.” 

With his [>t, id i>n I'lt' side, iij( ni.trqiuss looked at lur. 
“ 1 (. in’t L'< t til (t 1 (I < "tt " in '< ni( d to s,i\ 

“ lArh.ips oil’d hki a Collur) hheintud, it would 

p.'N 111 110 !Mlli 

M (r|oru I I rrar liiiL’lnd “I know \ou're hard up, 
<jranvh.iilitr, iaii I'd r.iiiitr not ha\e a C'olli<r\, thanks. 
'Ihev're soixj-'iisju just gui iiu' \oiir hlcssing” 

“ I wondir," said the niarqiit ss, “ li I eould sell blessings ? 
A'our unOe Ihingirfvld lias goiu in tor larming ; he’s 
ruining me If onl\ he'd grow wiaat b\ ihiirkiiy; it’s 
ifie onK wa\ to make it p.u at tiu present pritc. Well, if 
\ou’\i. finished bnaktast, u'ood-iwe I must go to work.” 

Marjorii Kerrar, who had inde(d begun lireakf.nst, stood 
up and pressed Ids hand lie ssas a dear old boy, if 
s<'mcwliat r.ipid ’ . . 

That same csening, in a l’o\ at the bt. Anthony, she 
had her opportunits, wiien MacCiown was telling her of 
Soames’ Msit. 

“ Oh, dc.ar ‘ \Vh) on earth didn’t you settle ii. Alee f 
The whole thing’s i bore. I've had my grandfather at 
fiU’ about it.” 

“If they’ll apologise,” said MacGown, ” I’ll settle it 
lo-morrow. But an apology they must make.” 
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“ And what about me ? I don’t want to stand up to be 
•hot at.” 

" There arc some thinps one can’t sit down under, 
Marjorie. Their whole conduct h.is l>ccn infamous ” 
Visited by a reckless impulse, she s.ud , 

“What d’you suppose I'm really like, Aki i ” 

MacGown put his h.mil on her bare irm 
“ I don’t suppose , 1 know ” 

“ Well ; ” 

“ Defiant ” 

Curious summary ! StranpeK uood in a w.av—oul\-- ! 

“You mean that I like to irriiate people till they think 
I’m—what I’m not. Hut suppo.sc”. Inr eyes confronted 
hit—“ 1 really am ” 

MacGown’s prasp lightened. 

“ You’re not ; .md I wem't hate ii s ,],| ” 

“You think this c.ise will whutw.isli in\ defiance ? ” 
“I know what gossip is; .md 1 know it hii//cs .ihout 
you. People ssho s.iy thinps arc going to he taught, once 
for all, that they can’t.’’ 

Marjorie Fcrrar turned her ga/.c towards tl,i still life on 
the dropped curtain, laughed and said . 

“My dear man, you're d.ingerously procinci.i!.” 

“ I know a straight line when I sec one.” 

“Yes; but there aren’t any in London You’d better 
hedge, Alec, or you’ll be taking a toss over me ” 
MecGown said, simply; “I believe m you more than 
, ytm bcBeve in yourself.” 

She was glad that the curtain rose just then, for she felt 
confused and rather touched. 

Inatead of confirming her desire to drop the cate, that 
Uttk talk gave her a feeling that by the case her marriage 
ttodd ot fell. AJec would know where he was when it 
«M and so would she! There would be precious 
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luilf secret ahout tier jnJ site wniiM cither not be married 
to liim, or at least not married under false pretences. Let 
it np ! It w.is, lameter, a nrriblc bore; c.specially tile 
prep.iraton li cal i.ittelusm she had now to undergo. 
\\ li.it cffeii, for inst.inc', hid I'on produced .imong her 
friends .md .uqu,iint.ini.es hi those letters ’ Prom the 
piunl ot \Kw .-t wiuiio'l;, the p.’int w.o oin I'.uslv not with' 
out importaiiu Hut how was she to till ’ Two hostesses 
had i. oil 1 lli.l Will 1 lid in Ml. It Ions a r.itlur prim Countess, 
and .1 C.iii.idi.ir milhoii.un ss m.irru d to .1 decaying baronet. 
It h.iJ not lai urn 0 to la r 1 1 ii ti tli.it this was the reason, 
but it iiiiL'Iii li.i'.e bun \p ot Itom thcni she would have 
to 5 .IS 'lie d Ml t l.now, piopl .ii.hi'i till sou to )our face 
wli.it this la .odor thought ot voii 'fhti were going to 
tr\ and n .ik la rout 1 pieu oi injured innounic I Good 
Lord' \\i...t 11 shi diilatid hit n.d l.iiiK m Court, and 
left them dl in llie soup' Ihr rial f.otli - what was it J 
Not to let .1 friend down, i.oi i.. i;im ,1 man .away; not 
to funk, to do ihiiigs ditfireiiiK ftoiti othit jH'ople; to 
be .ilwass on the go , not to In ' stuff)', nut to be dull 1 
The whole thing was tops;,-tur\) 1 Well, she must keep 
her head 1 



CHAHTR V 

Jlii I<AY 

Ok the day f*f t!ic c.tsr Sn.imc’; msr, In Gre<'n SrrcoT, 
with a sort of su k imp.HK-ntt Ul.v wasn't it iln. sIjs 

after ? 

Renewed inicrtitvs witli m r\ smir;;: \u}io]i'; and Sir 
James Foskisson H.kI u>tihrniid tlic i i< t ..t vl-ttiui. Iw 
attack on modern mt)ralit \ l-oskissim w as c \ i k nth -.-ii 
to put his Ju-art intd atta^kniL: thit Iruni uknl. Ik- h .d 
perhaps sudtrtd, and if he weft at all Id - ^Id Ikdwtay, 
who, aged had just [uihlisju d his r- rninis^em t s, 

thatcat W(Mild Icwelurli.iirand ^'i\( h< rv ll iwa\ Vistcrdav 
afternoon N ames had laktn .m hour’s look at Mr fustuc 
firane, and been \orv fa\oiirahK impressed ; llie learned 
judge, though )ounger than hirnstK - he hid often briefed 
him. in other tunes—looked old lashioned enough now. for 
anything. 

Having cleaned his teeth, put in his plate, and brushed 
his hair, Soames went into the adjoining room and told 
Annette she would Ik* late bhe .ilwa\.s looked tcrribK 
young and well in bed, and this, though a s^iislaciKm to 
him, he could nc\cr quite forgive \\ hen he was gone, 
fifteen years hence, perhaps, she would still be under sixtv, 
and might live another twent\ \cars 

HavCng roused her sulheuntlv to sa\ : “ Vou w'ill have 
plenty of time to be fussy in that Court, Soames,” he 
went back and looked out of his window. The air srn<.Iled 
oi Spring—aggravating! He bathed and shaved with 
606 
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cnro--didn’t want to )»o into the Bo\ with a cut on his 
(.lull '-then went l\u k to see that Annette w.is not 
pulling tin .inv tiling bright He found her in pink 
undcrelothes 

“ I should wl ir bl.it k,” he s nj 

Annette n.'irdul him above h^r hand mirror 

“ \\ horn do \ot; u.iiit niP to !.|V« 111 ile. bo.in.is ^ ’* 

“ TliLse will bnriL: tiuir triituls, 1 sljoiiidn’t 

Won ii r, .iti' iIjII'j oh sj u uoiis 

“ Don't !'■ .iTud, 1 Midi not tr\ to lie \oungcr than 
nu d 'u<d.t- r " 

^o.iims v.M.t "Ut .u:.iin Ida ir.iuh ' Weil, she had 

gl'Ovl l.istl 1., df' 

Att^r hr • 1 .M )i' uiiit otT lo I !• ur’s Uiiiifrcd and 
]ni''V<-i) U' di look altir Annett. tins too wire g<»mg 
to till. 1.1 , r'. .IS il th-rc wtre .iiuthing to mjoy about 
this bioiio ' 

>prun 1 '• Mid hit, he w dk(d .Kfoss the (irten Park, 
coniiiiiL’ \ ' i.'i'idinu No bdjs (>n (Ik trees-~a late 
\<.ir, .no! -t" l\o_\ d 1 imiK out of ! Idissing the 
r.iLiei, 1 h th'’0.'hi ■ llK’.’rv S'f) popul.ir' ’ He sup- 
posi d th. \ Ilk' -I this vr* .it I' iiij iri. group in frtjiit of them, 
.,11 nuisvk .t:ul ibsh .tils! 1 ifei .mim.iK ' The Al[>crf 
M’ inori.il, .iiid k.is e\( r\ liodv r.m (Ikhi down ; but, after 
jld pL.K( .uid phnt\ notlung m'-dern about them! 
hnurging into \\ csmiinstt r, ht i ut hi.s \\a\ through a 
smell oi irud iish into the P.irli.ipuiK.irv backwater of 
North ^irett, .iud, Intvscen its pkas.ml little houses, 
gM/-vi sic.idil) at the NS ren Chun h Ne\er 0 inside 
ans chiirvh vxeept bt. IhiulN, he vh rived a sort of strength 
from tliiir outsides - churches wirt solid and stofni back, 
and didn’t stem to c.ire what people thought of them! 
He felt a little better, rounding into bouth Square. TTic 
Dandle met him in the hall. Though he was not over- 
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fond of dog>, tHc breadth and solidity of this one alwn\s 
affected Sonmes pleasurably—better than that little 
Chinese abortion they used t«' have ! This doj; was a 
character—masterful and ten.Kinus —ym w(»uld ^et very 
little out of htm in a witne8s-K)X ! I/v>l<int; up from the 
dog, he saw Michael and h’lcur comiriL' doun the •'tairs 
After hurricdlv inspecting MiclmcTs brown sun and 
speckled tic, his e\cs umic to nnthor on bis Jaughtir's 
face. Pal 0 Init (. r( .ini\ , not lung modern -ih.ink goodness * 
no rouge, salve, powder, or c\<-Mu kiiv.-, prrbctK 
made up for her part ! In a bliu- dnss, roi>, \crv good 
taste, which must have taken Munc finding' 'I'iie desire 
that she should not ful iutmuis stilled SiMnu-s’ pn\atc 
qualm K. 

Quite a smell of ^pritiL’' ” la said “ >ha)! we st.irt ’ ” 
While a cab was being sumncTud, la tried to put her 

at ease. 

“I had a look at Bratu* \eMerdi\ , he's \.hang(d a good 
deal from wJicn I used to know him I was one of the 
firit to give him briefs ” 

“Thai’s b.ul, isn’t it, sir: ” said Muhael 
“ How t ” 

“ He’ll be afr.iid of King thought grateful " 

Flippant, m usual ! 

“ Our judges,” he said, “ are a good lot, take them all 
lound.” 

** r»i tor, they arc Do \ou know if he ever reads, sir ? ” 
** How d’ l'u mean— reads ? ** 

•‘Fiction. * Vc don't, m Parli.^mcnt.” 

**Nobody*Vs no\cls, except women,” said Soames. 
Altd he fell ^ 's dress. ” You’ll want a fur ; ^haT* 

WhiVf ht 1 ^ the tur, he said to Michael: 

AM ^9 *^1 Tavatin,, ' 

*‘Hoii U" »he 
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“ Better than I did, sir ” 

‘‘That's a comhirt, anyway Here's the* cab. Keep 
away from that Scotchman *’ 

“ I see linn every da\ in tiic House, vou know.*’ 

“Alt!” said S'/.imcs, “I V-nj make nothing 

of that S'Tl o] tliiiic ihefc, 1 [xlicu ” Viui taking hi* 
dauLditer’s .irm, he I-vi her hirili 
■■ 1 wwiuier il (t!d lilvthc will turn up,” he lu.trd Michael 
s.iy, uiicii lhe\ j'assul flic n|}n.e of ' ’] he Outpost.’ It 
ivas the lirst rein irk m.»dc in the- e.ib, and, calliii)^’ for no 
response, It v\.is the last 

Tiie Law Courts had iluir ei)sti>niir\ .nr, and people, 
in hla'.k mJ blue, wt re hurrsnii; int.> Hum “Beetle- 
trap'*' inuttertd Muha»l boanies r. jicted the simile 
with Ills elbow- fnr him tly\ vierc just ianoliar echoing 
space, lotuiaied st.nr- .ises, stiutv corridors, and the square 
cntlosurcs ot oni \oicc at a time 
Too early, they went slowlv up liic sc.nrs Really, it 
was weak minded! Here they had come ■ they and the 
other side -U' ite!—what r Hi was ama/td at KiraseH 
for not having msistcd on Ilcur’s ipologi^ink.’ Time and 
again in the ease of others, ill this Imd appeared quite 
natural—in the ease ol Ins own di ightcr, it nu.v seemed 
almost incredibly idiotic He hurried her on, however, 
past lingering lawyers’ dc-rks, witnesses, what not. A few 
low words to an usher, and they were inside, and ilttisg 
down Very young Nicholas was already in hi* place, 
and Soames so adjusted himself that there would only 
be the thickness of Sir James, when he materialiiod, 
between them. Turning to confer, he lived for a co»y 
moment in the past again, as might some retired old 
cricketer taking block once more. Beyond young Kkholai 
he quartered the assembl gc with his glance. people 
had got wind of it! He knew they would—with thAt cat 
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always in tlic public c\c—quite a lot of furbelows up there 
at the back, and more coming’ He reversed hmivlf 
abruptly ; the Jur\ \scrc filmic in—special, but a common- 
looking lot! Why were Juries .tlvsavs common-lookini; ^ 
He had ne\cr liecn on one himvU He ul.uiced at Fkur 
There siie sat, and what she was leeling he couldn't tell 
As for young Mu hael, iiis e.irs looked \er\ pointed And 
just then lit taught siglit of Anruitt >Ik' d better ru'r 
come and sit down here, alter all ihe inort tiitrt were 
of them in front, the nuire t« nspiaious it would be' ^o 
he shook his lieavl at her. an.l w i\td tow irds the luuk 
Ah! She wasgotiiL,'! Mie <tid \\ iniirt d and Inu'-Mi vtould 
take up room all r.itlur bm id in th< luain . hut tla re 
were still gaps u[Mh( rt Anti suddenls hi saw tia plainiili 
and her lawvtr and Matdown, \tr\ spr\ thr\ lookid, 
and that insolent tat was Miuhtiu ' C.irelul n<»t to glance 
in their direttion, boaincs saw tlitrn sit down, some six 
feet ofT. Ah' and lierc came Counsel--I oskisson and 
Bullfry itigetlitr, ihitk as thii \i s Tint'd soon he calling 
each other ‘ mv friend’ now, and tutting taeh othtr'' 
throats! He w’ondtred if he wouldn't hatt done lictitr 
after all to have let the other side have 1 oskissun, and 
briefed Huillrx an ugK-looking cusi->mer, broad, tompe- 
tcni and leathers flc and Mithail wiili Htur between 
them, and behind —Koskisson and hts junior, ^ettlewhite 
and the Scotchman witii ‘ tliat cat’ between them, and 
behind —Bullfr\ and Ins junior! Dnlv the Judge vsanicd 
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Will! that v^as over, and the jud^»c vsas turning his head 
thi*; way and that, as if to see where the field was placed 
N(i\\ liu!lfr\ w.i*; up . 

“ ll 1 ! plcas< Vour I/'fd’ihip-” 

He u.is m iKing the vi'^ua! "p, nint:, with the usual 
fl(iwir\ <lescrip(i-''n of the plainutl granddaughter of a 
inartUK'’''. Mig.igid l<> .i Juturc I'rinn MimMcr or so 
you'd think ' prnntincnt in tin nu'''! hnllunt circles, 
high «prited, pcrfiips a thought too hiuh'Sj'iritrd . . . 
Bagg.tge ' the usu li smooth and suhaijd discription 
of till dtleruhuH ' [<uh ind anihitious njuiig nurricd 

]ad\ Intpud<ni heggar' |ur\ \m*uK1 lH*ar in 

mind that tins were vh ding in >.ims with members 
ol .tds.nuid >o,iit\. hut ih(\ would Ivar in mind, loo, 
that primarv w.Tvis had prim ir\ pu uungs and tonsc- 
i]U( na s, w h it( M r t iu Sou< t\ m w hu h i lu \ we re uttered 
H'm ’ \ir\ vkitih'. rilinnti to the inudint in Fleur’s 
drawing room minimtsid, ot course ha ' an allusion to 
himsili man oi properu and standing iliank you for 
nothing' Reading the lihHlous litters now' Effect of 
them . vers made-up, all that ' Plaintiff obliged 
to taki aition . . Bunkum! “I shall now call Mrs. 
R.dph Pp\nrr\n” 

“ How d<i \ou spell that name, Mr Bullfry ? ” 

*‘W’ith two p’s, two )’s, two n’s and two r’s, my lord.” 

I sec ” 

Soames locikcd at the owner of the name Good-looking 
woman of the flihbcrtv gihbi'f tspe ! He listened to her 
evidence with close attention H< r account of the incident 
in Fleur's drawinp-room seemed substantially correct. 
She had received the libel!*.us letter two da)5 later; had 
thought it her dutv, as a friend, to infirm Miss Ferrar. 
Should sa), as n w<iman in Society, that this incident and 
these letters had d(/.ne Miss Ferrar harm. Had talked rt 
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over with a many people. A public incident. Much 
feeling excited. Had shown her letter to Mrs. M.iltcse, 
and been shown one that she had rccaved. Whole matter 
had become current gos^p H’ln ! 

Bullfrv dtnvn, and Eoskisson up ! 

Soames adjusted liimsclf. Now to see how the fellow 
shaped —the manner of a <.ross-«. v-oniner was so import.mt ! 
Well, he had seen worse—tla eve, like Jr(.»/en light, fixed 
on unoccu{>ted space wiiile the tjucstion was being asked, 
and coming round on to the witness lor the .mswer , the 
mouth a little open, as it to sw.dlow it , the tongue visible 
at times on the lower lip, the uno. ».upied hand cl.isping 
aomething under the gown hi hind 

“Now, Mrs—er -Ppvnrrvn This mcidcnt, as mv 
friend has t.illed it, h.ipp<ncd at tin fniusc of Mrs Mont, 
did it not ? \nJ how did \ou lonv thfTc ^ As a friend 
Qaite so! And \ou h.»ve mahmg ac.unsc Mrs Mont : 
No, And you iliou-lii n jdvi'.il'lc jn.i kind, m.ndnin, to 
show this letter to the pljinlili .md to other pniplr in 
(act, to foment thii little incident to the bebt ol )our 
ability!” h>es nnird' 

“If a friend of mint received suth .1 letter .ihout me, 
,i should expect lier to tell me th.ii the writer wjs i;oini; 
about abusins; me " 

“ Even if your friend knew of the proviKJtion and was 
also a friend of the letter-writer ? ” 

' “Yea.” 

“Now, m.-id.im, wasn’t it simply that the sensation of 
tUalittle quarrel was too precious to Iw burked ? it would 
; have been so easy, wouldn’t it, to have tom the letter up 
• M<1 said nothing about it ! You don’t mean to suggest 
that it made you think any the worse of Miss I'crrar— 
you knew her too well, didn't you ! ” 

“Ye^s.” 
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“ Ex;ictlv As a friend of both parties Nou knew that 
these expressions were just spken and ni't to he taken 
senousK ? ” 

“ I can't s.is that ” 

“Oh! You rri^.trJ-.i them as S'-rious ’ \ni I to take 
It that \<)u liu'UL'ht tl.cv touehed ti.e fi ‘mhunr ^ In other 
words, that :ht’\ wire true ? ” 

“ CVn.'UiK 11''! 

“Could th’• d' M.ss iirr.r on h irm if tiny were 
palpaols u'liruc ' ” 

“ I think ill* v'-uld ” 

“ Not wilh \>'U vou w' T'- a triond ? “ 

“ Nut with me ’’ 

“But with oth'f p' wh'i w.uili !!■ ver have heard 
of than hut h-r sou In taa. m.uNni, viai enjovt j the 

w'htde thine. Ih i vu ! ” 

“ Knjoved r N " " 

“You ree.udid it as vour dutv to sprenii this Iclicf? 
Don’t sou tnjo\ d ',ni' y>ur vlut} ' ” 

The drv t ukl'- witiiin (Oi's s^1P{■' d at his lips. 
Foskissi*n down, and Bullfrv up ' 

“ It IS, m t.ict, \ our t \p‘ ru no., Mrs i’p\ nrryn, as well 
as that of most ' f us n<»t s i wtli (onMitutcd, perhaps, as 
mv learned friend,, that dut;. is si.mi tmu-s p.tinful.” 

“ Yes " 

“ Thank you. Mrs Edward Maltese.” 

During the exammaimn of this other young woman, 
who seemed to be dirk .md solid, So.imcs fried to estimate 
the compafatnc effect pr-iduced h\ Fkur and * that Cat^ 
on the four jurymen whose c\e« seemed to stray towards 
beauty. He had come to no definite conclusion, when Sir 
James Foskisson row to cross-ex.iminc- 
“ Tell me, Mrs Maltese, which do you consider the most 
xrious ailegadon among thoK complained of ? *’ 
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“ The word ‘ treacherous ’ in my letter, and the expres¬ 
sion ‘a snake of tlic first water’ in the letter lo Mrs. 
Ppynrryn.” 

“ More serious tlian the otliers i ” 

“ Yes ” 

“Th.it is where you fan lielp me, m.id.im TIk- iircle 
)(>u move in is not ex.icily the pl.iintiff's, pirluij’S i ” 

“ Not exactK 
“ Intersectiiif;, um i ’’ 

“ Yes.” 

“Now, in which section, s'oiirs or tlie plainrriT’s, would 
you .say the expression ‘sin hasn't a mor.il about her’ 
would be the more, or shall we s.is the less, damiiin),’ : ” 

“ 1 can’t say.” 

“ I only want your opinion Do vou think your section 
of Society as adv.imed as .Miss Urr.ir’s I ” 

“ Perhaps not 

“ It's well known, isn’t it, that her circle is very free 
and easy ? ” 

“ 1 suppose so.” 

" Still, your section is pretty advanced—1 mean, you're 
not ‘ stuffy ’ ? ” 

" Not what. Sir James ? ” 

“ Stuffy, my lord ; it’s an expression a good deal used 
in modern Society,” 

" What docs it mean f ” 

“ Strait-laced, my lord.” 

" 1 lee. Well, he’s asking you if you’re stuffy f ” 

“ No, my lord. I hope not ” 

" You hope not. Go on, Sir James.” 

“Not being stuffy, \ou wouldn’t be exactly worried if 
somebody s.iid to you ; ‘ My dear, you haven't a tuoral 
about you ’ 1 ” 

“ Not if it was said as charmingly as that.” 
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“ Now romc, Mrs. J'k-s such .m (\pressh»n. s.iiJ 

ch.irminplv or the reverse, e«>n\cy .iiiv I'l.uiu- to vou or to 
sour fntiiJs ’ ” 

“ Jf the reverse. \cs ” 

“Am I to t.iLe It that tin eoncepiinn o{ muriluv in 
your eirele' IS the s.im'- .is in-'tin I'-ro’s ^ ” 

“ How IS the WIT,' ss ifisw. r tli it. S.r | itm s ? ” 

“ Well, in vo'ir > ir» U .m \ou sliin ki-i wle n \our tnenels 
arc JivorM '<r u v :i th- \ of! t.ih't for 1 u( c k in 

Pans, sa\, “F uh- r> v - r the' titul e'-nv lU' :ii ? ” 

'• .''h'Kki J ' \\<!!. I suppose f.ne nr< Ju't he ihoik( J hv 
what one v\niiK!n': hi "Hes. h " 

“ In f.u I. viai'ri umI sh'.x ki ^ 

“I eiun’i kiii'W t' it I’ln sh'iik'^l hv mv'in’i.-“ 

“Tll.lt h> h. Mli; st.ith,, U‘ii\j!i't It * 

“ Perhaps '' 

“ Well, will v-i'i o 11 me th' n -it th.it’s til' state of miuei 
in \ our uri le . an.i ’ ou s lul. vou krio.s, that your eirele is 
less tree ami eass ih.m tiie plun'iirs hou it is possible 
that such wofJs as ‘she It.isn't 1 tP'ir.il .ihout h'f ’ can 
h.ive June the pIuiiMi .inv h.trin ’ ” 

*■ The wh 'le woriJ isn’t in our < ir^ !■ s " 

“No I Miei^i St that onK .1 vmv sin.ill portnm of tlic 
worlel IS in \our cireh ' Put ilo s.i j tell rm th.it \ou or 
the pl.iint ff pa\ -'HV ' ’■ 

“How ean she tell, >ir Jani-s, wlut liie plaintiff 
pa)s?” 

“That V'J^, then, pis inv .itt'-nti .n to what people 
outside vour circle tlitnk i “ 

Soames niovcil his head twice The fellow was doing 
it well And his cy' caught Heur's hue t'lrncJ towards 
the witness, a little smile was curhni; her lip 
“ I don’t personally pay much aticniiou eceti to what 
anybody tn my circle thinks ” 
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“ Have you more indcpcndince of character than the 
plaintiff, should you say ! ” 

" I dare say I’ve got as much.” 

Is she notoriously independent t ” 

" Yes.” 

“ Th.nnk you, Mrs. Maltese.” 

Foskisson d(nvn, Bullfr), up! 

“ 1 call the pl.nnliH, mv hnJ.’ 

Soatnes unertessed his legs. 



CHAPTFIl VI 


IS Till liOX 

Marjoru Firwaw ■'icppMi int«i lijt IF-t, not exactly 
nervous, and onU juit ‘m.idt-up' Hio p.tpors would 
rotorJ a Mack to'-tuni' \Mtli tliinchill.i fur .irui a Mack hai. 
She kissed llio air in truru .-I tJiC book, iiiuk a >{tcp breath, 
and turntd to Mr ibiil!r_v 

For tia. las’ ii.. do. Ma hid rts.nif i iio-n and more 
the \\a\ this .M !■ I i i.iL' n eh irrt "f h( r >\n h ui initi¬ 
ated it, and It i'ui L'-niph t'.U dipnvcil her <il initntive. 
She liad, in fai.!, made tin ohi disio\'r\. that when the 
mnehmers of qu i’tcI is uiu* put in moti-'n, iiiuth more 
than pressure li,.. startuia butti’H is required to stop 
us revolutions Si.t \sas hMii-L- tli.r il would -irvc Alee 
and tlic law)crs ruht if all wuii v\rMru' 

The voKi ut Mr Jkdlfrv, i.rduliy adjusted, soothed 
her. His questions were f.tinili.ir, and with caih answer 
her confidence im re ised, h« r soice sounded clear aiui 
pleasant in her c.irs And she si'^d at ease, making her 
figure .as hosisli as sin could. Her performance, she felt, 
u.as intcrcstiriij to tin judire, the jury, and all those people, 
up there, w)i';m she could dimls see. If only ' that little 
snob’ had not been seUed, expressionless, Miwcen her 
and her Counsel! When at length Mr. Ilullfr)' sat down 
and Sir James I’uskisson got up, she almost succumbed to 
the longing to powder her nose. Clasping the Box, the’ 
resisted it, and while he turned his papers, and hitched 
lus gown, the hrst tremor of the morning pasted do wn 
6(7 



6i8 


A MODERN COMEDY 


her bpinc. At Ic.ist lie look .it her when he 

spoke ’ 

“ Hj\c \ou ever betn p.irty to an action bclore, Miss 
Eerrar ? 

“ No ” 

“You (juite uruli rsianj, don’t \ou, that you arc on 
your oath r ” 

“ Quite " 

“You hi\c told ni\ Inuu! that \ou liad no animus 
against Mrs M<*tu l.o. k at this ni irked para^rapii in 
‘The Iwcnint: .Sun ' of Oi tola r ud Did \ ou write that ' " 

Marjoru I'trrar hit i\auK as it she h.id stepped out 
of a eons(r\ator\ into an East wind Did they knovs 
every thinu, iIkh : 

“ Yes , I vs roll It 

“ It ends thus ' d'lie enti rpristni: little lad\ is losing nti 
chance of building up Ikt mr Uic airiosuv vshicli ever 
surrounds anv buecantsnne in politus' Is the reference 
to Mrs Mont'>” 

Yes •' 

“Not vtr\ niso, IS It—of a frunJ ? ” 

“ I don’t see anv harm in it ” 

“The sort of tiling, in fast, \ou'd like written about 
yourself ? ” 

“The Sort of tiling I should expect if I vseri doing the 
same thing “ 

“Thai’s not quite an ansvser, but let me put it like 
this: Tlio sort of thing sour father would like to read 
about you, is it ; ” 

“ Mv father would never read that column." 

“Then it surprises \ou to hear that Mrs. Mont’s father 
did ? Do you write many of these cheery little paragraphs 
about your friends ? " 

“ Not man)." 
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*’ I very now ,iihl then, cli ? And do they rcm.iin \our 
!ru-nJs ' ” 

“ Ii’s not tMSv in S' uct\ t" tell vslio’s a friend and who 

IMl’t ” 

“I quite .i-ne, .M!<.s Firr.ir Voii li.ivc .idnutied 
makini; itk nr two .niii d in.jt .\.is \nur unrd, I think 
rein iris (nii'.rrnnL’ Mt' Moin. m r iiv\n imusr Do 
\"ii 1.1 m iiiv li'.uM*. .ind i.ilk JisjMru^'initK ol vour 

i.o'.'.ss ■' 

‘ ,i5ui m .in\ . is( 1 don't c\pcet ti’ In- c ivej- 

dioppul '■ 

■■ I M'- . ^o ioin: •i'' No'.j’rr not found nut. it's .di nqht, 
ell • \'>v\, oil this first \\'dtusd.i\ in OuoIht l.jst, at 

^irs Mont's, m sp. .ikmit to tins pcnMcm.in, Mr Rhilip 
.r- Qu>nb(_\, did vou use the vsurd 'snob' of your 
i. o(( ss ' *' 

" 1 don’t think S-, ” 

“ Be careiu! You heard the cvideruc 'if Mrs Pp\nrf)n 
.ind Mrs M ilitS' Mrs M.iliese sjiil, \.)u rcnicrnficr, that 
Mr F urs\ti th.it IS Mrs Mont’s f.ither- snd to \oij on 
that oeL.ision ' You Culled mv daughter a snoli m her own 
fiotsc, m-uiam- ht so kind as to withdraw , you arc a 
traitress * Is tliat a correet \trsion ' ” 

“ I’rubal'l) 

“ Do you suggest that he invented the word * snob ‘ ? ” 
“ I suggest lie was mistaken ” 

‘‘ Not a nice word, is >t- ' snob ’ ^ Was there any other 
reason wh\ he should tall \ou a traitress ? ” 

“ My remarks weren’t meant tor his ears I donN 
remember exactly what I said ” 

“Well, we shall have Mr Forsvte in the box to refresh 
your memor)' as to exact!) what you said Bui I put it 
to )ou that you called her a snob, not once but twice, 
during that little conversation I ” 
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“I’ve told you I don’t rcmcnihcr; he shouldn’t have 
listened.” 

‘‘ Very well! So you feel quite h.ippy about having 
written that p.aragrapli ,ind s.iid nasty things of Mrs Mont 
behind her bach in her own dr.awing-room ! " 

Marjorie Eerrar grasped tin llo\ till the blood tingled 
in her palms llis voice was niadd., ning 

“Yet it seems, Miss Eerr.ir, th.ii sou obuct to oiliers 
jaying nasty things .ibmit sou m niurn Wim .idsiscd 
you to bring this .ution ’ 

“My father first , .insl ilun ms e./ecc ” 

“Sir Alesansier MacOovvn Doss In mose in the same 
circles as smi ! ” 

“No; In moves in I’arb.iment.irv circles" 

“ ExactK , and he wouldn't know, would lie, the canons 
of conduct that rule in vimr null ' ” 

“There are no circles so dclimii .is th.ir ” 

“Always willing to le.irn, .Miss i'cir.ir liut tell me, do 
you Itnow what .Sr .Mcxaiuhr's E.irli.iment.irv friends 
think about conduct and morabtv : ’’ 

“ I can guess. 1 doru’t suppose there’s much difference.” 
“Arc you suggesting, .Miss Eerrar, thu responsible 
public men take the same light-hearted view of conduct 
and morals as you ! ” 

“Aren’t you rather assuming, Sir J.imcs, that her view 
it light-hearted i ” 

“As to conduct, my lord, I submit that her answers 
thave shown the vert light-hearted view she takes of the 
obligations incurred by the .icceptancc of hospitality, for 
.instance. I’m coming to morals now ” 

“ I think you’d lietter, before drawing your conclusions. 
What have public men to do with it I ’’ 

“ I*m suggesting, my lord, that this lady is making 
0Mfttto-do about words which a public man, op any 
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ordin.iry citi/en, would have a perfect right to resent, 
hut \\inch she, with her views, lus no right whatever lo 
resent ” 

“ V’ou mu'.! prove Jicr \irfis then, (hi on ! " 

Marj'inc 1 < rr.ir, rcl.ixcd lor .i mi'mcnt, g.iihcrcd herself 
ug.iin. Her vieN\s' 

“Tell me, Mi>n l.inr—we .*11 kiu-w n iw the meaning 
of th> wor.l ■ stuftv — .u< pu. ,ii' lueu ‘stulher’ than 
\ou ’ ” 

“ Ti:' ^ rii.n iv ti.(. \ .tr*. 

“ h ' IU 11 1 III Iv than h\p'" nto ? ” 

“ I 0 '.I’t think nnviliing M <11 ihnut than ” 

“Th-ai'lt to p) irrv one ' V-ni are com- 

pl.'iiime oi liie words. ‘ ^he n isn’t a mini .iboul her.’ 
H ivi ’.'lu rt id this no\cl ‘ C.ttitii vr ’ r ” He was holding 
up .1 I'ook 
“ I tliink so " 

“ j)i)n't \oU kfK'W ? ” 
r\e skimmed K “ 

•• T.iken oti the Lri..ini, eh ? Re i 1 u snlh. ii'ntly to form 
an oj'inion ? ” 

“ Ves " 

Would you agree with the vi'‘w of it expressed ie this 
letter to .1 joura.d ? ‘ The book breaks ihro<jgh the British 
“ stufhntss,” V hidi cenJemns .my frank work of ait—aadi 
a go d riling, too ! ’ Is it a good thing ? ” 

“ Ves I hate (irundusm ” 

“ ‘ It is undcxibtcdly Literature' The w’ord is mitteft 
with .1 large L. Should \ou say it was I ” 

“ Literature—)*cs Not great literature, perhaps.’* 

“ But it ought to be published ? 

“ 1 don’t sec why not.” 

“ You know that it is not published in England 
“Yes.” 
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“ But it ou^ht to Ik ? 

“ It isn't everybody’s sort of book, of course.” 

“Don’t evade the question, please. In \''ur opinion 
oupht this novel ‘ Cantliar ’ to be published in Eni^lmd ^ 

, . . Take your lime, Miss Ferrar " 

The brute lost nothing I Just bcuiiise she h.kl hcsit it(d 
a moment trying to sec where he uas hading her 
“Yes. I think liter.iture should Ik Itcl." 

“You wouhln’t symp.iiliisc v\nh its ^appres^on, if it 
were published ? ” 

“ No.” 

“You VNouldn’t approve «)f the suppri nsi. ai of arn book 
on the grt'und oi nu ri morals * 

“I can’t tell \ou unless I see the bo>.'k Ihoph irin’t 
bound to read books, vou know ” 

“ And \ou think \our Opinion lkiut.iIK mh tins ^ubJe^.l 
is that of publk men and ordinary eiti/uis 
“No; I suppose It isn’t 

“But vour \iew vM>uld be shared by most ot sour own 
.issociaics \ ’’ 

“ I should h<ipc ^o ” 

“A conirars opinion would be 'stut?\,* wouldn’t it ?” 
“ If you like to tall it so It's ni>t my word '* 

“ What IS )our word. Miss Ferrar ? ” 

“ I think 1 gcneralls s.u ‘ ga-ga ’ ” 

“ Do you know, Tm alraid the Court smU require a little 
elaboration of that.” 

“ Not for me, Sir James; I’m perfectly familiar with the 
word ; it means ‘ in your dot.ige ’ ” 

** The Bench is omniscient, my lord. Then any one, Miss 
Ferrar, who didn’t share the opinion of yourself and your 
associates in the matter of this b<x>k would be ‘ ga-ga,* 
that is to say, in his or her dot.igc ? ” 

“ j^thctically." 
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“ Ah ! I thought wc ‘ihoiihl .irrnc .u that word You, 

1 suppose, don’t connect urt with life ?” 

" No” 

“ Don’t tliink it h.is nny cticct on life f ” 

“ It oughtn't to ” 

“ U ilcn a ni m''; theme in a hoo|< is t \trt me incontincnc<, 
d pilled uirh .ill due tniph.iMs. lli.u wouldn’t have .in\ 
praetical I th ef "H Ills ftudefs, liouc\ ir \oiing ^ ” 

“ I can’t sa’. ahout other {Hojde, it wouldn’t liavc any 
I thet on IlK 

■ You are t mani ipati d, in l.u t ” 

■■ I don't kri'Av what \ou im.iii \-\ tli.it ” 

■’ Isn't wh it \oii .iri s t\ ihu .I'oi:: 'Ik divorce ot art fronj 
Iili the no re‘t il ipirap , iiivi don't \<)j know it ' 

" I cai.nnlv don’t ” 

“ lat me put It another wav Is it possible l(»r tln^sc who 
belle ve in ( iirrt lit iiior.iiiiv, to liohl _\ oiir view that art has 
no ehei t on lit' • 

“ p‘'''''ible , il they are cultiirid " 

•'t'uliurid' Do vou Ixhcvt in current morality 
Veiursell . 

“I don't know what \ou r dl lurrent rnor-dit) ” 

“ I will tell you, .Miss 1 1 rr.ir I should say, for instance, 
It was current muralitv th.it vs.nntn should not have 
!usiion-\ btlorc ihcv’rc ni.irried, and should not have them 
liter ” 

W’hai about men ' ” 

"Thank vou, I was coming to men. And that men 
should at least not luvc them after’’ 

" I shouldn’t sa) that was current morality at all.** 

In viclding to that satiric impulse she knew at once the 
had made a mistake- the judge had turned his face towardi 
her He \sas s^x-aking. 

" Do 1 understand you to imply that in your view it it 
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moral for women to have Itatsons before marriage, and for 
men and women to have them after ? ” 

“ I think it’s current morality, my lord.” 

** I’m not asking you about current m('raln\ ; I’m 
asking whcilar in your view it is nn>r.il ' ” 

“I think many people think it’s all right, who don’t 
say it, yet.” 

She was conscious of movenir-iu throui:li<Hit the jury, 
and of a HttU- flump in the we !1 of \ fie Court Sir \Iex inJer 
had dropped Ins hat The sound «>t u n-s^ being loudly 
blown broke tin silliness, tin l.ue ol iUilltry KC 
was lost to lur view ^}K‘ 1th liie f'loitd mounting in her 
checks. 

"Answer my (|uesli>>n, ['base Do V"it say it’s all 
right f" ‘ 

“ I —1 think it dep iids 
"On what f ” 

"Oil—on iirciimsi uuts, t in ir"ntn{.ii t, teniptrinunt ; 
aU sorts of things ” 

" Would it be all nghi htr you ? ” 

' Marjorie f'eir.ir bet tnu wry siill “ J (.an'l answer that 
V my h»rd." 

, " You mean —ytui don’t want to f ” 

“ I mean I don’t kmov ” 

And, with a fetling as it she had witluirawn fier foot from 
a Me of breaking n.e, slie saw lUillfry s face rc-tnn rgt from 

Ms bandkcrcnief. 

"Very well. Go on, hir jamts ♦ ” 

"Anyway, we may take It, Miss Terrar, that thf»se of 
Itl wlws say we don't bthtve m these irregularities arc 
hypocrites in your view ? ” 

*• Why can’t you be fair ? » 

He was lookii.g it her now ; and she didn’t like lum any 

the better for it 
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“ I shnll pn'\c- myself f.iir before I’ve Jone, Mjss Kerrar.” 
“Yoir\c get )our vsurlv cur out, htven’t vou 
“Bt-licNc me, maJ.im, it v.’ll be better for you not lo 
inJulgc in witt-.iMii A(v'»rJing to you, there is no h^rm 
in a book like ' C.mtli ir ‘ ” 

“ Tlicre ouL’hi to be n«»n< 

“You mi 1)1 'I ut. ueri ill ns avi'xin i!!v cultured—.u 

\’Ciu S:,'111!-:' 'v i-'i ' ' Ihil ..ii •” 

■■ No'’ 


“ I hen thi re is h trni Hut s "-a u-i.I 'n't niteJ f h.it huriB 
being 1 I ropusc, ins lord, it' r. id fri»m (his 

sif. unpk. -v .III no\(l Ovsine .i['p,ir«.ntK ■'< its un- 
s.uo,,r. reput >11051, .i top\ <>( it i'.,v' "•■iris’ seven 

poiiiui. All' 1 S'iMin I'j think Milt IS m itself an 
.iiisvscr to ih' phoiiiiti's coniintioii ili'i irt ’ so called 
hi", no (till) "M liii We h.at !■’ :h- (onsiJerablc 
e\ps iiM. ol hi-, ' '•{ n s, unJ I bii ill isk (hit .luring ihc 
luncheon int'rs »l the jurv in. is rei.i < nu do/eu marked 

pUSSUL'i s ” 

“II IS' \ou .1 c-'ps for nv , Isir j.Jines ' ” 

“ '*lks, nis l’>r : 

“Aiuliiii. l.rMr liullfrs If ihcri. is .my laughter, 

1 sh.ill Ii.i't t-'H (. our’ I }< -rui (io on ” 

“You know the ' Ne Plus ritr.i ’ Pl.i)-Produdog 
Soviets, Ml'S I'crr.ir ? It c si-ts to produce advanced 
pl.iss. I belk St ” 

—j J, m’llnow about ‘ advanced ’ ” 

“ RusM.m phys, and the Restoration dr.imaiists 

“ Yes " 

“And M-'ii base pl.ised in them ? ” 

“ Somciimci '* 

“ Do you remember a play called ‘ The Plain Deakat/ 
by Wycherley, given at a mating on January Jth 
did you flay in that the fart of Ohvi.; • ” 
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“ Vcs.» 

“ A nice part ? ” 

A cerv I'uod p.trt.” 

“ I saul ‘ mu; 

“ I Jcifi’t hk<- the \\nri1 

'I'uo stive of ‘prunes and prisms,' Mi'-s I'crrir? 
Is it the part of a modest vsoman ^ ” 

“ No ” 

“ K u, tovsards the end, c \trt rn-1\ immodest ? I allv.dt 
to ilic dark scene.” 

“ I don't know about tvtreniclv ” 

“ An\ ua \, \ou kh no he sit it i-m .ibuut und( rtal .t\': and 
playing" the part—a little thing liLc that doesn't w-'tr. 
you ? ” 

“ I don't km-w whs it should ll it did, I shouldn't act 
“ You don’t .K t tor nioniv ? ” 

“ Ko ; for pic tsiire ” 

“ Then, of course, \ou can refuse .inv p.irt vnu like ' " 

“ If I did, 1 shouldn't have any othred nu ” 

“ Don’t quil'ble, please V»ni took the part of ()ln i.i not 
for money but tor pleasure. You enjoved phiving u ^ ” 

“ Pretty well " 

** Pm afraid I shall have to .isk the }ur\, my li>rd, to run 
their eyes over the dark scene in ‘ liiv Plain Dealer ’ ” 
‘*Arc you s.umg. hir James, that a woman who pl.ivs 
an immoral part is not moral - that would asperse a grc.it 
many cxccUcnt reputations ” 

“ No, my lord , Tni saving that here is a voung l.idy so 
jealous of her good name in the eves of the w-irld, tiiai 
she bring;* a liW action because some one h.ns said in a 
private letter that she ’ hasn't a moral about her.’ And 
at the same time she is reading and approving books like 
this * Canthar,’ phning parts like that of Olivia in ' Tlic 
plain Dealer,’ and, as I submit, living in a section of 
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S<'act\ that rcallv dcK-sn’t kn^vv tho m<'anniv: ‘if the \v.>rJ 
m'>r.i]s, that looks upon menU, m hict, r.ithcr .is we K*ok 
upim nk.is], s It*s m\ contention, ni\ h'rJ. that tlic sa\ in^ 
in rn\ Aunt’sl«ttrr ‘She’s h isn’t a nionl ahout her,’ is 
ri’ii'r .1 conij'linu nr to the pinntif! th.in nthcrvMsc” 

“ Do \ou nv m that it w is ipti'ii it J as a (.''tnphnient ? ’* 
“ No, no, nn l-rJ ” 

"\\t!!, voii vs i,t th' )iir\ to rt ui tint s.cnt You will 
hi ' I l'us\ lunilKon inters o, rn n Do on, bif 

laiiu V ” 

\..A Ml" I ■ rr r tin !fi nJ m iJi 1 j "int of the fact 
thit si,u ..r (1, iC'J to ‘ '' oihs .invl iii'/iilv rtspcctcd 
M'-ml'er oi I’.irhinKn! Il'.s [jjvc )uu been eiig.jgcd 
to iiini ' " 

“ ni’ niiis ” 

“ Vu !, .s ■ ii ' s( . ft !'■ fi'-tu 1,11,1. I suppose ? ” 

' W'-iS sii-iihi ! .iiisw' r tti It ' ” 

*■ U lis 1 sh(. ^ir i.iini s ' ” 

“I am quite tonicm i<> k ise it .it li< r r. luitiiKo, m\ 

hneeriik' hniic ' As li (•\(r\''oJs k 1 iii't secrets from 
evcrvhtfis ' 

“Your cni,Mm.nKni w.is n-k made pahik till J.inuary, 
was It ’ 

‘ No” 

' Mav I t.ikc It that sua we.k m-t sure of your own 
mind till theii ' ” 

“ If you like ” 

“ N’ovs, Miss Icrrar, JiJ vou hrini; this action because 
of \our pK>d name ’ Wasn't it lut-aust you were hard 
up = " 

bhe was conscious again of blood in her checks. 

“No” 

** // /v \ ou ha^^ up when you brought u ^ ” 



6 i8 


A MODERN COMEDY 


“ Yes,” 

” Very ! ” 

“Not worse than I have Ik-ch before.” 

“I put it to you tliat \-ou oweii a yiojt lieal of monev, 
and were h.ini pressed ” 

” ft you lilic ■’ 

“ I’m plnd Mui\c .idmitud that, ,Mi^s Fi rrar ; otlieruise 
I sitould li.ttc had to prose it. Vtui vt'U didn't briiitr tins 
action with a stew to p.iyiiic some of sojr .1, I ts f ” 

No.” 

“Did \ouinc.iiK j.imiir' I o f>n c iw tro lii.n \ou were 

not likely t .i!i\ sum in ^ ineii' ihis s m ' ” 

“I believe i K'lJ tint .in utl'r wus wir.'i lr.a\n " 
“And do )i'U know wh\ ' " 

“Yes, bcosiuse ^Irs M"iit v]\< iLv ipt lo/v I 

asked for.” 

“Exactly! Aiui u.is it .1 coirKu!nii.c tint \ou 
^thereupon rnnJ.e up )our muni to nnrrv ^ir A!c\.inder 
MacGown ? 

“ A coincidciKe r ’* 

“I mean the announcement of yuur cm>agemcnt, you 

know?" 

Brute! 

“ It had nutluni; to J>j with tins c.i'-v. 

“Indeed! Now when con hr«nii,'hi thi'i action did \ou 
really cate one straw whether pc<»plc thought you moral 
or not J" 

“I brought it cluctK Ih-c.uisc I was called ‘ a snake ’ ” 
“Please answer my question ” 

“It isn't so much what / cared, as what my friends 
cared.” 

“ But their view* of morality is much wdiat yours is— 
thoroughly accommodating ? ’* 

“Not my Jiancisd' 
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“Ah I no He doesn't move in your circle, you s<iid. 
Hut the rest of \ .iiir friendi You're nut ashamed of your 
own AccommoJatinj,' phil'sophv, arc vou ' *’ 

No ” 

“Then wh\ he .islmneJ of it lor t:.-.-rn ' “ 

“ How r in I tell wluiT thfir pinlosnphy is ? 

“ How c ill s!', I imts ( ” 

“ As your lorJ.'hip ph ists Miss !\rr,ir! You 

hla to st.HivI up lor \our 1 nope Let me put your 

phihiNoplu to you in .1 nurslull Voj In'lieve, don't you» 
m the luil oprr'Aiiin 0* \M..r i<rsi.iuht\ , it would be 
\oiir Jiin. w.uiliii't If, |m Ir iL tiir.u.,'h any convention 
- I don't Sis \i.'. hut ,111, so (..die J mural convention 
that I r ii; : ■ d \ ■ 1 ' " 

“I III \t r «.ii 1 1 li id I pi il ■' I }i\d’ 

“ ! lon’t Tun iw i\ :rom }'! isc.” 

“ I'm Dot in thi l.-jhit (i| n I'nim? iw.iy” 

I'm so ci-id ot that You hrlic\c in king the sole 
jU lye ot Sour own conduct r ” 

“ Yes ” 

“You’re not .th»nt in tint suw, are \ou ? 

“ I shouldn’t tfjink U) ” 

“ It’s the Mcw, in fact, ot wi. it mas k e.illed the forward 
wme of modern Sonets, isn't u—the wini' you belong to, 
and arc proud of belonvinc to ' And in that icctioa of 
ScKiets — so li'ni^ as \ou don't brc.tk tiic actual law—you 
think and Jo as you like, eh ' ” 

“ ()m doc-sn’t alw ts 5 aa up to one's pnnciplei,’* 

“ Quite so But amonp yi^ur associates, even if you and 
ihcv don’t always act up to ir, 11 a principle, iia^l it, 
to judse for yourselves and go )our own wayi widlOnt 
regard to convention ^ ” 

** More or less.” 

“ And, living in that circle, with that beheff ym hnve 
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the cfTronicry to think the \v(rrJs ‘She hasn't a moral 
about her,’ mmlcs \ou to Jamaf^os ' " 

Her voice ran^ out an^'nl\ “ I have morals Thev mav 
not be yours, hut they ma\ he just as ^ood, perhaps belter 
I’m not a hspotritc, ansu.iv ” 

Again she s.iu him look at licr, tin t' u is .1 jle irn in In-' 
eyes; and she knew she had 111 idc irii-ther misiahe 

“ We’li leave m\ morals out of the question, Miss 1 1 rr ir 
Ilut we’ll go a little turilur into what vou sav .in \nurs 
In your emn \sords, it shoniJ depend on ti inp-T iiin nt, 
circumstances, envin-nnunt, waether )uu conicrm to 
morality or not ? " 

She stood silent, hitiiie li< r l,p 
“Answer, jdijsc ” 

She inclined her head " \\ s " 

“ Very good ! ” Ht h id p.ais( d. turnlne ns er his pipers. 
;y\d she drew hask in tin hox ^lu had h'st lier ii mper- 
had made luni lose his , at all costs she must keep her 
head now ! In tin:, moiin nt ot seanh for lu r head sh- toni 
in cvery'thing —expressions, gistures, cxcn the .umuspherc 
—the curious dramauv. emanation from a hundred and 
more still faces, slic noted the one l.ul\ jure man, the 
judge breaking tlie mb ot a quill, with his c\es turned 
away from it as it lookim: at soniethim; ilmt had run 
across the well of the Court Yes, and down there, the 
lengthening lip of Mr Soitlcwhitc, MKhael's taso turned 
up at her with a rueful trown, Meur Mont’s mask with 
red spots in the checks. Alec’s clenched hands, and his 
eyes fixed on her A sort ot comic inicnsux about it all ! 
If only she were tlic si/c of Alice in ‘ Wtmdcrland,' and 
could take them all in her hands and shake them like a 
pack of cards — so motionless, there, at her expense 1 That 
sarcastic brute had finished fiddling with his papers, and 
she moved forward again to attention in the Box 
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“ Nou. Mt'.s lirr.ir. fiis lurJslup put .i pcnrr.il qucMuui 
lo \<ai whuh \('U diJ imt .[[.k to .inswi-r. I .im 
to put it in .1 w.u th.it mil I'c c.isicr for \ou. 
Wiciiur i-r no n w.tv rii'hi t'>r \-iu O' lii\c one- she 
s.iu Mkli.iirs h iii‘l C’ up t'l Ins :ui "hi\( you i« fact 
liaJ >i- l.-i ' *1 ' " \u»l tri'Hi soihi '-.ru m Ins voice, from 
tlx l.«ik -ui h:^ fu', -hr t-uilJ till t-’f irftun th.lt hcT 
pi r-'' I ui‘ If / II' 'A shf li kI 

\\i!* h r ! i> 1 . i'» till \\ ill, -Ik 1j i.l not evtn .i w.ill to 

lurl'ul- 1 ( n. !U( n:-, thirt’. snoixis iM.I;:r, jupv, that 

ul'i ii'\ vsith I fi.ii.i! iinJ'r the ! iil >'1 his L;oun, .md his 
evis .iurttJ' Uh\ Ji.l sh' n^r it -mt ilic inJi^'n.jnt : 
N.. ' Im h si.< h I.l S' > -'Itc n n fii irsc ,1 ' Suppose he proved 

jt .IS ) t i i.i • II 1 lx- \*.'>uhl pri-\< Ik r -If hts ^ 

‘■'Ilk* '."«r tim'-. Miss 1 < rr.ir ^*iu kimw what a 
/i-;f ■’>. IS, of (oursi 

lirvitr ' On (Ik- ’ < rx< <-f siic siw Michael lean 

.icn-ss, ifkl Ik .mi ins whispff ' bti>p this!’ And then 
‘ (imt liiiu mxT’ I*'i)ktd up .It hi r the scrutiny was 
knowing .iiid conr* nif luous ‘ Now Ik .ir lirr he ! ’ it seemed 
to s.i\ Anvi sh( .inswircd, quuki\ "I consider your 
qu< sn*»n insuKint.' ” 

“ Oil' i.-nu, Miss 1 crr.ir, .iita \our own words I After 
vsh.it-” 

“ U 1 11 ' I sh.iii’t .inswrr it ” 

A rustle, .1 wiiispcririg in iIk Court. 

“ You vson’t answer it : ” 

“ No.” 

“’lhank vou, Miss 1 trrar ” Could a voice be more 
sarc.istic ? 

'I lie brute was sitting down 

M.irjoric rerr.ir stood dctiani, with no ground ander 
her feet. W hat next ? Her counsel was beckoning. She 
descended fr‘»m the Box, and, passing her .idversaries, 
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resumed her seat next her betrothed. How red and stiD 
he was 1 She heard the judpc sat : 

“ I shall break for lunch now, Mr, Hullfry,” saw him 
rise and go out, and the jury getting up. The whispering 
and rustling in the Court svtelled to a buzz. She stood 
up. Mr. Scttlewlmc vt.is speaking to her. 



CHAPTER VH 


‘ H !■ I p’ 

Ci'iDrD Py fiini into a morn lioMirnod to Omltfr witjjeijef, 
M.uionc Fitr.ir luokr i .it her l.mvcr. 

•• Well • ” 

“ An unturtun.itc rcfur.il. Mi^s Firr.ir —vcty I’m afraid 
tho offrot on thi- j .irv m.i\ 1" ftl If \vc can settle it 
now, I 'I'l'i.li rcT! iinK s.i\- hitter” 

‘‘ it'.i ill l!io s.irnc III me ” 

“ In tint r.i •> imi mi\ t ik' it I sh.il! settle. I’ll go and 
see .'str \li \ niler .iinf Mr Biililry .it oiite ” f 

“ How do I yet out quieth • " , 

“Dmsn those st.iirs. You'll find nhs in Lincoln’s Inn 
Fields F.siuse me,” he m.ide tier .1 ijr.ive little bow and 
6t.illied assay 

M.irjone Fcrr.ir did not take a cab ; she svalked. If her 
last answer had been fatal, on the sshole she was content. 
She had told no Ins to speak of, had stood op to * tliat 
sarcastic beast,’ and yiven him sometimes as good at the 
had got. Alec! Well, she couldn't help it 1 He had 
insisted on her going into Court; she hoped he liked it 
now she’d been ! Buying a newspaper, she went into a 
restaurant and read a desmption of herself, accompanied bjt 
a photograph. She ate a good lunch, and then condnned 
her walk along Piccadilly. Passing into the Park, die Mt 
down under a tree coming into bod, and drew the tmedte 
of a cigarette quietly into her lungs. The Row mu dnoit 
desened. A few persons of little or no conte^wmee occu- 
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pied it few chairs A nJini; mistress wjs teaching a small 
huy to trot home sparrows and a jn^'con^alonc seen cd 
to take a distant interest in her The air smelled oi 
Sprinij. She sat some time with tlic ple.isant fcclintj that 
nohody in the world knew where she was ()^Id, when 
you th()u,L,dit of It—millions of peopK- e’.<r\ dav, leaving 
their houses, ofFues, s}K*ps, on tlnir wav to the ne\t phiee, 
were as lost to ilie world as stones m a pond ' Would it 
be nice to disappear perm mentis, and taste life incognita ^ 
Bertie Curfew was g'ung to Moscow ignn Would he 
take licr as secret.irs. .nivl ’‘uunr B rti<' Curfew — 

she had only j'rctenJivl to be tircvl <.{ lam ' Tin thou^du 
brought her face to 1 u t with the luiure \1 W I'Apl.ma- 
tions ! It was h.irdK the word' IF h ul .t list ol her 
debts, and had s.nd hi' wmdd p i_\ th'm as a w-ddinir- 
present. But —if thirc w isn’t to b(. 1 v.. idnu' ^ Tli.mk 
God, she had s<^me n id\ niMnev The e.ir. lulK ' laid-up ' 
four-y^ar-old in her father's st dT won vesterdav. 

She had dribbled ‘a porn ' on at i nuc prui She rusi 
and sauntered .dong, vhstcnding in r bust—in diti.iiue of 
the boylike fashion, which, liter all, was on the wane—to 
lake in the full of .1 sweet wind 

Leaving the Park, she L.ime to South Kcnsingi'in si.nion 
and bought anotlwr paper It li.ui a lull account under 
the headlines: ‘ Modern Morahtv .\ttacked ’ ‘Miss M.ir- 
jorie Ferrar in the Box ' It set-mid funin to stand there 
reading those \sorJs .among pct'plc who were reading the 
same without knowing her from Fve, exee-pt, peril ips, b\ 
her clothes. Continuing her progress towards Wren 
Street, she turned her latLii-kc\ in the door, and saw a hat. 
Waiting (or her alre.ady ! She took her time ; and, p.ile 
from powder, as though she had gone through much, 
entered the studio. 

MacGown was sitting with his head in his hands She 
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felt rc.O pity for him - tof) strong, too square, too vital 
for til.It .ittituJc ' He raised his face. 

“ \Vai,Alcc!” 

“ Tell me the truth, M.in -rie Tm in [■Tmrnt ” 

She almost envud him !'i< vimth >it his feeling, hoi-N- 
v'r unrtasonahlc alter hir w <rninjs Hut she said, 
r-uiit .iil\. 

“ \\ liM vs IS It knew me hi tt* r th m I knew mvscif f ” 

In the s.ipie dull \-'i. i Ik ri < - at'd 
“ The truth, M irj-ru . the truth ' " 

Hut vsh\ Mi'-uid 'he e’" in'" tlu i- 'Utf ssional ’ Was he 
(.ntithd to i er r ist ^ llis rights stopped at her future. 
It was tht ' iJ husimss men expMtmj more from women 
than tl’M (.oukl t:i\c them In-qinlitv of the sexes 
Something’ in ti.at, p< rii.ips, m tin "hi Jaw when women 
h"rt. thilJrt n, .md ni' n didn't . but mos that women knew 
all about se\ and onK bort ihil.lren when they wanted to, 
and n-'t alvsas s c\ en I'n n, uh\ should rm n be freer i 

And sh< said, shiuK , “ jn t"r\sjur adventures 

rii td! sou mint 

“ I or (bid’s sake donT m"i k me , V \e had hell thcfc last 
hours" 

His face showed it, ,ind slie said with fe* ling : 

“ I s.nd voii’d be taking a loss o\cr me, Mec. Why on 
earth did \oj insist on my bringing this ease? You’ve 
had sour wa\, and now y-u d<in‘l like it ” 

“ it’s true, then ? ” 

*’ Ves U hv not ’ ” 

He uttered a L’roan, ri coiling till his hack wai against the 
wall, as if afraid uf being l<K'bc in the 
“ \V ho vs as he ^ ” 

**()h' no' That I can’t possibl) tell you. And how 
mans affairs have sou had ' ” 

He paid no attention. He wouldn’t! He knew she 
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didn’t love him ; and such tliinjis only mattered if you 
loved ! All ’ well! His a?ony was a tribute to her, after 

aU! 

" You’re well out of me," she said, sullenlv ; and, sitting 
down, she lighted a cii>arettc. A sicni ' How h.itcful ! 
Why didn’t he go ! She'd rather he'd be violent than deaf 
and dumb and blind like this 
“ Not that American hllow 1 ” 

She could not help a hiuuli 
“ Oh ! no, poor bo\ ''' 

“ How long did It last r ” 

“ Nearly a tear.” 

“ My God!” 

He had rushed to the door If only he would open It ,ind 
go! That he could fell so viokntlv ' That tieiire by the 
door was just not mad ' liisstutii passions' 

. And then he did pull the door open and was aoin . 

She threw herself at full length on the disan ; not from 
lasiitude, exactly, nor despair—from a Iccling rather .is if 
nothing mattered How siupid .uul pre-war' Whs 
couldn't he, lilte her, be free, be supple, take life .as it came ’ 
Patskms, prejudices, principles, pits —old-l.ishioned .is the 
Stuffy clothes worn when she w.is a tot. Well! (IikhI 
riddance ! Fancy living m the same house, sharing the 
same bed, with a man so full of the primitive that he could 
‘ go off hit chump ’ with jealousy about lier ! Fancy living 
with a man who ttxik hfe so seriously, th.it he couldn’t even 
see hbwelf doing it! Life was a cigarette to be inhaled and 
duown away, a dance to be d.mced out. On svith that 
dance t . . . Yes, but she couldn't let him pay her debts, 
now, even if he wanted to. Married, she would have repaid 
him with her body ; as it was— no! Oh! why didn’t some 
one die and leave her something ! What a bore it all was ! 
And die by ttill, listening to the tea-time sounds of a quiet 
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Street — taxis rounJin^' the corner from the river; the dop 
ncKt d(;or h.irkinij at the poitm.in ; ih^t onedegged ni«iri— 
oX'ServRe—v\l'c I .ime must .ifrtrnof>ns and pl.iycd on a poor 
fiddle He e\po< tixi her ‘.hillme—unhappv fcliow ! shcM 
have to u[' .in.I ei\e ir him >fif went to the htdc side 
window tluU l<‘«'k( d on to the stru-t. and suddenly recoiled. 
Fr.muN W ilir.' i in the d^xirwax wnli fos h.md up to the bell \ 
Anofltt r ■'I cin ' No, I ins v\.is trvi much ! There 

went till' U'll ' No tinn* to s.4\ ‘ Not ai home ' ’ Well, let 
them .ill i.oiii< round her past, (:m fires round .1 honev-pot! 

“ Mr Kr.inns W ilniot ” 

He stood till !■. l.irpx ,is tiio hir he li.id ncarU resigned—a 
hltli tfiinn' r, was .dl 

*' ell, I ranris," sIk sa'd, " I thout^hl sou were * through 
with th.if fo<'l fnisiness ' ' ” 

Fr onus Wilinot c.imr er.ivdv up .inJ her hand. 
“ 1 s.iil to piorTow ** 

Sail ’ \\ ill. she Could put up with tluit He seemed to 
her just .1 thin, pdf vouni,''m.in witfi d.»rk liair and eye* 
and rfo jui. I s in las s\ stem 

“ 1 ri..d tilt evcnintr papers 1 wimdertd, if, perhapi, 
you'd vMsh to see me ” 

W.isfif mo( kine Ik r ^ But he \sore n--smile ; there wat 
no hitterniss m Ins \on.e , and, ifiough he was looking at 
her intently, she eould not ttll from Ins face whether he 
still had any feeling ^hc .s.ud , 

“You think I owe sou something ? I know ] treated 
vou vers badU.” 

He liH.kcd rather as if she’d hit him 
For litaven's sake, Francis, don’t say you’ve COine Ottt 
of chivalry That’d be too funny.” 

“ I don’t follow you ; I just tiniught, perhapi, you dido't 
like to answer that question about a love affair—bccittiexrf 


me. 
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Marjorie Ferr.jr broke into hysterical lau>;litcr. 

" Senor Don Punctilio ! Because of you ’ No» no, m\ 
dear! ” 

Francis Wilmol drew back, and made her a little bow. 

“ I shouldn't have come,” he said 

She had a sudden return of feeling for that slim unusual 
presence, \Mth us gra^e and its dark c)cs 

“ I’m a free lance aijain now, I raneis, anvw.u ” 

A long moment went by, and then he made lier another 
little bow. It was .1 tle.ir withdrawal 

“Then for (tod’s sake,” she s.ud, ” t,’o awav' I'm fed 
Up ! ” And she turned Ik r b u k <tn him 

When .she hatked round, iic f .ni gone, and tli.u surprised 
her. He was A new v.irict), "f .1 ck iJ oik, dug up ' He 
didn't know' (Ik rudiments ni hk - did l.ishioned, a Zaire 
rin / And, back at full Imgili nn the divan, she I'rooded. 
Well, her soutage was ‘ not out ' ' To-morrow was B-*!la 


Magussie's ‘At H(*me.’ to men some, idiot. Ever^bod) 
would be theft, .iiid So would slie 1 



(.mini R \i[i 


j \s r<K HI - 


\\n'\ M:^ ‘;^r<v^'vi 'uw ir K >t j.nnc; r''ski''S<iii\ 

iM.r!(\] l.ui, tin w rds ' Uil!, I siiin't mwstr.'' 

li' vf nn f' 1 1 .\ r lii'.t IS ii li iJ t lui “ ^ c s, 1 

lijsr'' II.' 11.Jc u r. It i.'T, '•lu- liKikmj* 

.illnr W isn’t litilllr\ t" i.'][ In r ' .\<>' llcvs.is 

hi i.! I r ■ nt I'l iKt li'>\ Mi. ii.i- ! 1. ill msr, .is she 

pjssiii him r., tiM.ri:! ' lii v. is ‘..rr\ tor M«c(J(mn' 
There 111 s,;, r vsitii «\ir\ <i!ic fitting up .ill 

f'-und him, M ll. 111 i ru! .js .i tnrkioik 

ricur ' Ml'! -1 I" Kid.it h'T l.io;, slii'hlK flushed, her 
^Io\(d h.ind-. il.isj'td in her !..j. hi r tws tiNid on the 
gruund 11 . ! : IS .si j f r r: ‘M<'f this ' ‘ h's Intle .ihoriive 
boss, otTndsd in r ' llnss > 'ul l -'ii'. ii u< In Ijnd svmpath- 
isinu vwth th( ' Ret lit tin I’.inj'i'. s ' ii, s-i a place! 
Fkurmustso t'at ' liu C luri vs.is ctnptv ini; fine birds, 
m.ms hi i"-hi M ( hir nii'tlnr .itid Iv r .iiint -md cousin, 
.mil Oil Ii-rsst', t.ilkii'i; ur!, 1 nskissi.n Ah’ he had 

finish.d, u.issji ikini: “Wi sun i:'» n ..s ” 

'1 ]' V loIh'Wid } un .d Jtn; tin oirrid-ir, down the stairs, 
int>' He .iir 

"WeTetiivt tor .1 sf, ik," Nj inies was s.i\jng. “Come 
in Iktl ' ” 

in "tn "I s<\<r.d kinusls without ri>ots in a celebrated 
fLK'in with .1 bo t'di si floor, fhc\ sat down 

“Three chump simps, sh.irp,” s.iiJ Nj.imrs, and staring 
.u the cniet-si.ind, added “ bhcT cooked her goose. 
Thcs’Il drop ll like a hot pot.ito. I've told Foskisson he 
639 
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can settle, uilli bo;li sides p.iyin;; their own costs. It’s 
more than thc\ deserve.” 

“ He oufjht never to have asked that question, sir.” 
Hour looked up sh.irply. 

” Really, Michael I ” 

“Well, darling', we .iqrecd he shouldn't. Why didn’t 
Bullfry help her out. sir ? ” 

“Only too ^d.id to 1 ,'et her out of the liov ; the judyc 
would have asked her hinistll in .mother minute. It’s .1 
complete fiasco, thank (iod ! " 

” Then we’re won " s.ml i leiir 
Unless I’m a Dutchni.in,” answered So imes. 

” I’m not so sure,” niuitered Mich.u l 

** I tell you It’s all over , Bulltrv ’ll never yo on wiih it.” 

“ I didn’t mean that, sir ’’ 

Fleur said .uidlv • ” Then what da vou mean, Michael i ” 
“ I don’t think we .shall he fortrivcn, th.it'.s .dl ” 

” What for f ■’ 

Well, I d.irr s.i)- I’m all wnmi; S.iuce, sir .> ” 

“ W’orccsier—ves This is the onlv place in London 
where you can rely on a flourv potato Waiter—three 
glasses of port, quick ! ” 

After fifteen minutes of cimeentrated mastication, they 
tttnmed to the Court. 

“ Wsut here,” said fioames, in the hall; " I’ll qo up and 

find out” 

In that echoing sp.icc, where a man's height was so in¬ 
considerable, '^leur and Michael stood, not speaking, for 

tome dme. 

“Hw couldn’t i C. 1 W that Eoskisson had been told not 
to follow it up, of course,” he said, at last. “ Still, she 
mutt have expected the question. She should have told 
a good one and have done with it. 1 couldn’t help feeling 

sMiy fixther.” 
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“You’d fed sorry for a flea tliat bit you, Michael. 
What do you mean by our not K-inp forgiven f " 

“ Well! The dr.ima was all on her side, and it’i drama 
that counts. Ilesido, there's Ikt engagement! ’’ 

“ Th It'll be broke n off," 

“ I vaetl) ! And u n is, stic’ll have svnip.ithy; while if 
it isn't, he'll have it. .bnvuav, we sluin’t Reside!, you 
know, s!,e st- si up tor wl..it we all really believe now- 
ada) s ’’ 

*' Spi .ik for \ our-e-il “ 

" Well, don't we talk of every one beini; free ! ” 

“ Yes, but IS ih re any coiinution between what we say 
and what we do : " 

" .No,” s.ud .Ml. h.ici 

And just then boames returned. 

•• Well, -ir 

“ .\s 1 told sou, Bulllry caucht .it it. They've settled. 
It's a moral sietory." 

“ Oh ! not III .ral, I hope, sir.’’ 

“ It’s Cost a pretty penny, anyway,” s.ud Soamet, 
looking at Fleur “ Your mother’s quite annoyed—«hc’i 
no sense of proportion. Very eh set the way Fosiduoa 
made that woman lose her temper.” 

■' He loit his, at the end. That’s liis excuse, I suppoac.” 

“ Well,” said Soames, “ it’s all over 1 Your mothei’a 
got the car ; we’U take a taxi.” 

On the drive back to South Square, taking preciaely the 
tame route, there was precisely the same silence. 

When a little later .Midi.id went over to the Hoiue, he 
was edified by posters. 

‘ Society Libel Action.’ 

‘ Marquess’s Granddaughter end ILC.’ 

‘ Dramatic evidence.’ / 

‘ Modem Morality!' / 
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All over - it ^ W ith publiury—m Micli.icIN opinion 
—it hiid but just bci'un ! Mor.ilitv ’ What v\,is 11—who 
had it, and wli.u did ihe\ do with it ^ How would he liave 
answered those questions hinisOf ? W’ho c<ni!d answer 
them, now.idavs, In rote or rule ^ Nut he, nor Meur! 
Thev had been idciuilied v\iili the Inquisition, and wl; it 
was their p'lsition. now ^ Ealo , it not ndious' He passed 
into the House llui, ir\ as Im woull, he eould not li\ 
his attention on lla Eurii\ oi i ui 1 passed out ai^Min 
With a curious loiii^un^' lor his l.iihcr, he v.alked rapivlK 
down Whitehall Dravsing blank at ‘Snooks’’ and “dhe 
Aeroplane,’ he tried the ‘ I’artlu nauiiii ' as a last risort 
Sir Lawrence w.is m a corner ot a !■ .rbid.ii n mom, reading a 
life of I-ajrd 1 * iliiurslon He lo.;kevl up at Ins son 

“Ah’ Mkhael' 'i’hes don't d<i justice to old P.iin A 
man without inlls, wim worked, like a nicer Hut wc 
mustn’t talk here'*’ And he pointed to a nund'er who 
seemed awake “ Sh dl wi 10.. a turn belore the old 
gentleman <'\er tluu has 1 hi ' The botiks here are 
camouflage, it's realH a Jomiit'Te 

He led the way, wnh .MkIl.i 1 ra uhng the eeencs of the 
morning 

“ Foskisson ’ ” s I'd Sir Lavsr(.n>e, entinnc the (Ireem 
Park. “ He was { niee little eh.ip when I left U incIwsleT 
To be professionall) in the right is bad tor . man's i liaracter 
-—counsel, parsons, poheeinen, iiie\ dd sutler trom 11 
judges, High Priests, .Xreh-lnspectors, .irenT so b.id 
—they’ve suffered from u so long tint tlie\\e lost 
consciousness." 

“ It was a full liouse," said Michael, glumly, “ and the 
papers have got hold e*t it " 

“ They w-ould." And Lawrence pointed to the orna¬ 
mental water. “ These birds," he said, “ remind me of 
China. By the wa\, I met your friend Desert yesterday 
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•It tfir ‘ AfroplHnc 1 k‘\ iticr intcrcstini: now tliat hcV 
t!r->ppcd ?(>ctr\ tor the* K.i-vt K\cr\budv outjht to drop 
H'mvthinp I'm lo'i oM n^w, but il I'd dropped b.in*ncit\ 
m tinn . I L‘'u' ! h.r.r m ide quite i uond ^-HUortionist ” 

*'Wb.ii \s-'i;]d M'u rivomnitnd f"r Mrniber> <>f Parlia- 
m 3 .ni ■ ” ..‘kcd-Mu it nl, \Mtii < ^tip 
“ P'-R'ni in‘.L;p, ni\ d' .r--3 vrr\ mu ''n. \->u knuw, .1 
virt.’p import.mil. 1 iru* i-.n.-'-. I < i' ri, i( \oii, no 
itid itpui ou i. r\ dn.rMip By the 

A.i- . .uiou '■f (. I '(''.t rt ’ *’ 

I :,,i\ I V , n un; " 

>17 I.,iAri !, s ri ‘A< J Uj' hit I ' 

" '1 i I f rfi* i.u tin il." i.c s ihi, “ d > tn’t h.ipp'-n iv\kc *’ 
Mu h.it 1 1 "'■1. lit K.id not I, ti d ills J.itIh r of such 

sir-Avi'd- T' >ir I luniu' 'wunuinsium- 

" Your n . 1 : I'." id.H h," 1. stil. !, is {I rti).i-jfd some of 
hi''‘.ciit It. 1.1’. , uninu ut i, 111' j'-od(L’U''’ 

MiJi.ul .idnurid his rctiichu Bui soimlios'. that nn- 
(.\}'.ti'd sljhtmu .illijsi.m to i j s-r Jomistu ifiMt roused 
:ii( hdini? th.jt lor i*' hmu iiov i, .d bi<n lurKd like a 
slcepN sn..kc in his dust, thii ihothtr ifisis w.is brewing 
.md must soiin be i.u.id 

“ Coinmu ilonu for tea, sir * Ku h.ul tuinms.ichc this 
niorninp How's \oiir 1 ist book doini: ' l)«'cs old Danby 
.ul\crtise 1 : {rop' rlv ? ” 

No.” s.ud Sir L.iwruu'c, “ no. he's keeping his head 

wondert alls , the book is almost Uu ad ” 

Fm clad I viropji 1 h.m, .mw i\,” said ,Mu.hacl, with 
tmpi ..''is " 1 sjj p .sc, sir, ). u h.iMti't a tip to give os, 

now Ift's laSi IS < Mr ' 

Sir l..iurrnii c-i'ed at a bird with a lung red bill. 

“When \Ktunous/‘ he said, at last, “he doggo. The 
inuniphs of moraht;. arc apt tu rei lul on those who achieve 
them.” 
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“That’s wh.it I ftel, sir. Heaven knons I didn’t want 
to achieve one. My father-in-law says my hitting Mac- 
Gown on the boko really brought it into Court.” 

Sir Lawrence wtiinnied. 

“ The ta.x on luxuries. It gets you cvcrsavhcrc, I don’t 
think I will come .dong, Michael—Old Forsi te’s probably 
there. Your mother has an excellent recipe for child’s 
tunamyachc ; \ou almost Imd on it at one time. I'll 
telephone it from Mount bireei (loird-lnc ' ” 

Michael looked .ifter th.it ihin and spnglitK hpurc 
moving North. lEid he troubl. ■- his own ' If so, he 

disguised them wondirftillv tiood old Hart! And he 
turned towards South Square 
Soames w.is just leaving 

“She’s excited,” he s.iid, on the .hupr-step ” It’s the 
reaction. (!ive her .1 beidlit. pipwjer to-night Ik- 
careful, too ; I shouldn’t t.dk .ibnui p'llitks ” 

Michael went in. Fleur w.is at the open window of the 

drawing-room. 

" Oh 1 here you are ! ” .she said " Kit’s .ill right ag.im. 
Take me to the Cafd Royal to-night, Michael, and it there’s 
anything funny ansaslu-re, for goodness’ sake, let’.s see it. 
I’m sick ot feeling solemn Oh I .And, bv the svay, 
Francis Wilmot's coming in to say good-bye I’ve had a 
ante. He sa\ s he’s .ill right .ig.iiii ” 

At lie window bv her side, Michael smiled the un.ic- 

e ttaile scent of grass. There was a South-West wind, 
daating from over the house-tops, sunlight was sprink- 
tic soil, the buds, the br.inchcs. A blackbird sang; 
A ficBO-organ round a corner was playing ‘ Rigoletto.’ 
Al^aiatt his own, her shoulder was soft, and to his lips her 
idieek^WCS warm-md creamy. . , . 

WiMj^Bcis Wilmot left them chat evening after dinner 
•t Royal, Fleur said to Michael: 
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“ Poor Francis ! Did you ever see an\' one so changed i 
lie mijrKt be thiriv. I’m pl.ui he's g^ung home to his river 
and his d.irkics Whjt .ire live-oaks I Well! Arc we 
going anywhere ? ” 

Michael Lh'.ikcJ licr sh<Kilvii.rs 

“‘(jfu.t itch,’ I think, tli r’s no otlur scream so 
certain ” 

After tliur s^.r(. im they c.hmc uut into a mild night. 
High up in real -luJ green ih-- brici.t signs thd along the 
air. ‘ Timber's 'i irv.s for Speed .iiid .^affi\/ ' Milkoh Makes 
M ‘tilers M( rry ’ '1 hr iugh I r.i! dgar Square they \scnt and 
down \Miitehall, .dl numnlight mi Puriland s;,.nc. 

“ TJii-Lie!.t’s unreal," said 1 ieur. “ ' Fa'i/ /ri'/*’ 
Mishasl C.iuglit her want 
“ Ihin’t ’ Suppose $-;!iie Member saw )<>ii ' " 

“ He’d oni) s\ nipathisc How nac .and jnuaj jou feel! *’ 
‘‘ No r.it’.Ujilfs have no substaiwc.” 

*■ Tlicii gue me shado.v 
“ The siib^iance is m iLthn.il (irccn.” 

Mik-liuc) drwpjed his arm 
“ Th.a's .* strange thought ” 

‘‘ I lu\c laiuiiiuns, Muh.i'.l “ 

*' Hi Cause i c.4n admire a go J woman, can I not love 

\ou : ’’ 

“ / shall DC’.sr be ‘ gcx)d ’; it isn't in me.” 

“ Whatever \ou arc’s enough tor me ” 

“ Prctiilv said The Square lo^iks jolly, to-night! 
Open the doll’s house.” 

The hall was dark, With just a glimmer coming through 
the fanlight. Michael took of! her cloak and knelt down. 
He felt her fingers stir his hair; real fingers, and real all this 
within his arms; only the soul elusive. Soul ? 

“ Fantochts ! ” came her voice, soft and mocking, ** And 
so to bed ! ** 



CHAPTFR IX 

Kon Ai MRS MAM 

TnrRr nro naitv pr-'p .LMiuLi. , .ind r'''U(s 

like Mrs M.igu‘-si( \ In ‘>nc of Ahl:!''-\ nv. rit .m birth, 
inc.xhausnHc \scMhh, unirrpwu liable widouhcKl, and 
catholic taste, the eeurd la-Mess had h'lind ns hiL'hisi 
expression People rnipdit dn, m.irr'.. and lx bom with 
impunity so lonp as thf. im:, jrMeral-]'. in her inuis’., 
one of the largest in Ma\! .ir II sla called in a doit-T, 
it was To meet another doitor. il slu went to cliurui, 
it was to get Canon !•, rant to meet [>fan kirntde at luiuh 
afterwards Her cards ot inMiation had tin w<irds. 
‘To meet’ printed on tluin, and she never put ‘me’ 
She was selfless Onec in a wav vfu had a real rout, 
because once in a wav ,i personalitv u. s availible, w}i<ise 
name evervbodv, from poets to {relates, must km-w 
In her intimate belief people lo\e\i to meet anvbodv 
sufficiently distinguisiied , and this was where slic suc¬ 
ceeded, because almost without cveoption thev did Her 
two husbands had * passed on,' h.nini: met in their time 
nearly cverybodv . Tlu v had both been vlistmguishcd, and 
had first met in lier house ; and she would never have a 
third for Society was losing its landmarks, and she was too 
occupied. Pcetplc were inehned lei smile at mention ot 
Bella M.tgusstc, and vet, h(Av do without one who per¬ 
formed the function of vcmcnt • Without her, bishops 
could not place their checks bv the jonIs of ballet-girls, or 
Home Sccxciancs be fcritli*cd by disorderly dramatists. 
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Kxtfpt in her house, th« vl!>:ecrs-up of old civiljs.uion'* in 
Hcluthist.in never crKounicrui the levellers of modern 
cjviiis.vtMH in LonJ 'H Nor v\.»\ there an\ c^nce lor 
lii.’ht') oi th' I’.ilue to m<<.r those of the H.ilU — 

M.idinit N'nu'si I ind lop Nohhv Nowhere else tould 
A Kusstm di'i-ir uo m i*. supp-r witi >ir Wal'er Peddel, 
M 1 >, 1 'K.^TR, IVM \ >.' ■ R 1 I’’ o Muh.el would 
advl 1 \! ti .1 h' wI r will, tlu !iru st < olh i 'i^n of dui ks’ 
it’J'* in l»r'>' ' os i.rhk(t w.is not without .i ihmce of 
wr:ni.oMj Mu i ..lul o{ mk uri.ii Indi.tn oonomist Sir 
lijtKrj 'i l>iih B.il'or-. Mrs M w.o*''''!' s, in hne, w.is a 
house, ot (iiK* »ons(qu'ni< . ..lui lu r lone tiss,.isof the 
pii irdi in "I s ::i( first pniuipK. nioMtu' .ibo’.( the waters 
ol It h hr,r\. w r' wriioh-J in .i L’re.it lausc To meet ur 
not to mt'’ ' - h.l iriswtnJ the (|uest!on tor good 

.ind ill 

’Iiu ' n;et ’ or ' niefO'c ’ f,ir her ojunine nnit in 1925 
was th( irri .it It ill in \ ;<ilinist Tuii;i Spor/ i. who had just 
eoinpkftd liM reni.irk.ihh tour ot tlu world, having IQ 
hah tlie time plutd more often than an\ two previous 
musKi.ms Th( prodigious teat had been noted* in the 
Press ot all t-.untr:es with c\tr> tiriurnst nuc--the five 
violins lit had tird ■ th'- i: m: mon he had received 
to jrssiJi. o\tr a Soutii \ni<TKan Rtpuhlu-, the special 
stcimcr he had ciiartercd to kt^.p an engau’* tncni in Nurth 
Amerua, and his lainting tit in Moscow alter liic Beethoven 
and Brahms conitrtos. the B icli chaconne, and seventeen 
cncurcs During the lingering vt ir of his great effort, his 
fame had been established As an artist he had been known 
to a few, as an athlete he was now known to all. 

Michael and Fleur, passing up the centre stairway, saw a 
man ‘ not ‘arf like a bull ’—Michael muttered—whose hand 
people were seizing, one after the other, to move away after¬ 
wards with a look of pain. 
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“ Only Italy can produce men like tliat,” said Michael in 
Fleur’s car. “ Give him the go-by. He’ll hurt you.” 

But F^ur moved forward. 

“ Made of sterner stuff,” murmured Mich.icl It was not 
the part of his beloved to miss the hand of celebrity, 
however horny ! No portion of her cfiarming face quivered 
as the great athlete’s grip elo.scd on hers, and his et es, like 
those of a tired minotaur, traversed lier supjde body with a 
gleam of interest. 

‘Hulking brute!’ thought Mkh.-itl, dis'nt.iugling his 
own grasp, and drifting with her oecr sinning sp.ieo. 
Since yesterday’s ordeal and its subsequent spring-running, 
he had kept his unae'ccptable misgivings to himself; he 
did not even know whether, at this rout, she was dehl'er- 
ately putting their position to tiie test, i.r iiurib-, ssitli- 
OUt forethought, indulging her liking to be m the swim. 
And what a swim I In th.it gnat pillared j,.'/o>i, .Mtmbers 
of Parliament, poets, musicians, very dry in the smile, 
at who should say: ‘I could have done it better,’ or 
' Imagine doing that! ’ peers, physicians, d.iiiccrs, painters, 
Labonr Leaders, cricketers, lawyers, critns, ladies of 
fashion, and ladies who ‘ couldn’t bear u ’—even mortal 
person that Michael knew or didn't know, seemed present. 
He watched Fleur’s eyes quartering tlicm, busy as bees 
beneath the white lids he had kissed last night. He 
envied her that soci.il curiosity ; to live in London without 
it was like b<-ing at the sea without bathing. She was 
quietly—he could tell—making up her mind whom she 
wanted to speak to among those she knew, and whom, 
lunong those she didn’t yet know, she wanted to speak to 
her. ' I hope to God she’s not in for a snubbing,’ he 
thought, and when she was engaged in talk, be slipped 
tewardt a pillar. A small voice behind him said : “ Well, 
ytwngMontl”. Mr. Blythe, looking like a Dover sole above 
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Kew Bridge, was sq\w7cd at^.iinst the same pillar, his eyci 
gocudini;' iimuntu*;!)' above his l>card. 

“Stick to me'” lie sail! ‘‘These bees are too bee 
busv ” 

“ Were sou in Court vesterdnv ^ ” .isktd MiehacL 
“No, unt f< ad .il o.it It You divl well.” 

“ Sh-- dki !'- r ” 

“ H'm ' "u i .Mr Uhiir “IN ilir vsav,* Tlic Evcniag 
Sun’ w.is at us ai: un tins aturnoon dduv compared us 
to kittens p!, iru' with tluir t.<iK it's time for your 
second birr-1 nt ” 

“ ! tiioup' until' .n.’riMilnir ! < st.nt.itcs ” 

“(iood' (i. .\t rnine'iT.d I Ilf'}i ise .md (ontrol of wheat, 
Stress use o! (h? pr« s< nt machinire No more officials than 
are al's-’lukh n- s* '•s.its 

“HKthi,” sud Mkhafl suxid'id), 'vslicrc were you 
horn ’ '* 

“ LincolnMiio- ” 

“ You're Kn/lish, then ' ” 

“ Pure,” s.ud Mr Jilvthe. 

” So nni I; s-'’s old }-*>cpart - T looked him up in ike 
stud-b<»ok. it’s luckv, bcvause we shall certainly be 
assailed for lack of patriotism ” 

“ We are,” s ud Mr Blythe “ ‘People who can see no 
good in their own connin'. . . . Birds who foul their 
own nest . . Gentr\’ never happy unless running 
England down in the eyes ol the world. . . . Calamity- 
mongers. . . • Pessimists. . . Vuu don’t mind that tort 
of gup, I hope r ” 

“ Unfortunately,” said Michael, “I do; it imrtl me 
inside. It’s so damned unjust. I simply can’t beat the 
idea of England hcing in a bx.” 

Mr. fil>lh<’s eyes rolled. 

•* She’s bee well not giMng to be, if we can bc^ it** 
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“If onlv I amounted to sonutliint',” murmured 
Michael, “ lull [ .il'A.us i'.(l as if 1 ctuild creep into unc 
of m\ h.uk teeth " 

“If. tec it inoMied Wh.it \'iu v.int is hr.tss. Mont 
And t dkini; brass There’s \our l.ite* .ideer'.irs ' 
got It all rii'lil iaii'k .it In r ' 

Michael s.iw Mar)Mrii 1 < rr ir nif ine .a\ (\ Ir-mi the 
pre^t It.ili.iti. in not fn tmi. )i ct .i s^ 1 I’nun. witli 

her red-gold head hi Id iiigh bhe e.iili' .. st ifivi a sm.dl 
room’s length from I h ur, oid -ue|’ li'“r i\'s thie \\,,\ 
and that I'viJiiuK she li .d t.ihen uj th.o posiuoii m 
deliberate i lialleiic’e 

“ I must go to [• l( ur ” 

“So must I,” said Mr UKth', an i MiJmcI ga\e him a 
grateful look 

And nou n umild h.i\e been Si. interesijne to ont ]e<.v 
interested tlian .Muhail "I'he loncn the t.perinLT nose of 
Socjctv could be seen to tuiteh, move delleatiK upnaTvls, 
and like the trunk of some nmKI elephant seetiting man, 
writhe and snout this way and that, eatelum; ilic whiff 
of sensation laps were .smiling and mo\ing c]e»ser to 
cars ; eyes turning from that standing figure to the other; 
little reficcti\c frowns appeared on foreheads, as if, beneath 
cropped and scented scalps, brains were* trying te^ make 
choice. And Marjorie Fcrrar stood smiling and composed ; 
and Fleur talked and twisted the flower in her hand ; 
and both went on looking their best bo began a battle 
without sign of war declared, without even seeming re¬ 
cognition of each other’s presence. Mr Blythe, indeed, 
stood pat between the two of them. Bulky and tall, 
he was an effective screen. But Michael, on the other 
side of her, could see and grimly follow. The Nose was 
taking time to apprehend the full of the aroma ; the Brain 
to make its choice. Tide seemed at balance, not moving 
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in or out And then, with the slow irnpluMbiliiv <3f tides, 
the v..itcr nio\eJ lu w tr- ni I leur .ind hipped round her 
ri\,il .Mich.itl ch.itt!.r(d. Mr HKtht, ci)^*i»led, using the 
unperson. 1 ! rr-'nmin u.’K i Tt <’l ['ism-'M, Meur snnlcd, 
talked, tvM'tid thi llo-A. r \ri 1. over tliere, Marjorie 
1 err.ir sttin-d to hol.i litih Lo^rr Did people admire, 
u'nimiM r it' , apj'toM "t. of ‘ inp.ithis witli her? Or 
did the\ ills ij'pr<'\' III liiin-x it .irtsl I h ur ■ Or was it just 
that the ' l*r r "[ the I’.inji\ s' is .ila i\ s tlie more sen- 
suioii.il tie ir< Mn'iii-i v\ i- • ^ .\ 1 leur croAini; paler, 
In r sinih more r^ri-ous, liie iuiti.1;"];.* ut (Ik tioui-r spas- 
r lik Viki In dif' ! not c'ing . tor she would 

s'.i. in It .ii' ijmissi 'll "t dill i[ Hut on tin l.iscs, turned 
their w i\, th' I • 1 I-nir >u .tivl nion infornu- 

tne ^if Jar., s 1 O' k;ss m h.t I d He his joh too well ; hc 
h.ii! ‘‘liVired : is ti-n''- vsith his o.sn s. It rij:htcousnc»5 
ihiter iIk LoniO'Sid lokrime ili iii tirisi. wh<^ brought her 
to judimunt' An 1 Miviiael thiuight ‘Dashed natural, 
.fcr .dl' W! r.i in't the frllovs i tk( my tip, and let us 
pav and look }'' oil 

And } 1st th' ri .! to tin itn It.ii: m hc caught sight 
of .1 tall \’otu..’ til in ’'Mth Ills iiair hruslud h.ick, whi» 
was !o . .in:j at tns to-.-, rs H. (horg- ' It was Bcrtic 
Curlew ' And ttari. !'i! ind him. waiting for Ins turn ’ to 
meet,’ who I III M.iiDown hintsdf! The humour of the 
t’oJs hail run amok' Head in .nr, soothing his raaoglcd 
hHL’ers, Bertie Curlew passed them, and strayed into the 
group around his forr (r flame Her greeting of him was 
clah-'ratclv easu.ii But up went ilie tajHTing Nose, hi 
licrc came MasCjown ! How liic fellow had changed— grim, 
grcMsh, bitter! The great Italian had met his match for 
once And hc low, stepped into that ihnmg 

A queer silence was tollowed by a burst of speech, and 
then bv dissolution In twos and threes they trickled off. 
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and there were MacGown and his betrothed standing alone. 
Michael turned to Fleur. 

« Let’s go.” 

Silence reigned in their homing cah He had chattered 
himself out <ui the field of b.ittle, and must wait for fresh 
•upplies of camouf].ii:c Hut lie slipped his h.ind along 
till it found hers, vshich did nio return his prt-ssurc 'I'hc 
card he used to plav at runes (<t stress—-rhe cleventli 
baronet —had failed for tin- last three inonilis, Fleur 
ieemed of late \o resent his inrroduuion as a renudv Ho 
followed her into the ilininu ro.rm, son at lu art, }■< vsildsred 
in mfhd. He liad never seen I '-r look s.. pn n\ .is m that 
oystcr-coloured fn^k, \sr\ straiirht and smipls made, 
with a swing out above iIk anklev >hc s,(t d-mn at the 
narrow dining-table, aiul in seated hirnsJl opposite., uitli 
tiK costive ftclini; of oi'e vlio otnnot ti.'ui wotvlv Ttott v.jl] 
ring true loir Son.ii .iiMon.iMurt in Ijiitim If dkin'i c.irc ,i 

tialtcr’s curse ; Init ilic--! 

And, suddenly, •.tie s.iid : 

“And you don't mind ? ” 

“ For myself—not .( hit " 

" Yes, you’ve still cot \our roccortism ,ind your Bethnal 

Green." 

“ Uyou c.ire, Fleur, 1 cure .1 lot.” 

“//I care!” 

•• How— cxactlv f ’• 

“ I’d rather not incre.ise your feeling that I'm a snob,” 

“ I never had anv such feeling." 

“Michael!" 

“ Hadn’t you better 5.iy hIi.u you mean by the word ? " 
“ You know perfectlv well.” 

“ I know that you appred.’te having people about you, 
and like them to think well of you. That isn’t being a 

mob." 
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“ Vcs; you're very kind, but you don’t admire it.” 

“ I .idmire vi'W.” 

“ V-u nu.tn, desire me. You admire Norah Curfew.” 

“ Xor.ih Curfew! Kor .tI) I c.ire, ihc snuff out 

to-m(»rro\\ 

And from licr tace he h .d ihv h t that she believed 
hini. 

“It It iM'dt her, It’s uti.jt she si.inds for—.ill that Tm 
not ” 

1 .idn'iri .1 r ■! i:t m u.’ s od Mii h id. ferve ntl*. ; “ youf 
iiiuliiy rut, \.’jr /h;:*-, I .idnnrc }ou with Kit .md your 
hither, \i'urj'h.d , .md the v\.i\ mhj put up wi'h me.” 

"No, I adiuirt }'ou mudi rri're tiiin vou .idimrc me. 
(Jr.lv. \MU sc , I’m luit c.ij'jbh 0} di \•>; 

“ U h.ii .ibout Kit ' " 

“ I'm dvM'te 1 iM m\ vdl—th It’-- ill ” 

lie rc.ichcd .uruss the l.ible .inJ tvoched her h.md. 

“ Mot hid, d,iriir.i» " 

“ No I ste t<i'. (.h'.irlv to he niMrlnd ” 

She was h.iuriL; h.Ki., .md her i/ ru.it, very white and 
round, gleamed m ilie alabastcr-sh.idcd light; little choky 
rriv vemcius were oeeurring there 

“ Michael, 1 w.mi you to take me round the world.” 

“ And leave Kit r ” 

“He's loo young to iiniiJ. Iksules, my mother would 
look after him.” 

If she had pot as far as that, this was a deliberate desire! 

“ Jlur your f.ither-" 

“ He's not really old yet, .and he’d have Kit.” 

“ When we rise in Au^rusi, perhaps- 

“ No, now.” 

“ It’s only five monihi to Wciit. VWd have time io 
vacation to do a lot of travelling.” 

Fleur looked straight at him. 
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“I knew you eared more lor I'Dfju.irtJsm now thin f<>r 
me ” 

“ Be reasonable, Meur ” 

“For live moniits uiih :!u i-.-briL' V\c g’-t Idtc ' " 
slic put her hand to Ik r b: im “ V\. li.ul si\ m<-:uiiN ot 
it alrcjd). You d-n'i n oise, I supp'oe, that Tni down 
and out ? ” 

“ But, rit ur, ii\ nil s>- 

“ Yes, It’s alw.ns |c:i\ (•' 15,0: i ivin- a O' lO lailure, 

isn’t It ^ ” 

“ Hut, nn c hiM- - " 

“ Oh ' ll \"U ( afi't t( 0 “ 


“ I can 1 lilt w’lJ ilio ( . , me l^ut ill >• a |.i 

do is to lu the in ‘•ri th a ‘'U l"n'! . o.,! : in . i' . "Pk 

bu7/.ing round ai^ain Ilk' IIi^n It'Aoiidl. running oa,,, 

Fleur 

“No,” Saul rieur, I'-Idl'., ■ ii's I,"' lai! -1 ; .p': trv 
twice for the s imc pri/e \cr\ wi.i. I’d st o, .md be 
laughed at ” 

Michael ijot up 

*M know \ou don't think there’s thine ti. in\ jab 
But there is, 1 Icur, md l\e put m\ h om t . it Oh ' don’t 
look like that i)ash it ' This is dri.i Jlul ' " 

“I suppose I could eo b) m\si]: '1 h a W'uhd be more 

thrilling." 

“Absurd! Ot course \ou c'lil.m't' ^-'a're seemit 
blue to-nighi. old ihme It’ll all seem diherint to; 

morrow.” 

“ To-morrow and to-morrow ' No. Mici.acl, mortihc i- 
lion has set in, m\ funeral can take place anv da\ y>u 

like! ” ’ 

MichacFs hands went up bhe nuant wliat she was 
laying! To realise, he must remember how much store 
the had set on her powers as hostess; how she had worked 
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for her collection nnd sli<>ne ,iTn«*n!: it! Her house of card* 
.ill pulled .iboui her ears ! Cruel ! Put would goini* round 
the World help her ? Yes' Her injunct wus quite riglil. 
He li.id been round the wurld hinuclf, nothing else would 
cii.uiL'c her v.ilucs in quite lh.it u.iv , nothing else would 
So i.M,.r.»ntce oldivion in othtfs .md lurvlf' Lippmghall, 
1.1. r {.other’s, tlic sea for the five inontlis till \..n.ition came 
-tluv wouldn’t meet her case ’ ^he needed wh.it would 
her back her inipon.mcc Ami \ 11, how could he go 
until \.nation ' I''u\Mrtism—th.it le.m and limclv plant 
•- unwatcred and witiiout its onK eirikner, would wither 
to US roots, :j, Kid' < d, It h.id .mv I'iie re w.is some move* 
nunt in it interest lure and tlare this Member and 
th.iiwere pe .ino.itit I’m ite elh rt^ in the same direction 
vssfL w.i\ \nd tini*' w is eoini: on Ilig Ben 

had e.dJc-d no triKe , un».nipio\ mint swelling, trade 
d.nsdling, indu'-trial trouble brewing -brewing, hope 
h'sing patictue ! .And vshat would old iBythc say to his 
desertion now ? 

•• (jive me a week,” he muttered. “It’s nut easy. I 
must think u o.cr.” 



CHAPTER X 

THE NEW ! I AF 

When MacOown c.imc up tn liur, .M.irj^inc Ferrjr tlinusjlit: 
‘Does he know ahout Bertie f ’ Ensli from her triumph 
over ‘ that littk snoli,' fluttered bv ilic Midden appear- 
snee of li<r past, and confronted with her present, she 
W»S not in complete possession ih her )ii ad When 
they had moved away into an einptv side room, she 
faced him 

“Well, Ahc, notliinp’s changed I sull base a past as 
hirid as yesterday I’m extrenuK siary I ever k< pt it 
fiom you. But 1 did pr.tstie.dly tell svai, sexsral times; 
only you wouldn’t t.ike it.” 

“Because it was hell to me. 'Ml me everything, 

Marjorie 1 ” 

“ You want to rcstl m it ? ” 

“Tell me everything, and I'll mart) ton still.” 

She shook her head “ M.irry ! Oh ! no ' I don’t go 
out of my depth any more. It was absurd anyway. I 
sever loved you, Alec.” 

“ Then you loved that — you still-” 

“ My dear Alee, enough 1 ” 

He put his hands to his head, and sw .i\ ed. And she was 
touched by genuine compassion. 

“ I'm awfully sorry, 1 really am. 'i'ou’ve got to cut me 
out^athat’s all.” 

She had turned to leave him, but the misery in his face 
stopped her. She had not quite realised. He was burnt 
up I He snii- —1 And she said quickly; 

656 



THE SILVER SPOON 657 

“Marry \ou I won't; but I'd like to pay up, if 

I could—^—” 

He looked at her 

Quivering .u! u\or from thur In.ik, she shrugged her 
shoulders, and walked .ma\. .Men ol an old fashion! 
Her own fault for stepping out'uh the <.harmed circle 
that l(n.tk nothin^ toD s^ri'Ui'>l\ She w.dkeJ tU’CT tlic 
shining tlt>or, cuumi-uis i>i ni.nn , dipped past her 
and si'*'!! in a (..ih 

Sht la\ .IV,..L<, thinking 1 \in with'-iii .innouncemem 
the return of pn •ent'. would set LonJ'm bv thf cars and 
bring on la r .ig on an atalanciie of hill' live thousand 
pounds! Site g"i up arnl rumm.igid I'l't tht list, duplicate 
Ot th.it v\]ul]' Alt e iiaj. lit might stiil v.mt tn pav them ! 
After .dl, It v.t Iv- who had ''pilled the ink b\ making 
her gn jtiti' h‘'vr‘. ' Hut then his tves e.ime haunting her. 
Out of ti.c qiH'MMU ' And. sliiM ring a little, she got back 
into bed. she would have a brain-wave In the 

niorniiig bh* nl so many m the night, th.it .she could 
not .sleep Mi'-suiw with ihnii CurUw? The stage! 
America and iIk ' movies r ’ All thre<‘ ' She slept at bit, 
and woke l.inguiJ and pale Uiih her letters wa* one 
from bhrop&jun House. 

“ Diar Marjorii, 

“ If you’ve nothing belter to do, I should like to see yott 
this morning. 

“ Ancctionatcly, 

“ StlKOPSHlKE.** 

What now ? S!ic looked at herself in the glass, and 
decided that ^hc must make up a little. At eleven o’clock 
she was at Shropshire House. The marquess was in Ids 
workroom at the top, among a small forest of coiitrap^ 
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Tion^. With (.'■'.It off. fii \v;is ptcnn^» tlimuph n m.'iL’nifv ing- 
gl.jsR at v^hat louktd like nt-tlunc 
'’Sit »iot>ii, M.irjorii," lie sijJ , “ ril }i.i\c d‘-nc in a 
minute 

J'Xi^pt the th-'T, tlitrc «:< f ni< J n-'V\iKrc to '■it. ‘-o '•h<' 
rtm.iint d ''t..i!.i::rj 

"J thoULffit ‘■o," --.iid tin irurqiK-', “ t)i' fl-diip.'- .ire 
\’.roru' ” 

ilc pul the '•p\ Ld^'‘^ d'luti, rm lii' h stivl throuLh Ins 
siherv lour, .md dn \\ hi'- rutl]( d ht ,ird inti > 1 j > d- Tlii n, 
i.ikin^' .in t \ < hrow In twioi hiu'' r .ind thiirnl', )u ;; i\ e it an 
upvs'.ird tvM--!, .ind s<. rail he d )iinis( li hr innd < -nc i .ir 
“ Tli<.\'re \^ron,l:. thiri'--n-'n kh nwhitiwr" 

TurnitiL: lovsard- tii' irr.mdd.iUL’hter. he nnwid up hi" 
e\ e-si till t h' \ wi n hrudit is pin- “ Voidvc ne\i r hi 11' up 
here belon >it in the \\nu!"a 

Slic st.ind hir^dt on .1 hr- id veindovN ledi.T i'>\iring 
some -^ort ol hatter \, with In r h.u k to the lieht. 

'* So you brought th.it eas<, M.irjofR ^ " 

“ I had to ” 

“ No\s \v}i\ ' " lie uas st-ituiini: VMtli his he. id .< little 
to one Side, Ills ilteeks \cr\ junk, .ind ho eves \er\ shrevvd 
And she theumiit ‘ After all, I'm his er-inddaugliter. I’ll 
plunge.’ 

“ Common hone^tv, 11 \ou u.mt to k•nov^ 

The marquess pouted, .<s if trving to undefst.inJ the 

words. 

“ I read your cvKleiue," he s.nd, “ if you nie.in that." 

“ No. I meant that 1 v\.inied to find out where I stetod " 
*' And did you ^ ” 

** V'ery much so ” 

“ Arc you still going to be married I ’* 

Really, he was a spry old boy ! 

** No.” 
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“ ^Vho^(■ (.i'.mi.' ’ YduT' or his ' ” 

“He 'till '.i\' he’ll marr) m'- it I tell him cvcrsthin^ 
But I Jon’t clio-iM t" " 

The m.irijui nio\evl tw' sn j'-, pl.iccJ hi' ii on bo\. 
.in j . 1 - -unud his t i\>.ur”< iii'ti, Ic He ii.ui .1 re.i silk tK 
t!,'' niornni: v. hu h Ho.itc J I- > ■ , h: • t\M*' vi 'r-’is- rs were 
ot .1 i-'.’r'I n. h’ -'in <»: .i lu'. He lookcJ 

rJuIK 1 :l'1 ■ 

“ I • th-rt nuu h i.' :■!' ' *’ 

r'f,\‘'ii I ri'V. w' '1 iuir"\-)u” 

(it 1 ! 'I 1' ■ r, ’■ .1 I don't qdHo '• e it 1 don’t 

w n-r si ; :-r p’r •' ” 

■ \!/ , I ' I J I '[1 in -'ur p. 1 I -' Iin.. - ' Bui 

r - t;,: (. •! I j ' ii.^ til It d'. 1 ! p h .rm *' 

'• If p'‘.S t'"K one I- i,)\ thin t;.‘niscUe.. 

t r; !'' Ihit 'i.< \ ion*! re e ^ i\ 

“ Np r qmi' h-iu 1, Wi.it," iiii'rruj t .! tfic ni.irqutss , 

■ uit ,’i.. 11 ; Ir.p- ii- . II! \i.ur f>on'.- 
M.i. i’Tl- 

•• If I’p o 1niortii) oin s. 't, (,r .ndt.ith “r ” 

•• H- h.rvin- .1 hotter tunc th m yj\j. ou;;ht, um ? ho 
\our marri.an - oh ^ ’ 

•• Very miu n s-i ” 

'• Are vou in i)' ' ” 

•• Vt^’" 

“ H-'W much do \o i -u’ e ' ” 

>Lrjone Fernr In r j Should she C'-mfromisc, or 
blurt It out ^ 

“ No heel-taps, Marjorij " 

“ Well, then, hvc thousand alnut ” 

The old peer screwed up his lips, and a melancholy little 
whistle escaped 

“ A good deal or 11, of course, is due to my engagement.” 
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“ Your futhcr won a race the other day, I see.” 

Tlic old boy knew everything ! 

“ Yes; but I believe it’s all gone ” 

‘‘It would be,” said the m.irquess. “ Wh.at are you 
going to do now I ” 

She had a strong desire to answer : “ What ate you ” 
but restrained it, .md said : 

‘‘1 thought of going on the si,-at ” 

‘‘Well, I suppose that ni.gl.t be suitable. Can you 
act i ” 

‘‘ I’m not a Duse.” 

“Duse ? ” I'be marquess shook ho load ” One iiui-t 
g<r back tu Riston for n.ilb gn.u .icting. Dusc ! \ ery 
talented, ot course, but .dvsais the s mu bo you don't 
choose to ni.irry him now ■ ” He h».kid .it her imcntlv. 
"That, I think. IS right H.ise ym a li-t of sour debts = ” 

Marjorie 1 orr.ir ruininaged in her s.inits bag “ Here it 

is.” 

She could .see his nose wrinkling .ibose it. hut whtlher at 
its scent, or its eontents. she could not tell 

“Your gr.uuimother,” he s.iid, “spent .ibout a fifth 
trf what you seem to on about hve times the acreage ed 
clothes. You we.ir nothing no\i.id.i\s, and \et it costs all 
this.” 

‘‘ITic less there is, (Irandlathcr, the iKtter it has to be 

cut, you know . ” 

"Haveyiou sent your presents back ! " 

“ I've had them packed.” 

“They must all go,” said the marquc.ss. “ Keep nothing 
he or anyone else gave you.” 

“ Of course not.” 

“ To frank you,” he said, suddenly, “ I should have to sell 
the Gainsborough.” 

“Oh,w>!" 
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Gainsborouch’s picture of his own grandmother as a 
little girl—that bcautitul thing! stretched out her 
hand for the li^t. Still holdup' it, he pm his foot to the 
ground* and stood pctniii; .it iicr with Ins bright, intent old 

C\Cs 

“ The qucitj-'ii 1 ', M .rjf-ru, h'<v\ i ir itT I'mnnlc to strike 
a 1 .iriMin .mi!, \ uu. lfj \c m u a ‘ urd ’ kcip ? ** 

Sh< kli iLi I !■" .1 ni'-iinMie in *. r V. 

“I think T '>n wha I’m.- i-«>t to promise. 

Rut, (jr iiKi: nher, I Mm ti> ^cil liu; Gains* 

bupiU-.l, " 

‘ l'nt' riur]..(ci.." ^.i.d ihc ii rque-'. “ wuhout doing 
\(/ur iiDih Doieiiru;! .n tla c\m 1 vc- n '11.11)1' cls,<. It's 
been in’, f Hi’', I u: j • <. i"r 1 m'. I'-r i. id ( \piji5i\c (.hildren. 
Oilnr J":)': -! :m t<' h.t\. iiui them to the same 

d' ett'- ” 

J i 'iil!' 

“'I mu'. .iFt 1 r i,” wu.i nn tiic marqu(‘'>. “ Land cost! 
monev, Lulii'n - o-f.t ni- nc., ^liropshirc House c<»U 
money, and wniriV tin. nionc\ ? I’ve got an invendott 
hcie that o..i:i,t to m.ikc nl^ ioriunc, but nobody will look 
at It ” 

The poor old bc'V--.it In- ai:t 1 She‘■.iid with a sigh ; 

“ I really didn’t mean to iKithcr you with this. Grand* 
father. I’ll manage somehow.” 

The old peer took several somewhat hampered steps, anl 
she noticed that Ins red slippers were hcclkss. He halted, 
a wonderfully bright sp *t among the contraptions. 

“To come back tu wliat we were «a\ing, Marine. If 
your idea of life is simply to have a gotJ time, how can yoB 
promise anything: ” 

“ What do you want me to promise ? ” 

He came and stood before her again, short and a littk 
bent. 
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“ You look if von had stuff in you, too, \Mih \our hair. 
Do ;,ou rc.tllv think \ou could earn \our living ? ” 

“ I believe f can ; I knn\\ a lot of people ” 

“If I clear you, uiil \ou give me vour wori to piv 
ready inone) in future ' N’o\\ d<ui’t s.i\ * Yes,’ and ::'i nut 

and order yourself a lot of f dl.iK 1 want the word ul j 
lady, if you understand w!iat that implies ’’ 

She stood up 

“I suppose \oij’\e c\<T\ njlit to th.v Hut I 
don’t want \ou to el<'ir nv it vou ii.i’.e t'> '<11 the 
Gainsb<^routrh ’’ 

“ You must It .ive ih.it to me I miL;ht man.ij . p.rh ips, 
to scrape it up without \l’'')ui tiiai premise f ” 

“ Yes ; I proiuisi that ” 

“ Meaning to keep i: 

“ Meaning to keej' it 
“ Well, that’s son. :' ,tig “ 

“ Anythini: cKt, (ir tn it ither ' ’’ 

** I shouhl have liked to a^k \ ou not tii chf ipcn < 'ur nam'' 
any more, but I suppose that w-mld be putn ,g 'he e! -.k 
back. Tlic spirit of the age is ag.iiust me ’’ 

Turning from his I.ki. she wot>d I'n'king out of the 
window. The spirit of tl. ige ! It was all very well, hut 
he didn’t understand what it was Che ipen ? \\'\., ' 

she had raised the price of the tamih name , hoicked it out 
of a dusty cupl>oard, and made of it current com Pttiplc 
Mt up when they read ot her Did they sit up when tht^ 
read of grandfather ? Hut he xvoulJ m \ er sec that! Ard 
she murmured : 

“All right, dear, I’l] be careful. I tliink I shall go to 

America.” 

His cyw twinkled. 

“ And start a fashion of m.arrving .American husband*i ? 
It*s not yet been done, I believe. Get one who's 
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intcrt.'’cJ m clci.tru'i(\. and 1 rinv' him ever. There .»rc 
uTt.'t f'»r .m Am-ru in t-i lure Well, Til keep 

ihn li-i .ifui w->rk it <'!; Miniiii-w lu-^t one thing, Mar- 
'nrii. I'm (i:d -wliit .ire \.m- twcni)- 

n.e ' h'.n’t nit ihr-i'ini. hu ' ! .'•t- \uu’ll ho dreadfully 
ih' r'me’.".;’o oil'liin'' nu L’reatcr bore 

tl. in .1 O'. r .'11 ” H' hi!d Mut hii hand. 

:■ ' i ni: hri.i:: If''' 

\n,; - Ill' hi' 1. Old. 'l.t ; it :i t" ].< r h] s f)h ! He 
ui'L'-ii'L’ tilt -’h' Hid i'-nu<'t!' And she 

h.'ruJ i'.' I'll' "hi ['"v' II w.o .1 d.irling lo have 
ki;r thiT li't ' A niw !■ it' .'“'Jk- u''’dd eo at once lo 
Iv '•tit l ,ir!' ’• itid i" f Lni ’■ - turn it 1 'Vtr I'T he r 1 Tlic 
c\j r.aM V 1 . 1- nl.t I 



CHAPTER Xr 


OVrR THT WINDMIIL 

DuRtKC his pcnnj of lnJ(.u^l(>n Mi'.liai.! bcruck no attitudes, 
and used practically no words, the tlnni.: was mo serious. 
Perhaps Kit would change l-'lcur's rmnd, >'T she would 
WC Other disadvantages, sueh as her fat iier The ciunjd^ cc 
cessation, however, of any social beiia\iour on her part — 
no invitation issued, or received, no function attended, or 
even discussed, duniv’ that rather terrible vseik, pnived 
that the iron had realh scircd her spirit She was n-it 
iulky, but she was mum and listless. And she was alwavs 
watching him, with a v.i ttul e\prc--.i«'n e>n her face, and 
now and then a resentful look, as it she had made up her 
mind that he was going to refuse He could consult no 
one, too, for to any who had not lived through this long 
epilode, Fleur's attitude would seem incomprehensible, 
ridiculous. He could not give her away, could 
not even go to old Ulythe, until he had decided. Com¬ 
plicating his mental conflict was the habitual doubt whether 
l#wai really essentia) to Foggartism. If only his head 
WOnM awell I He had not even the comfort of feeling 
that a aturdy negative would impress Fleur ; she thought 
hk job a stunt, useful to make him conspicuous, hut 
of no real importance to the country. She liad the political 
c^sidam of the woman in the street; only that 
whkk threatened property or Kit would really ruffle her. 
He knew that his dilemma was comic. The future of 
En^nd agsdnst the present of a young woman socially 
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snubhcd! But, after all, only Sir Jamc^ Fo;?gart ;md old 
Blvthc so far ‘:criously connected Fogeartism with the 
future of En^^land, and if, Dmv, he went off round the 
world, even wci'U lu'^e their f.uth 

On the i.i^r ot that with, Michael, *^1111 in doubt, 

crossed W cstmin'^rer Hrj L’c and s.su^'ht the h(art of the 
v^urre\' side. It wa'; untaniiliar, and he walked with 
inrcnst. Here, h r<.incinl’(.rcd. the Bickcls h.id lived; 
the Hiekets uhv> h.id laltd. and app Lrenilv were fading 
in .\u^tralu!, t <0 Mrttt aittr nuan street' Breeding- 
['ruaiiJ of Bickfts I Catch them r.irlv, catch them often, 
cati.li them hef'ire thev were liu k<.i% -p'likd lor the land; 
m.iki. il)em p''n and wunun ot pn'pcrtv, trive them air 
anil LMvc rh”M 'uii- the ino't decent lulk m tlie world, 
mvc them a ch.i:u( ' 1 i:i\ houses, ;ii»Iv shops, u;;Iy pubs ! 

No, that wi/uMn't d>'’ Lap Beauty out it. Beauty 
never went d''ivn in ‘the Hou'-e ' ’ No xntimcnt went 
down! At leva, only such as w-as understood— ‘ British 
stock,’ * ‘ Empire,' ‘ Mor.d 1 ‘ibre ’ Thews and 

productive piAscr—snek to the clichifs' He stood listening 
outside a school to the dull hum of education. The 
English breed with its pluck and us sense of humour and 
Its p.iticncc, all mewed-up in mean streets ! 

He had a sudden longing for the countrv'. Hia motor- 
c)clc! >incc taking his seat in Parliament he had not 
been on a machine so inclined to bump hw dignity. But 
he would have it out now, and go for a run—it miglu shake 
him into a dedsi'>ri! 

Fleur was not in, and no lunch c^rdcred. So he ate some 
ham, and by two o’clock had started. 

With spit and bluster he ran out along the road patt 
Chiswick, Slough, and Maidenhead ; crossed the nTcr and 
sputtered towards Reading. At Caversham he croMed 
again, and ran on to Pangboume. By the towii^ ptth he 
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tipped his m.K'lime into some bushes and sat li-o-.n t<> 
smoke a pipe. (Juite ! The river ix-tv\een the 

bare poplars had a prey, untroubled look , the Ljtkins 
were forming on the \m11ov\s }Ie plut.kcd a twii;, and 
stirred it round the howl of his pipe helore pres'ini: m 
tobacco. The shaking had done him good , his mind w 
Wfirking fredv 'I'he war ' One had n-* hesitations ilten , 
hut then--otic had no I leur He-<ul( th it was a dear, t 
simple issue But now, bc\ond tins ‘to st i\ or not to 
slay,’ Midiad seemed seeing the fimirf oi hi' ip.arri<‘d life 
The decision that he made would afha wliat might list 
another liti\ \uirs 'I’o put\our h m.i to tta ph-ugh, mJ 
at the first request to lake it ofi again ' You might be 
ploughing crooked, and bv twilight, but hetor plough 
by dim light than no light, a cTi‘oki.d Uirrow tlian none 
at all! l'<\gg.irti'm w is liic best eour^i he lould 'ee, and 
he must stuk to it ' ddie future ot England ' A ;*kn kbird, 
close bv, chuckled Quite so ' But, as old HKthi nd, 
one must stand up to laughter ! Oh! burd\ Idcur would 
see in the long run that he couldn’t plav last and loose, 
see that if she wanted him to remain m Parlumcnt—and 
she did —he must hang on to the line he had taken, however 
it amused the blackbirds >hc wouldn’t like him to sink to 
the nonentity of a turntail Idir alter all she was his wife, 
and with his self-respect her own was bound up 

He watched the smoke from lus pipe, and the l-wv grev 
clouds, the whuc-taced Herclurds grazing bcwt'nd tiie 
river, and a man fishing with a worm He touk up the 
twig and twirled it, admiring the )elIow]sh-gre\ \tAer 
of its budding catkins He lelt quiet in the heart, at h>t, 
but very' sort)'. How make up to Elcur ? Beside this river 
not two miles awa\, he had wooed— queer word—if not 
won her 1 And now the\ had come to this snag. U cll, it 
was up to her now, whether or no they should come to 
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crut nn it. AnJ it sccmcJ ti> him, "uilJinl), th.u he wuulil 
hkt t-i itll OKI 1 orsyte. . . . 

Wlitn iii lu.irJ t)i<“ ^pl’jit'r '>!' Mtcii,u-r«» mnt.trcyclc, 
w..'' tiiL’iL’t-J in ii.in' mil' flu I r< J \\.ilk<r he li.iii 
l.iiiL’M It the ' mp'-nuin ru\t ^i\{.-r. >'ttli vvfinc .mJ 
11 .'i!''>r,‘ii-ini: hi tru i-in tr.-m iht w.irr'. n{ that 
i,.-', i-ui --ihinu til' iiOi !>>: fit llriti h hred 

\\ ,1k' r' ]' - !• li'uv u I 'll 1 : ,0 ,f,, ,i ^ ||, ,nJ M is<»n li.id 

1 . !i Miv'f I 1 l'\ I d't.'cn tnuiii^ iKit liki i<lJ 

vMfii :iu -mu liTu fh .l u 'l.'re iiii\ vM.rc, 
\cr> L’' ‘1 V.',r, ■•ifi ' 'Ut.h uk v-.K: liv. r.-. funinaiKi .i 

ll.\i.-ii- d'' •<!,' ! I OfurlMt. < iri\ .in.i .ilntut ripe, lie 
u -t.iTfliP.- .n til- • iiirr It i. a.ii .i . • ’il <ii vsire m liiS 
1, .i.d, wiA n -Mu h t' i ini'.d 

•' \\ lurt '.'vj '{ nii'L' Ir-nj ' ” tr - nd, Mirpn^id 

‘‘ I (pjiii-d !■< I'l [ :r. t-n in-, ttid I'lkc I see 

\.'a\i ! ■ j I vt'ur iv'ird ih'<ut I'u I : >ilit.ti[ ” 

Sf.jiiK'' .iH.iiKid till Hire 

“I vli.in': Iv h.*ip\," he ^ i! 1, “till IKt I'ot an old 
Crnnit K'.-'t '-t till I n”]iOi 1 .:ul • . * : 

"Auliil!\ ran, :^rl’t hi, old Cri'im ' 

“ Vo, ihatA u;i\ I Want him '* 

Tlu. uH MjchailK t.Ki. . 1 ' il hi Wire thinking: 
* You mean ih.itK why y''U i'-iimvIi r Kim thi Kcsl,’ was lost 
on Soame" uiyni- the win- l.u il twi^r 

“ I ha\in*t "ten \<iur piiiuro t a Ion;: time, •'jr. Cm I 
look round ' ’’ 

Obscrymi: ium '•idilony:, ^o.inn ' reinimhcrcd his appear¬ 
ance there one summer buna.iv, .»;tir he iud ftrsi i»cen 
Fleur in tiut Gallery eft Cork Mrect. Only four 
years ' It seemed an Ji^c ' The voune fellow had worn 
belter tiun one had hoped , looked a gtxxi deal older, too, 
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less flighty ; an amiable chap, consiJerine his upbrineing, 
and that war ! And suddenly he perceived that Michael 
was engaged in observing him. Wanted something, no 
doubt —wouldn’t have come down for nothing! He tried 
to remember when anybody had come to see him without 
wanting something , but could not. It w.as natural! 

“Arc you looking for .a picture to go with that Fragr- 
nard i “ he s.aid “ There’s a Clmrdm in the corner." 

“No, no, sir, cou'ce been much ton generous to us 

already.” 

Generous! Ilow could one be generous to one’s only 

daughter ? 

“ How IS Fleur ? ” 

“ 1 wanted to teli \ou about her She’s feeling .awfully 

restless.” 

Soames looked out ot the window The Spring was 

late! 

“ She oughtn't to be, with that c.isc out of tne 

way.” 

“ That’s just It, sir ” , 

Soames giinleted ilie young man's face. “I don’t 
follow you.” 

“ We’re iKung cold-sliouldi red ” 

“How! You won " 

" Yes, but \ou sec, people resent moral superiority.” 

“What’s that! Who- i” Moral superiority—he 

resented it himself! 

“ Foskisson, \ou know ; we’re t.urcd with his brusli. I 
told you I was atr.iid of it. It's the being laughed at Fleur 
feels so bitterly.” 

“ Laughed at ! Who has the impudence- ! ” 

“ To attack modern morality was a good stunt, sir, with 
tile judge and the jury, and any one professionally pom¬ 
pous { but it makes one ridiculous nowadays in Society, 
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you know, when everybody prjdci himself on lack of 
prejudice.” 

“ Society ! ” 

“ Vc«, vir; I'ut it’s what we live in / don’t mind, ^ot 
used to It Over Fcpeartisni, hut I leiirV mwr.ihlc. It’s 
natural, if }ou think of it- her ^.mie ” 

“She oupht to have nj>rrc ■'iren^'tli mind," said 
So.imts hut he n.i''i:r i\vl\ priurhed. 1 ir^t slic’d been 
looked (in .1" a ‘•n<ih, .md nov. fh- n u.is l}!!^' 

“What with that Gcrm.in hun^nn^ himaelf at 

Lippint'hal],” Mich id vunt on, ” ui.J my ro^i;artism, 
and this ] (rr ir rumpus, our piti 1 , is b.idl\ ijueercd. We’ve 
h.id a writvhid wc(.k uf it since tlic ease 1 Icur feels so 
out of lur : i lie, tli.it «lic wants me to t.ike her round the 
world *’ 

A homh hur-une on the dovc-i-uc down tlurc cviuld not 
have been more startlinj; Round the world ! He heard 
Mich.iel murmunne on 

“ She's quite richt, too. It mi^hr he the very best thing 
for Jjer; but I .simply c.oi't Ic.ive my job until the long 
vac.ition I've taken up this ihim:, .md I must stick to it 
while Pariiaracnl's siitin/ " 

bittim: ’ As ii it were a lien, .tddhiig its precious cggi I 
Round the world ! 

But Michael ran on : 

“ hV only t<r-J.iy r\c quite decided. I should fed like 
a deserter, and tJiat wouldn’t lie for cither of us in llic 
long run. But slic doesn't know yet." 

For i>o..mcs the dovc-iotc was solidifying again, now that 
he knew Michad was not going to take her away for good¬ 
ness knew how long! 

“ Round the world I " he said. “ Why not— cr— 
Ponircsina ? ’’ 

“ 1 think,” answered Michael, slowly, like t doctor 
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diagnosing, “ rh.it ^hc wants sftmcthmg dramatic Rf-'^nd 
the world at tw(.ntvtlircc ! Slic feels somchun that '’he's 
lost Caste ” 

“ How can ‘he think of Ic.ivinp that little ch.ip ' ** 

“ \hs, that slu-vss it\ prett) dc’pcratc Aith her 1 wi^h 

to gocnincss I tou.’J L’" ” 

Jsi'.iines sl.irtd Ihe \oung fclKm wa'-n’t cxpiMin^ hmi 
to do nnything about u, was he { ihi ^w-rUi ' A 

crazy notion ! 

“ I must sec her/’ he ‘•aid “ Can \<>u k.i\c th it tlanp 
of yiiurs in the garape and <.omc U[ \Mlh me in the c-.r f 
ril be ready in iv\ent) ininuic.s Y«'U 11 hnd ua i."'irjg 
down-stairs " 

Left nk'iK with the I’red Walker Mill uiihun'r, ^-miius 
gazed at his ] nturi'N He ‘^aw tJn-m uiiii an idhi vi Han re, 
a more peivtratmg 1 M.rt ol aehc in ins heart, 

as ]f- Well' A pood litt ih' \ w.rc, bettf r itMii )k hid 

thought, of lati. ' S/i ImvI L'"n( in for \nlhctnip Jc-pi- ’ 
And nov\ sIkM lost her colh amn ! I'oor little tlmiL'' Ail 
nonsense, of course- -as u tlier< were an\ satMati"n m 
people! Suppose he to«.k lier up that Ch.irdin ^ Itw.is 
a good Chardin I>unieinus hid ilmu him over the priee, 
but not t(K.> much And, bet<tre Chardin was tinohcd witli, 
he would do IHimeiriiis Mill it it would pi\e her an\ 
pleasure! He unliofked the picture, and, earrwnp it 
under his arm, went doun-stairs 

Beyond certain allu'ions to the characteristic^ of the 
eleventh baronet, and the rccrcitablc tendencies of the 
police to compel s1o\n ira\elhng o\cr the new cut con 
strucicd to speed up irathc, little was said in the car. 
They arrived in South Se]uarc alx»ut six-o’clcxrk. Fleur 
had not been in since lunch ; and they sat down uneasily 
to wait for her. The Handle, having descended to Io<'k 
for strange legs, had almost immediately ascended again, 
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and the h<'usc was verv quiet was continually 

lookini^ at his w.wd] 

“Where do \ou think she*'^ to ? ” siid ^o.lmes, at 
1 i-^t 

“Iia\en’t an idrsir, r!;at\ the v^or^t of J.ondon, it 
S\saIlou.s pc'j'lf uy" 

He had I'emii! t'. h i/'t . .U,, w mted ti> 

u.is thinkini: i<[ > u in j ' I >' in't ' ” ui,t ri triim the 
v.indi'vv Mil liatl iFK d 

*■ I h n 1 (< IS ' ” and q;.i • h. 0- the d -r 
■^‘lUMes v.ji ni!, the Cii.tiin rtOMie .lunnst his 

ch nr 

'lit' V v'tfe .1 I iTii; tide < lui f'-F' ' Minuie liter minute 

p (-^ed. Old still thrv dl i mu 1 '>11 , 

At Ust Mil 1, .. i r ippi irevl Hv 1 • .ked e\i.ecdint»K 
ur u.t 

“ Mil's in h< r httli I’M.r, up .ir , sir I’m jtraiJ H*s 

up-'t iier av\:iii!\ ihrhq'- \'>ii wwuldn’t mind goin^ 
" 

Slimes i^r .-p U the C'li <rd,'i 

“ Ix.*t\s s.?, thit’s the nr ’ dfoT on the htf, isn't it ? ” 
He nvmnti d sli)vsj\, his mm \ M u k, ind \s't!i')Ut vvjjtiniij 
f'.r her to answer l.is mild I.n w- nf in 

Hair was simm. .,t (i^ «..tinu’'-»d t'urcau, with her 
l.ue buried on licr arms Ha tj.ur, avjain in it') more 
natural ‘ bob/ ^kanicd iustmusiy under the hijht. She 
seemed unconseious of his entr) This sunlit of private 
hie atieited Soarncs, un iccustomcd to ywc or receive 
undclended ;»linipsc=; of self, and Ik siowj, uniertair. 
Had he the riitht to surprise her, with her ears muffied 
like that, and her Icelin^* all upn*i ' He would have gone 
out and come in but he wus too concerned. And, 

moving 10 her side, he pul his finger on her shoulder, and 
said: 
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" Tired, my child ? ” 

Her face came round—queer, creased, not like her face ; 
and Soames spoke the phrase of her chihlhood : 

“ See wh.it I’ve hroupht you ! ” 

He raised the Chardin ; she p.ive it just .i glance and 
he felt hurt After all, it uas worth some hundreds of 
pounds! k'erv pale, she h id crossed her arms on her 
chest, as if shutting herself up He recognised the symp¬ 
tom. A spiritu.il irisis ! 'I'lie orl of thing his whole life 
had been passed in regarding as extravae mt , like a case 
of appendicitis that will not wait dnein]'. 

“Michael,” he said, “ tells nu \ ou want him to take vou 
nmnd the world ” 

“Well, he lan’t; so that ends it ” 

“ If she had said : ‘ Ye.-, and whv can't he f ’ Soamc- 
would have joined the opposition autoinalk dl'. But her 
words roused liis natural pertersm Hire she veas, and 
here wa« her heart’s desire - and she w isn't getting it ! He 
put the Chardin down, and look i w ilk over the soft 
carpet. 

“ Tell me,” he s.iid, coming to .1 halt, *' where do you feel 

it exactly ) ” 

Fleur laughed ; “In my head, and nu eyes, and my ears, 
and my heart.” 

“What business,” muttered Soames, have they to look 
down their confounded noses ! ’’ .And he set otf .again 
acTOM the room. All the mcKlcrn jackanapes whom from 
time to time he had been unable to avoid in her house, 
seicmed to have come sniggering round him with lifted 
eyr.browa, like a set of ghosts. The longing to put them in 
their' place*— a shallow lot—passessed him at that moment 
to the iCKclusion of a greater sanity. 

“ 1—t don’t see how i can take you,” he said, and stopped 
than. 
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Whnt wa*; that he u.is sa\inc? Who had a'^kod him 
to take her? IKt c\es, widely open, were fixed on 
him 

“ Hut of couf'C not. 1 ).k 1 ' ” 

Of «.oiir-e not ' Ih vlidn't k;i"\\ .U'o.it that! 

“ I'}; dl r ’I-' J to hs me liaeio' i ai. m (iino ” 
ho. mu-' !’roi\J« I 

I JoiM .1- \ '.•{[ 1 .01111,” h( ''lul "I suppose 

pu'ph d" ri HI d !* ( rid ” 
rii l.r''- It.id ;"'IH . ti-'U 

“ Blit n<'t \ I HI, vi'. it, u h\, It U''lit i !'■'fi \"i:'>iiff! It's 

T(r\ ‘■ui'i (.1 \oii, (\m: to rlmd. .ii it, hut of course I 
couldn't ](t \..a .1 \oin i.rr ' ” 

•• \t Ill) .1 M •" 0 { ^o.iiiH- "I’m not so very 

old ■’ 

No, IK', 1 h.d , I’il j.i .t dpH mv v.urd ” 
h'limc' to.i} .11 •:).• r wall, vMi;i'''it a so'mJ. Dree her 
wetrd, indecii' 

“ I Won't h.t\( It,” Ih' e] u 11! i . 1 , ” if ]'> -'{'le can't 1 >C' 
have to \ou, ] I'll s[un\ them ' ” 

hhc had yot i.j, .md was hoatliine d<-t ply, with her 
hps patted, ..tid her ^ll(•rk•^ Very tl'.hh' I N) she had 
stood, before h- r {ir->t party, h-'ldini; «-ui her frock for him 
to sec 

“We’ll po,” he said pruffly. “Don’t make a fuss! 
That’s settled ” 

Her ariTib wen round his neck ; his nose felt wet. What 
nonsense ! as it— ' 

He stood unhuTt'ininp hn braces that nipht in the moat 
peculiar state ol mind. Goinp round the world—was he ? 
Preposterous! It h.id kn<H:kcd that young fellow over 
anyway—he was to join them in Augtist wherever they 
were by that time! Good Lord! It might be Otioal 
The thing was fantastic; and Fleur behavinglihealdKenl 
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The words of a comic ditty, sung by a clergyman, in his 
boyhood, kept up a tattoo within him : 

“ I see Jerusalem and Madagascar, 

And North and South Amerikee. . . . 

Yes! Indeed ! His affairs were in apple-pie order, 
luckily ! There was nothing to do, in Timothy’s or W'ini- 
fred’s Trusts—the only twf) he had on his hands now ; 
but how things would get on without him, he couldn’t tell. 
As to Annette! She wouldn't l>e sorry, he supposed. 
There was no one else to care, except Winifred, ;i little. 
It W.'ts, rather, the intangible presence of England that 
troubled him, about to for.s.ike her tor months on end! htill, 
the cliffs of Dover would be standing, he supposed, and 
the river still running past his lawn, when he came back, 
if he ever came back ! You picked up all sorts of things 
out there —microbes, in.sccts, snakes—never knew what 
you’d run into I Pretty business, steering Fleur clear of 
all that. And the sightseeing he would have to do! For 
the wouldn’t miss anything I Trust her ! Going round 
among a lot of people with their mouths open—he couldn’t 
stand that ; but he would liave to! H’m I A relief when 
that young fellow could join them. And yet—to have 
her to himself ; he hadn’t, fur a long time now. But she 
would pick up with everybody, of course. He would have 
to make himself agreeable to Tom, Dick, and Harry. A 
look at Egypt, then to India, and across to China and 
Japan, and back through that great sprawling America— 
Gt^’s own country, didn’t they call it! She had it all 
mapped out. Thank goodness, no question of Russia I 
She hadn’t even proposed that —it was all to pieces now, 
they Mid 1 C omm u n ism ! Who knew what would happen 
at hnoM befoK they got back ? It seemed to Soames as if 
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r.nL'l.tnd, loo. mu'l .^11 tu plca•^ it In- Irh it Well, lic’ii 
".ad Ik would take her' And''I k h id irn J n\cnt I'hcu ' 
He tlircu the uindnu uj>. and in iht j.uunr drcssin^it-i^imn, 
k<rt tl.<ri lor -fr.n oii.ioon", h .ricd into the mild uir 
\o W<r >qu ifi >i! i ie '.irntostt out ihere, hut 
Ills o\Mi ri\'r ,ttid It' lojlir-, wth the lull nn-on behind 
tin in. .1 iTijl.t witiK rh( qim ' 1" iiit\ h' h id m \'cr put 
into ill' eriMi tr.irujuillit \ Ih h u! u h tnr tliirtv 

\ (.iF', utid oiiK ;' rni!’ t( d to '(([■ ;n'M • h* l‘ n k of hi*' hemp 
lit Would till r ih( ‘•Cl ni'. *!,<■ 'i.'ii- oMhe rivt r under 
th' wi'i'i, t'' J,.i'! i d"uri ti,< w-ir. till -tir. They 
!i,id ■'t.it- out i!;i ri, ot . ..utm , I'Ui n-.; 1 r'L’h-ii i if". \nd 

till i^r 1 • :ho' 1 o ^ 1^ ^ j^, 1„ 1 

'I'he Mo 'orii. I..... K I' ! iti tii ir-iio Mio-m.ih before 
lie •- K 11 ' \\ I Ih ’' I n lik w . ; I'K d ' \'id t h it ri minded 

IjUI! 1'!k d.i.ru' ‘ti uoi'I i ’ I u r t iin to I, r tin i "ws j»o 
ou; ot milk he w i' .1 ‘iiitird,’ that Mi.ip ' ifi would 
hi\<. to u iTM \.n<tti W'.ieii mver iMmdiounder- 
''t.iru! tli.it .1 I.OU d ir.'r l:i« on j’.m • milk lor < r, without 

iKiru; .itii mil d t" li hi o',l\ ), u! i m m to n 1\ im m the 

eoiintn. liki old fjr.idin.m iti lo.in' M'in ' Old (ir.id- 
ni.in’". I M- Would drop ou’ v.h' n he Ik irii ihis news ! Bit 
ot old I neliiid th' r- , .md wo ddn'i ik ]i It hmij, now ! It 
would b« quiir lo loim b.u k iiu! liiul old (ir.idm.<n ^onc. 
One—Tv\o—Threi IhviiM Ih.it e]i«k' It had kept 
him awake Ixrlore now ,5til) - if was a tine old tioek I That 
\oun;: fellow \sa" to i^o on '■ittme under it And was there 
.in\ tiling; in the noii.ais th.a kept lum sitting there, or 
were the\ ]U"i t.dk ! Well, he was right to .stick to his 
guns, .in'iw.i'i Hut tier month" awa^ trom his young wife 
—great risk in ifui ! ‘ Youth’s a stuff ’ -Old Shakespeare 
knew till world. Well' Risk, or no risk, there it was! 
Altir all, Fleur Imd a good head ; .md voung Michael had 
a g*K>d heart. Fleur had a g(X>d heart, tw; he wouldn’t 
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have it said that she hadn’t! She would feel leaving the 
baby when it came to the point She didn't realise, vet. 
And Soames felt within him the stir of a curious conflict, 
between hope that, after .ill, she nintht give it up, .ind 
apprehension lest she should. Euiint-'-ihat ' His habits, 
his comfort, his posses-^ions and hire he was, flinging 
them all over the windmill! .Msurd! And yet-! 
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I NVi>l 

A\v\v from ! !< ur I'uf m-kiuli'. i .ist • 

;>oaincs' .iSUnilulili'^’ uitviuLt had iiulccd knocked 
Mith.icl o\<r \nil \<r, .ittcr lil, r)n-\ lud come to a 
crisis in thtir liic ilu niun because 

omccriRd \Mth vvi'rk.id a hciniL-'^ nut there she 

\Mnild in lull,' a*']!'t( d, Iik( liinivlf, unh .m enlarged 
j'rcvpiit . 1' ii< r id< .1 ill.a ih' v^')^ld i'tn->isteJ of some 

tl\C ihi'U' llid <<I .idv iIR' J t.i-tis, dl wllOIH sKc 

kntu a’ ill diii-idc fuL hundrivi Ii v\,n die who had 
pusiud hiiij in’'' Ihirliaiiunt, arul until he uas hoofed 
ihertlri'ni a- a iniart. ihtir jMtIi \\a, Mireh conjoined 
along the iR-i -'f a large \ u w In thi idrtnight before her 
dep.irturc !i suihriJ and ki|i sniihn''. wr\K thankful 
that she u is hdna me ‘ iiki a kitten,’ as hi r father called 
It Her mreis hid hem on idge «-\tr sinci the autumn 
over that urtt«lud (a><- uh.a nvire* naiural than this 
reaction’ At uast she felt i'»r him sufhciently to be 
prodigal oi ki.ssi' gaai eiinsdlatn.n tu Michael while it 
lasted. Once or iukc he eauatit her hanging with wet 
c\cs over tlie ekunth iMronet , once found her with a wet 
face when lie awoke in the morning 'fhesc indications 
were a pncclc's as&uiann. to iiini tJiat she meant to 
come hack h'-r there were moments when possibilitkt 
balled into a nightmare Absurd 1 bhc was going with 
her father, that embodiment of care and prudence! Who 
would have thought Old Forsuc could uproot hiaiself 
like this r He, too, was leaving a wife, though Midbad 
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v.iw no of ir On<‘ JiJn't l-now much .ihouf OKi 
F(jrsvtc’i> cxt-tpt that ilii.y centred round his 

daughter, and tliat he v\as continually asking' quc:?tions 
ab<iut laheN and inMCts He havl i'oui^'lit himself, t(M-», 
a hfe-s.iviny v\.'.|st(.oal and "in. }..r IKur Muliacl held 
wjth liini onl\ (Uie ini['oriant i <>n\er'it ion 

“I want \ou,” Soaines said, “to k'cp an <\e mi inv 
wife, and ''<-e •'Ik docMi'i yo rctifiL: into a in. . with the 
cows. SIk’ 11 ha\i licr niotlur wth lur, Inii women are 
so funny You'll (md her lir-' rate wiiii ihe haiv'. il<.w 
wall }'ou he oil |or ino’e e ' 

" ih-rfee tU all n.dii. -ir " 

“ Well, It you w lilt 'onie lor an\ yood pur,’'-.-, l’o Jo 
old Cl rad man in t he Cite , eon o m- inh* r lirn, perh ip'- ' " 
“ Yes, and I'm Ur u 1 he’ll n m- ni!'- r me 
“ Never mind , la ' it nthtiil old t( Ilou ’’ \nd Mu ha-1 
heard him m::1i " I’d liki eon to ]o..L m .,i (,r. ui htret t, 

too, now and then Vm' aunt in law mo t'tl me luitiL: 
awav a little I’ll let eou have news .,t 1 ji ur from tone 
to lime— noe\ tiuw ’\ ^ i^'ot tlm w ire h -s ^tu 'll w mt to know 
about the bai'e I'm t ikin.: phme ot vjuinine Fleur 
says she’s a i^ood s idor ’riure's notlunL: Mu champt^ne 
for that, I'm tolvl And. l>\ tlie w o. \oa know best, hut 
I shouldn't jmess \<Hir notions too far m Farharncnt ; 
they’re casiK bored iluTe, 1 bidiewe' W*. di nvet \ou at 
Vancouver, at the cikI <'t Am:u'i >h.'ll be tired of 
travelling b\ them bhe'i lookiin^ loreeard to Kg\'pi 
and Japan, but I don't know >eLms to nu it 11 be dl 
travelling,” 

“Have you plcnte ot ducks, sir ? Yeiu’ll want them at 
this lime of \car in the Red Sea, and I should take a 
helmet” 

“I've got one,” said Soames ; “thcv'rc hca\^ great 
things,'’ and, looking suddenK at Michael, he added: 
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“I ]<>.ik .ifttr la r, iiui \ou’ll hn.k .iticr yi^ursclf, 

I hopL " 

Micl, u! iinvit :.'ni 

" V< 'ir \n.l flunk \";i \c.ts nui'li I think u’.*) 
Jri.ii!iu:l\ 'p-Ttinr ‘-f ' '"i " 

!'• i ( i; -pi J p'l; Ju ii' r .••'•'J , aiivl ih It the little 
fh.i] \\ '.i'; III' !, r 

“ \' 'i ll I I i'l h' i[' I’ ” 

Mi:;' ^ u 1 M u I ■' I’t j til tr nil'}'' H liit( Monkey/ 

( nit ! '1. unto .1 tr iiut \i • i't In- 'tirn .1 in hu ch.ur, 
irJ ui 

“ 1 ill Air’- hit '\'‘r\ thin.' \'r’v un-ufJiJ [ -nppose 
p- 1' } I if • in ' : ',!f j II -v\ I : i\ liiit / vlon’t know 
uillt u ! 

Mn iu 1 1 it' irfiii lilt r- >t 

“ 1 )(. ’'iitf.' nn, r. ulut ’."d h<-iic\c in 

\Mur It ' ” 

■■ W li.it - ' ' '.1 ' if'iiji, t' if p.'' t.itii( rs In yoin! enou^'h 

l.-r me ’1;' ' pi' t t",, iiiif 1 , n nv , thr rt ‘n n<} inttrest 

tnken m Niru’ >l.\i 

“Int-r. >' Ml-in ir h'-nit The vMirJs were 

sin.:iil ir!\ c "'.ipri m rmw \\ 1 r- il.» m^vser to all 

ni'Klan Joul'i ' 

The 1 1 '-t iffh\ tin la-’t kus . .n'< . aul tf.', itlutu journey 

1 (. thi. I'<H i- - in I ir Mn h k 1 .ilono v.cnt to see 

tl.emot:' Th( ^kurrr. t-- k iT, iHvl the itnu river; the 
bu-'tli. ^\.ih btL'f lire, and ih' i.r->ud(.d tcnikr. An achinjf 
busmc'"'' Kun tor her, lu iln .-t h-hoved—an aching 
businc" And tin. Ii*nt: dc-ult'.rv minuKu on the ship; 
the initiation ot bo.imc' into it' cramped, shining, strangely 
odouTed rn\'lt-rie' 1 h<- itha'tly 'mile one had to keep 
<>n the liTH, the mane j<jkcs one had to make And then 
that moment, apart, when she pressed her breast to his 
and gave him a clinging kiss. 
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Go<'>d-b)c, Mkh-icI; it’s not for very 

“ Good-byo, darling ' Take care of Mjurscli You shall 
have all the nc\\9 I can send you, and don't uorrv about 

Kit.” 

His teeth were ^.llncllcd, and her e\cb—he saw—were 
wet 1 And, tlien, ontc mure: 

** Good-bu ' ” 

Good-b\ e ' ” 

Back on tlic tender. \Mth liie ■'trip i>f i:re\ water opening", 
spreading, between iiim and tli ship'' ^dc, and that liigh 
line of faces alaj'.e the buKvark — I h ur’’- l la undi r the 
small fawn hat, her waviny hind, and, aaat t(t t!ic left, 
seen out of the tail uf his t \, ( >Ivl 1 or-^) u’• 1 n.e ahme— 
withdrawn sr. that they nnehi hi\e their paring to them¬ 
selves — long, (.liintn, go \-niou-i.a lad, \ir_\ niuta-nless, 
absorbed and lonel\, as might be that of snni'. I mg-distancc 
bird arrived on an unkrutun short, .ind h'^king back 
towards the land ul ii' dipiriuri. .''inaihr ..nd .-mailer 
they grew, mergtd in blur, vanishtd 

For the whole journey Inuk to Westminster. Michael 
smoked cigarette on cigarette, and u ni t)jt ame sentence 
over and over in the same journal, .md the sentence was: 

‘Robbery at Ilighgitc, Cat Burglar gets char away.' 

He went sti.iii;l't into tijc Hdu'.i. nt Commun'., And all 
the afternoon sat lisu'ninj,’ .md takinj; in .1 k\\ uurds now 
and then, of a dch.iU' on education W’h.u cti.incc—wh.it 
earthly chance—h.id Ids skt^craping in this phia, wlicrc 
they »till talked with c.ilm dis.igreenicnt, a.s if England 
were the England of 1906, and the verdict on him was: 
‘ Amiable but very foohsli \ oung m.in ! ' N.<ticinal unity— 
sationa] movement! No jolly fear! The country wouldn’t 
have hi One was battering at a door which everybody 
taid malt be opened, but through which nobody could 
pan. And a long strip of grey water kept spreading 
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between him .md the t.dkcr5; the fnce under the f.iwn hat 
confu!>cd itJiclf with that of tiu iMcmhcr for Wasbaslon ; 
the face ot OKI Forsvte .il>ovo the hulwuk rail appeared 
suddenly between two Lnb<iur IamJcts, and the lines 
of faces fad.cvl to a blur nn a y river where )i,’ul!a were 
fliphnny 

Goini.' >ait, Ik {\ ;d a ^a^l tbit had in<»rc reality — 
Maefh'Wi,’- ' (Jr.ni ’ It wasn't the word No one had 
got afi’> 1.1'..’', I niit lh.it al'.iir Midlnm ex p.irvo I 
Parciiin tx ii’mI'm' Thu wa- 'In iH'idern ^-inudv! 

(Kanj.’ Ina.c i" iiacc a InoL ,it Kit anii send Fleur t 
wirde-', Ik | ism d j-tur tmisu i ms p]a\ ini: h-ur instruments 
vMtli a M.rt 't 'urv '11 (\ h td ibl* Ih.Ji. •• m shabby 
clolht- ‘ lU I'M I'lM.iehi Mk ha( 1, ‘ I hriMW that chap’s 
fan '-j.ur<!\ 1' v.as in tnv toinpans, in France! * He 
wauliiv! till the i.lieeks (<'11 ips^ d ^ls' \ i^ood m.in, too 1 
Put ihtv Kid ..i! Ktn yood nun ih (nuryc, they had 
been wf-ndef-’' And here tin v were ! And lie within an 
ace of aband.ininy tiuni' Though cver\hc>dy had hil 
nostrum, and otu jKrhaps v\as asy-Hnl a'l another, still one 
could onlv ii.jK.w what ladii one had ' And if the Future 
was unread it !e, and hale yrintud, well- let it yrin 1 

Hnw tmpt\ the liousc hit' To-morrow Kit and the 
doy were to yo down to ‘The shelter' in the c.ir, and it 
would K ^tlll tinjnuT 1 rom r< on: after room he tried to 
rctnc\c some '•lolii or scent of 1 Icur. Ti*o painful! His 
dresiiiny-room, his studv wer< the only phices possible—in 
them he would abide 

He went to the nufstre, and opened the door softly. 
Whiteness and Jimit\ , the doy on Ins fat silver side, the 
Magicc^il fire burning; the prints on the white walls so care* 
fullv selected fur the moment when the eleventh baronet 
should begin to take notice-prints slightly comk, to 
avoid a moral; the high and shining fcoder>gttard that 
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even nu^'lit nc'i be taken too seriou^^ly , the lij;ht 

romm^ in betsscen brjk'lit cliint/ A iharniinu room ' The 
nur^c, in blue, vv.i^ standing with lier back to the door, 
and did not m-c him And, in his Imlc ]jmh chair, the 
eleventh b.inmet was at t.»bie, on Ins hn.c, birxatli its 
dark chestnut uirl', vv.is a slight frown , .ind in his tinv 
hand he held a siKc-r spoon, with vvluJi o\ir the bowl 
behire him fie w.is ni.tkin^' sp.i,))i,.vlu pts-.cs 
Michael hc.ird the nurse i\me 

“Now that inoilKr's ;:otu,, ' uu must i'c a little man, 
Kit, and learn to use vour -poon *' 

Micliacl saw his oHs[ rine dip it tli< [‘owl and lhri<w 
Some f)f its (ontuus into tlx nr 
“That's not the w.tv at .ill 

The eleventh baroixt rt[H lod the jHTlornian< e, and 
kkikcd for applause, with a dctirtiutud snule 
“ Naught \ ' " 

“ A- a ' ’* said (he t It \ tiuh bar-iiu t, ploppmi' the spoon. 
The contents .spurted wasiefullv 
“ Oh ! you sp(.iled bov ' *’ 

"“England, in) England!”' thought MKhacl, ‘ a^ the 

poet said.’ 
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1 

In W .1 111. Hi-'inct of C11, tlic ‘Fall* SQO 

iiii .I'i 'ill*. VN iPif I ■> riudi Ilf ■'tone in Rt)ck 
Creek Cenii I'r\ ui- ':'i*\m'i:: iM.'rt ilic S.unt Gaudens 
"Litut ' i "T'V u - 1! I'li ill '>\{ r (),n, with tiic marble 

s< ru n I'l ill !' n k. - .ij"\ me il.' •< i lu-ioii .md a streak of 

Mini-L'i.i ['I- le-iii: !’■ t’%'< :i (ill v.iri- i • 

Wiili ill jme’ti'r III ilitri . i’iiui he li.iJ been up iicre 
ilri inK, ilr j''cir.i‘i;i (u iurr- ..n.l !, ul ( ikcn .» fancy to 
the I’l I '■ \i .n'r..n. li.i lM'-m! I’lr . don of a cemetery, 
till- -i it ii I ■. ik'!■' i ih' (•'iiii'-i"' i.r vMiiiin him Thoufjh 
not .1 liiin'j ’ )U <oui.l .Ktjinri. it u.i' .m hNihieJly a work 
o{ an, .'11 i j ro.dKid .1 virv iti irked tiidi fie did not 
renuTTibir .i : ouc (hit m.ide i.ini ftil ao ihoroughJy at 
home *l.“ii( prc.it i:'- i'm-Ii hron/c t'enn ol seated woman 
within the lio.idintr ' InI" of lur .iirj-l' Jo.ik seemed to 
carrv him down to the hottom ui Iji, own ou! Yesterday, 
in ti.c pre-ciM* or I K ur, .Mich.i'.I, .ind other people, all 
gaping hkt lie liad not -o miuh noted the mood 

of tlie thuiL' .1^ Its techiiKal e\cclh tKe, I'Ui now, alonc, he 
Could enjov the luxurv <if i.is own sensations. Sortie called 
it ‘Nirvana,' .o-me ‘The \dams Memorial/ He didn’t 
know, but in .in\ case there it was, the best thing he had 
come across in .\mciica, the one that gave him the most 
pleasure, in spue of all the water he had seen at Niagara 
and those skvicrapcr.s m New York. Three times he had 
changed his position on that crescent marble scat, varying 
his sensations every time. From his present position the 
woman had passed beyond gnef. She sat in a fpocen 
685 
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.tcu’ptance dctpcr ili.in Jc.iili UsOt, \er\ ri'mjrkahlc' 
There v.as K<iintiliin^j aboiii dc.uh ' Ho rcnunihcrcd hi-' 
own father, J.inic'', .i quarter <>1 an hour after death, a" 
if—as if he had b( en t'dil at last ' 

A red-nak Uaf fell nn to h^ la} 0, amah' r on t<t hi-' knot , 
Soames did nut l>rii'-h rhcni otr l',as\ to -su sull m trimi 
of tliat ihint'! The) uu^lu to make Ann rua '■it there onee 
a week ' 

He ro'ic, lTo' < d toward iln 't ii iif, and ::ini:-Tl\ touched 
a f(*ld in the ):rten hron/i., i! qu' -tioHinL’ the |''o-.sd)iiii'. 
of everlasting nothingnes-' 

“ Oot a si'ter liMiig in Dalli- married a railroad man 
down there as a \oung itirl Wl.v ' 1- \as m a wonderful 

State. 1 know nu ' I'-r laUL’li- at the uh a that the 
climate of'1 1 xa" I'ldi .hout riL-hi “ 

Soanu's w itluirc w Jn- ham! from tfa hron ■(. .nid ri turned 
to his seal Two tall ihin Hdi r]\ liL’urmwir- int( ring the 
sanctuarx. 'I'hex nuwi d into th^ iiiiddh md-tood sikni 
Prc'^cntly one '•aid md li:-\ iiio\<d luu .igain 

at the otlur t lui \ littli stir <it wiiud tluttind some 
fallen leaves it iht. ha'e ot the "t dm ^'soanus shifted 
along to the <\tr«.me end ( rom there the '•taiue w.is 
once more worn.m- \tr\ noble’ And Ik '.u motionless 
in his attitude oi a thinker, the lower }'arc of In- faci buried 
in his hand 

ConsidcrabK l-'roumd .aid distimtK fi'mUhv looking, 
he was accustonud to regard lumsHl as worn out In his 
long travel, wKwh, after encinhng llie world, would tnd, 
the day after to-niorrow. b) c mbarkation on the ‘ Adelplnc ' 
This thrcc'da) run to Washington was the last straw, and 
he was supporting it ver\ well Tlu eitx was pleasing , it 
had some fine buildings and a great mans trees with the 
lints on, there wasn't the ru'^h of New York, and plcntv 
of houses that people coald luc in, he siioulJ think. Of 
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course the place lull <»! Americans, hut that was un- 
.i^iadahlc He uav happ\ .ilmut I luir too; she haj 
quH( '*n[ o\(.r tliat uiipka'.iiit Krru l'.j>jness, seemed on 
e\(.il]«nt term' with \'iuni; Muhnl, and was lo.iKin^ for¬ 
ward to hi r hniii' tnd lar 1> j 1'\ <e on ThiTe w is, indeed, 
m ho irni-' i H'f <'1 i ulniin tti 'M nul "I pc an a feeling' 
ol Mrtiii iiacine h^eii it -’an rrw ird. m 1. l>evond all, the 
tli"UL’l:t tha: ii w.-iim - .'-n hi -;a Ihnj I iiu'h-li -^’rass and 
s,(inc ae in th r; -i tha\",i’ ; 1 i fa-. ‘-lu Annctlr, 
c m:i. nnclit h' c'id !< > 1 i;r la i.avi iioiiehi !k r a really 

in- iiiiird; 'fi ihi :[i \ V'Tk !■' ikIi penerj) 

»• iti-tacnmi tia t >mi ' \t\ uia ’ w.»^ puitmp iht 
till!''ran.' i-'a 

■H..- 'a' in, \:i:a " 

\ii I >.L:hdi \ ■ In . nd : an \ i-aiii.- [ (••[ 1( at the 'ar end— 
i;nine tn I!. .t*( r. i,' -afp—d' H< w . pn parinp to rise 
wluii hi h'1 ;!i Lirl -a\, m ■ vnai \Tn'rn m, indeed, 
la, I s,,it vi r ar]'-.i'i\ j ru .tt 

Os i,riihi\ er< ii it niah< s nu sink here.” 
I roin till nf the hmd. N-uiks saw that it wag 

whtre the iliin.' I‘.. i niadi. * i*n sink, tim 

lAerlastiiie stiViia-^ it ni.kis m< ' id, Jolin.” 

A ih( •.nu..i’ man's arm 'li<i i.'ul'r hirs his face came 
int" MeW <./unk as thoULtiit, hall nl >i*,imcs’» fjCC dis¬ 
appeared .iiciin into his /land “John'*’ “Jon” was 
w'liJt ^he had iiiiant to 'a\ Vouiip Joii Korsytc— noi i 
doul't ol It ' \nd ihi- L'lrl, his wife, s|ster--as he had 
heard ol that snum; \nurKan hrancis Wilmot I What 
a misthantt He- r,iiu!iilHTiJ tlji- buy'', fjcc pcrlcclly, 
tliiiuj;h be h.i.i nnK ii m ih.,t (billcry off Oirk Street, 
and the pai.ir\n“,k’' al'icr, anJ unit on that grim after¬ 
noon «htn he ii.oi yont liovin to Rohm H'.ll to beg his own 
divorced hrsi xiile to let h^r son marry tti daughter! 
Never had he been more pk jicd to be refused. Never had 
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the fitness of things been belter confirmed; and yet, the 
pain of tclliin; Fleur of that refusal remained in his memory 
like a 8ti]l-h\c ember, red and pricLly under the ashes of 
time. Behind lus shadowing hat and screening hand 
Soames made sure 

The young man was standing hart lieaded, as if in 
reverence to the statue A ]'’or<\ te look .ihi-ui him, m 
spite of tCK) much hair A poet—he had iieard ’ The 
face wasn’t .1 had one; It h.ul \\hat thev r ilk J charm; 
the eyes were deep set, like Iiis craiuilailK r’-, old folyon’s, 
and the same colour, dark gr \ , the toaili <vl hrigliines-' 
on his head came from hi'' mothc r, no douht , hut the chin 
was a Forsyte's ihm Soanu'- lu..iad at the girl A fair 
height, browni-h pale, Ituuii hair, d.irk pretu 

trick of the ne(.k, nue ua) ui -tandini'too , \vr\ straight, 
an attractive figure ' lUit how coulvl the counc nmn h i\e 
taken to her after Miur^ Still, tor .m Aimncan ''he 
looked natural, a little bit like a inmph, with a kind of 
privacy about her 

Nothing in America liad struck Soanus s<. much a'^ the 
lack of'privacv. If you wanted to be }'ri\atr \ou had to 
disconnect your telephone and get into a hath —otherwise 
they rang you up ju.st as yiu were going to sleep, to ask 
if you were Mr. and Mrs New berg The liou'-cs, too, were 
not divided from each other, nor even from the roads. 
In the hotels the rooms all ran inff> e.ich other, and as 
likely as not there'd be a drove of bankers in the hall. 
Dinner too —nothing private about that; even if you went 
out to dinner, it was ,dwjvs the same; lobster-cocktails, 
^ad, ^urkey, asparagus, salad, and ice-cream ; very good 
ditJb^ no doubt, and vou put on weight, but nothing private 
«hout them. 

two were talking; he remembered the }oung 
man% voice. 
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“ It’s the greatest ni.in niaJv thing in America, Anne. 
We h.'ucn't an\ thing so g'Kul at luntu- h makes me 
hungrv — vsdl have to go to ” 

“Your mother wouKl ju'^i lo\e that, Jon; and so 
would 1 ” 

“Come and It trom the oiher side ” 
hoaines ro^e .ihriuth. and hi; ihi il.iwe ’ll.ough not 
rcLognis^d, he w.is llu-u rt ■! \ rain nlo'is., n a Jangcr- 

ou^ c'liounti r He liad tr,i\clh .1 I'.r mx inorths to nstore 
lltur's {Hau of mind, and n«iw tii't -li* wa-^ UaiKjuil, he 
wuidd n *1 lor the wurld hue in r mi.niiK iifsei again by 
i sight ot h( r lir-t lo\ (. I le rt nuiuh' d onl\ loo will how 

a sight oi Iriia u ' vi i.r ■ t hiin-' h ^ • md as likely 

as not !unt a .s here t^'o' Will, U i iiington w is a big 

place Not muih d.tu’ir' 11n \ wire going to Mount 

\criion in ihi .Mirnoi.n, iiul to-niorrnw morning early 
v^ere on again' \t the top oi tia his taxicab 

was waiting ( hit of ihov<. nth' r t ars miisi h« long t<i thasc 
tv\o y>iing [Ho; I . and he glauir d tt then: suit long. Did 
there risi m iiim some fi ir, sonu hoj c. tha; in one of tbcm 
he wi'uld stt htr whom, in aiiotlur lik, In hid seen, day 
bv da\, night bv night, waiting lor what - it stemed—-he 
could not gue Ik r No' onK tin-dru - rs atul their voices, 
their ‘ Ve dis ' ’ and ihur ' Vcps! ' Arneritans no longer 
said * V<-s,’ It seemed \nd getting into hi.s taxi, he said: 
“ Hotel Potomac " 

“ Hotel Potomae r ” 

“If \ou prefer it ” 

The driver grinned and shut bo.jmes in The Soldiers’ 
Home ! The) said the veterans had preitv well died off. 
Still, thev'd have plenty coming on from this last war. 
Besides, what wrivS ■^pacc and money to America? They 
had so much they didn't know what to do with it, Wdl, 
he didn’t mind that, now that he was leaving. He 
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minti Invieod, he li.ki invited quite a number of 

Ainerk.uis to coni'- .md see hl^ pictures if thev came to 
England Tl)t.\ had been \trv kind, verv h()^pltahk•, he 
h.id stkii a great mans line paturts too, including some 
Chinese , and .1 gr-.at maiK hieh InnldingN, and the air 
uas very siiniulating It U'-uldn’l -int him to lue lit-rc. 
hut If v\as all v<-r\ nuuh alivt, .md .1 cood tome, for a hit 

* I can’t see /v7 h'. nu- In re ' ’ Ik thought sudden!', ‘ There 
never was aiuone inon pnv.iti ' TIu car-- stnanied pa't 
Jiini, or s|(„)d parked in ro\vs -Vnn rn a uu' all cars and 
newspapers ’ And .1 sinUh-n ti. aieht ili'iiirla A him, Thiv 
pat cversthing into the luusp.ip^rs o\tr Ik re , wiiat it 
his n.ime u^ie ani-mg the arrival' ' 

Keatinng lus iiotil, Ik went at oiU' tow I'-d the kio-k 
in llic hall win I. \ ou loiild ini\ new japer-, t-'ot)j-p ott. 

* tandv ’ to pull \ our te e th out U ( tli to n [ 1 K( the in, he 

shouldn’t he sijrpiiv., J J/si irnv ds : }l<rv it was 
‘Hotel Eotoniav Mr ami Mr' kvr;;^ K M (iiinn, the 

Misses I'rruk, .Mi H 'ieilain R«mu . Mr >(mmes l or- 
sytli.; Mr and Mm Main ' \s l.re- as !it<-, hut, toriu- 
natcly, onK h.dt as naiuril' lor-\th’ Munt ' 'i'hev 
never could get .in\ thing right in the papt rs ‘ ^e■nl^u‘s' 
Unrecognisable, he 'hould hope \nd g '.ng o\t.r to the 
bureau, he turned the register towards inm Yes! he 
had written tlic names epiite cleMrlv I.iKkv, too, or 
they’d have got ’em right, h\ mistake And then, turning 
the leaf, he read . ‘Mr and Mrs jolvon Forsvtc’ Here! 
At this hotel those two' \ da\ iklorc them . \cs, anel 
at the vef) top, d »tcd some da\s ago: ‘Mrs. Irene 
Forsyte.* His mind travelled with incredible swiftnc.ss 
He must lical with this at emcc W’licre were Fleur anu 
Michael ? Thc\ liaJ seen tlic hrecr Gallery with him 
yesterday, and a beautiful little Gallery it was, he had 
never seen an\ thing better, and the Lincoln Memorial, 
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and that i^ruit i<i\\cr tiiini: wl k li It ii id d t<» ijo up 
i III' ninrnnu’ t}.r\ IkkI '.i.vi tlu v •■iw'ulvl i:i) to liic Con oran 
(t.iik r\. v. Ik ri ilurt u.i-.» CaUi n,.r\ }'xi'il'ition He hid 
kn'iun uii.it til.it me m* I k li ivl ^ en 1 I'elidi 1 1 ntrn.iric'* 
mill !:nif. Ad tie t.'hcniM’ r ontf rs nt tiimr d.i\ -.iiul 
th' r i.lt !■’" nu 1 ii'c (,'.!\ ii.r u tJ'' \iid to flu- (.Icrk 

ll' -A\\ 

■ ] I T- 'ur.iii u> u \\';a\ I . m pet .« L;o«>d 

hill, ll 

' I'' r , . I 'Ill' '( i I '1 • ■■ 

ll III’, liii.i'i.t'r [ ,1 '.r i lol'.ind iwUm- jn, 
o ]] tl 1 r I" ii'i I'f nil o ! ' : •< a ■ o\ !■ n. k ” 

And, e'.n.' * >' :'t- Ki- , ' C v:'\ ''iju'- inkets 

f'li ih( ‘ j' ‘ . ' ti. til ‘ 1. ' ■ < ! < i.i' in till- I v< nini», 
.uid in i' ,i ir u.i '■nlii vt . 'i.in. i ■-n"r.iii (Mlkry 
1 riijii ] ,il< 1 ' ' ( \ u-aiki i!" ;i o, m . \\ lo Mi.iint \ criion ; 

ifi \ \‘ ■ M !■' 1' .miiiitr Iim- . t i ti tli-’ <iper.i, and 

i..-morii'v\ l'( ' O', til' fir t tr un !< uiuiid t.ikc no 

I}'.m (• li . - A 1 m I' i;: I . ii' ti" m .it ill t >>ri uran ’ 

ArriMriL’, 1' n.'chaim .ill\ In.i.-M 1 i..ii.d'i^iu .iiiJ walked 
up''., f' I iif n-.ni'‘ ti'd (■” rl.' i-d ’ r .ml lu bej^an 
at the (lui t'" III A: ' ti.'r. tk \ V'O, tn ironl ol ,i 

piaurc o' I'.' "itii: -un ’ <>1 tiein rmu, Iml nor 

s'lrt’ ol l.iiii.i,: I It ar u s-. 'i, .r; N...nic» i^Ianccd at 
(/tc pictuns Modrni sinid tr.iiirn: b'l.m.i French 
(.•\ir.i\.u'.'nu s Huniitii'A had -h.iwii lntn av months ago 
in l.oiid'.n \^ la h ul tiiipi.^'iit. (<«), .1 uhok-sak* lot; 
nim'ht .id ii.i’*'’ b'< :i j anivd b\ tU 'Name li.ind. He saw 
lUur tcuiii Mnh.itl' .iTi .mJ iH,L'h l!ow prctlv she 
li.okcd ' A ihoii'and pilKs t.i iu'>c her applc-caft Upset 
.lu.iin ! He t.imc up iKiand tlum \Vh.»t ' That setting 
sun was a manA la.t., u o it ^ Well, s.ju never knew 
nov\ad.iv> 

And he said “I thougiit I’d lu\c a look in. We’re 
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lunching at Filler’s ; they tell me it’s he ter than the 
hotel; atul we can go struEght on from there to Mount 
Vernon. I'te got some scats for the opera, tn-night, toe,” 
AnJ conscious of Fleur's scrutiny, he stared at the 
picture. He did not fed too comfortable 
“ .'\re the older pictures better r ” he .isked 
“Well, sir, Me .'ur Ju^I —ii‘>\\ can .in\onc 

on painting in tla^c da\^ i 
“ How do Vnu rman ? ” 

If you w.ilk (limiigh, you’ll sav the sanv Hcrc'^ a 
hundred years <4 it " 

“The bcNt pictures luvcr i into these sho\s,” said 
Soames ; “ tlu y ju^i tala aiiv tluiii: tiio lan^t R\dcr, 
Innes, VVhisiKr, barutni ilu. Ann rnaiis hid Mtme 
great paintirs" 

“Of coinsi," Slid 1 li ur " Hut dti ’.fU realh’ uant Hi 
go round, Had * I’tn trigiittallv hup'jr\ 

“No," said .'^oamis, “al'er di.ti >11111 Uaudens thing 
1 donT feel like it. Lei’s go and lunch. 
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M(H m i’N>' ’ 1 ii! ■'iti. iJi.'!! r' r fii.irl il'lr ! With 

.ill t}i..T i ■ ii>iK I '1 the tri's, the L^r iliti, .md htlow it 

(Ik hro ,J Ihi •. .\i,i !, <\cii s^uini. cnnlcsscd, 

u.is ui'-re iinj' I'lL' tiuin tlh 1: im - Aiui tin. h'vs \Nhilc 

!j ' 1 -' uy iii ri, '■ ’nii'- l .i'.; , -r. . in h > J, ( \ecpt ft)f 

li.i. ti 1['J. r^. I • ' 1 p • ; LM- ’ i : .Jo lin^; lie had 

ii. >1 I.-i siiu < 1.' Ih . imi! 1 ip, ii:in' ih it fellow 

(nor-." W p !' vit'. (h.i >.oiiKi iuivc 

t.iWnt"!!' 1 . :i . 'i L-rd l-iin K'lUA old }iou«c 
e<n till, hill Iv! hni 'p.i i-. -• dp thi;: ' hi -1 ihiN, ext < pt, 
of (oui-e, l"r IP hr- -d'li <d ri\(r. nui ihi. ti-ling you 
.;lve i\ - h.ui in \i. riv i ..nd t tii ui i. " t .r .i- In ii.id seen, 

th.it tl i-'v ^^er( iivni; i" hll th i*Pinfr\ .md ii<ii succeeding 
-■uch .1 urrih' h-t <ij -y , ip i . yy oiitly no time. 
I kur u 1.' in r. {tup', itni veun.; MpIipI h.id remarked 
ill It It u IS *■ di-.'hii(.l\ t(ip[iri;'" ] h< sun i( II w.irmly on 
ills i.Iieik \sld' U took hi> ).i c li'.'k troiii tin. wide porch, 
Iniort inttrinp ih< I.oum He miouI i r. member this 

— Anune.t li id ip't .ill b' i n ran up \i sicrd.tv I He passed 
into the hull . nd pr->cetvlij, inou-in^’ tliroiigh the lower 
room? Ri.iIK ' The) hid diTn- n cxir.iordinarlly well. 
Nutfiini; but tl.c p-.od old ori-in d stut?, front a century and 
.t h.ili apo, renunjinp of h.df hours spent in tl«5 

antiqut shops ot i'junton and lunhndpc Wells. Too much 
‘ Gcorpi Washington’ of course! (itorpe Washington^! 
mug, George W'.jsiiinpionk fo/^t-bath, and his letter to 
so-and-so, and the lace on Ids coll.ir, and his sword and hi* 
gun and everything that was his ! btill, that was unav<^ 
able ! Detached irom the ihronp, detached even from hif 
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tl.iu^'htcr, ^o.irriLN m<*vcil—covered, .l^ in a Jo.ik, his 
collfctorV luibil of al- nt .ij-pr.ii^cnu-nt ; he so Ji-liL-..( In? 
jutli;!nc-nts to he eontuseJ In uiurmc.il imlHuIiiKs lie 
had ro.u hed the I'cdronm up-t.jirs win r-. (h \\ ci-hinvi‘'n 
had dk d, uid \s.is i/ini: tlinniL;!! ih' L^riih ^ u hi n he in .ird 
.sounds nliuh .drii<i>t }r"/i hn Id'-.d. ih- vcr’. \oi(.(.? hi. 
had listened (o thit in'-rnine h'l"rc the (hiini in 

st.itue, and wiih tiiotc von.''' .Mi> h e awiii'U.i j' 

Was 1 lent ihi ri ton \ h n K’A ird jl nu ' ri lii -d ’i!,n 
No ! the thfi '• ui r- m Inii: 1 ! th- In ul "I ile iii on ors 
exchanviHit tlu r- in n ks u! • 11 ,n j< r * , P' ino r •>'' \ in 
the sank thine M- In ir 1 .1 1 a. I"P eM-'irj>te 

in th<»M da\>\nd li>n I ,.ri< r, v rniL-. VP j, 1 , 1 
nutde, \<<u -•' 

Soann ? di\ 1 xi l>h u i nr .).••'], ,1 i soni’ i els, 
reci'ilcd, slainne nio’. ni 1 i.nrr' I ■ o ,i>.An II i !■ xir a f> 
not with Ml h u 1 It III ml ih n sh ii • I v n |i •! ! (jit. 
curator 'lake la r as a. wire th>- ihii- \\<rr >tili 
upsi.urs ! 'Ihatui'tlu ihoUL'f.t in h iirn.i lui.\')un^ 
Knplmhmen m ri tint likeK toev.hm' n mi-.-r iiuthtnc 
else, and. it tin \ dni, !k nui 't .:i t h-■! 1 ' ■! Mu ! 11 ! quu klv. 
Hut ho\s ti'v'ei I her i\\a\ ? ^e?. th-n •'iu a -t dkin;> 
Ul the ciiruor in tr.mt i-r (P.'tv' \\adimei .n\ rluti. 1 ud 
dc'\\n on (u'lrcH Whahine*'‘ii’s )iar['‘>t. h'r.i m t)ie nnaic 
UHiin ! Aiul ^otIn(^ ?uft(r'd Re\.4: nj r.i h- unv.iil, 
.still more revoltuu; h< prc-txiul to 1 i ' \nd vet -uhat 
else ? He cmild not up t>i her .md >.iv '* I’ve had 
enough. I.etN to the ir ' ” Swallowing vioIcniK, he 
put hU h.ind to his he.id and went towards the llarp^lchord 

'* Kleur! ” he s.ud. and w ithout p uising to let her take 
him in, went on " I'm not teehng the ilnng I must 
to the car.* 

The words no Jouhi were startling, coming from one so 

undramatic. 
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‘‘ ]>aci ' W h.ii I' It ' ” 

*' I kn'‘u." - .k1 Gi\c me \»uir 

arni ” 

Rc.ilK 'Irt.Hi!,!! {■> i.ir.t lii' wv.l ihn.j' On the w.iv 
t(- iIk I iT, |.irO>i , '1,1 inti 'ih^. Ikf i>>iKcrii w.is o 
ciiil.trr.i IP;’ !' u !,' \<r\ i' n]' <}■,:’ImiuJ Iiis ry-c. 

Jiu; !,( 11). 1..1.' ‘i iiiurni.'r 
• I . ' .,i 11 i:0,. ! . s, -. • . --r ' 1 ' iT'^ lli.it 

o- 1 r- I 1 .-I -.t ijNir tint', , - 

1 1 i')‘ lT( rt }i.! >i,( - ,t I, ,!' ' 'III 1"our h. r 
'•m liip., !■ 'll]', jiul '-Pi iIm ' I.' ' I lo t !I Mu h.id 

'’'■■ill' \\ I' tojO.tj, t’li.u.-'i 'i'.j l'\ }i.i\in^' to 

njtl *i < li’ . iV 111 . ii W- Tf ^ . .n 
■ (,r' .1 ’r poi In.'JL’,” !.■ ’u.i; :■ n J 

“ W . t :1 I i,oM ■ . ji if, ; oM ■, ■' til .r \ i)U t .m 
h .1 uu. ■ 

In I ’■ \\ niitu'!' ' Mk u i<! ■ inn ]i ,rr \ iii;.’ 1 li loo c\- 
pr<'-',i uii ’ '.iH.i (■, >01111' I'lnjii 'oruirn, and 

th(. v.if .• •' ■ ’-'i >i),inu' i I'lvh Aitii hi. hand m 

1 ]< ur’-. itui III- iiioulii and <\<-' 11.,’lit l^»^cd, Kilin/' 

I'f rli.i[' !>' ill r !!) -n lie\l t vt r !< R in lii- Iifi- liefcifc they 
ii.^hid \K ' 'iidri I he open, d },i' lip' to s IV ih.it he had 
spoilc d iIk ir trip t'.r till ni , tla iin. r -o h' uai Ipv vv,i\ of 
'\rlineton. I'ui )< u 'uhl 't i\ in iln var whiK thev had a 
].).ik at It I 1' ur v\ o lor e-'ini' 'tr .n^ht "H, hut lie indsted. 
\rriM.d. how* \i r. at tin oih* r whit* li"U't, aKn dc-irably 
situatul on ilu 'h'p* .d'ov< the rivtr, h< ilrtiost ]»ad a fit 
^hile. waitinL’ t'T tlmr in th* <..ir Wh.it il the same idea 
had <'aurred to j.,n lorsvtc .tiid lu wi.rc ‘Suddenly to 
drive up ' It w.i'. an mil list r h< 1 whtri tlicy came out 
.it’am. '.ivine that it wa- tiKt hut riot .1 patch on Mount 

\'trn‘>n the ponh (oIumn^ were t*>c) thick When the 

ear w.i'- apain traver-iing the wihxIs hoames opened 

ins c)cs for gixid. 
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“ I’m all right n<ns. It u.is liver, I expect.” 

You ought to have st>me br.mdy, DaJ We can get 
some on a doctor’s prescnpimn ’’ 

‘‘Doctor? Ni’D^cn^c. We'll Jiik upstairs and I’ll get 
over the waiter ; thev must have smuh thing in the huU'e ” 

Dine upstairs' 'I'luu was a happs thouclu ! 

In their sitting roniu he lav down 'm the si.fa, tmiched 
and gratified, lor 1 luir u is proj’ping ap his cushnin', 
shading llic light, 1 m.. king o.i r tin ivp uf ]i< r hook to sec- 
how he was He Jul not r'PU'ml''r t\fnn he h.id iHt so 
definitely ih it ri'all\ Ji.! (are ah-nit him Ik even 

thought: ‘ I Miieht to he ill i iitil- , > \er\ now and tlu n ! ’ 
And yet, it Ik ever (.oniphuiKd ot UHing ill at home, 
Annette at conipiainod of feehne wor-' ! 

Close by, in tlic little salon op[ M^U(. tin ^lair.', a puno 
was being pla\ed 

“Docs that m\isic u«)rr\ \ou, d(..ir ^ ” 

Into Soames's mind fia-^hed tlie thougiit ‘ Irene ' ’ If 
it watt, and Fleur were to go out to ^top it, tinn, indeed, 
would iW be in tiie lire ! 

“No; leather like it,” he said, hastily. 

“ It’s a gi;od touch ” 

Irene’s touch! He reniemhered how June used to 
praise her touch , remembered Imw he had caught that 
leliow Bosinney listening to her, in the little drawing room 
in Montpelier S-^uaje, with the wild-cat look on his. face, 
the fellow had ; remembered how she u'^cd to stop playing 
when be himself canv. in—from consideration, or the 
feeling that it was wasted on him—which ? He had never 
known. He had never known anything! Well—another 
life! He closed his eyes, and instantly saw Irene in her 
emenld'green dinner-gown, standing in the Park Lane 
hall, first feast after tlicir honcymocm, waiting to be 
doakndi Why did such pictures come back before closed 
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eyes—pictun < without rh\mc or rcn»5on ? Irene brushing 
her luur—gr^y now, ol 1 he was seventy, she 

must be ncarl) si\t\-iwo! Ib>\v tinu went! feuiUr 

rroir.V—oKl Aunt Julc\ uhcJ to e.il] it u.th .\ certain pfiJe 
in having; up the cxpri'-i--n ..nd eyes so velvet 

dark ! Ah ' but h inJ ome w o }; ifi.l onic did! Still 
—who i.oall so ' J’ rh 1 }i’ he h.id kntwwi how to 
cxpr-.-^i'lu'' k ' liTi_ ' Ii hr h 'vi und'-r'-ao-vj nui-ic ! If she 
hadn't so e\t uc i !iis si lo- ^ ' ihrh ip^ - o}i, p. rhaps your 
pr.iiiJnV'ilur' \o rid linu’ t!i r out' And hcrc-^)f all 
pl.»L(-' A I'] ’ ' i'-oiiicsj ' \\ i'(T.' !v;\Lr to lorgcl ? 

lleur wiiiL to piv'. .mJ dr* >' Dinner wime up. 
Ml*, hat 1 -j. ■! ■ ! !, . .1'./ ii;- t 1 r Ire slaru: v ouni^» couple .at 

Mount \ir. '.1, ' in I n.'''-',m.in , ',nd Mount Vernon 
in idt him .i-'.i Jly i o’’, 1, k " 

“ W'h 1! V. 1 i.i n .im , Mii-h i-! • ” 

“ Name ' 1 di in't . Whe ' " 

“ (111 I I don't kmoc I ih-' ’ht \oi: nneht li.ivcd* 
k .me-' krt-.fthi-.i aa iin H- hid sc n lur prick her 
cat' (>i*vC It a ^.hafai, and IkT ffcdmc for tliat boy of 
Irene’s would fl»re up ayain Ii wa^ m tin. blood! 

“ Drighi Markhnd,” ^ai 1 Mi iuD. ’* ha^ been gassing 
<wer tlic futur* of \m-ru i 's \trv hippy about it 
because there .ire so m mv f irm- r^ and people on the 
land . but he’s ,tKo been i^assin^ o\er the future of England 
—he's vers happy .ibout it, .and there''' hardly anybody 
on the land ” 

‘‘Who's Hri^'hi M rkland ? " muttered Smirncs. 

“ Editor of C'ur >'.-rui.Uof, sir. Never was a better 
example of optimism, or the seience of ha\ing things both 
ways." 

“ I’d hoped," said Soames hc.ivily, “that seeing tluite 
new countries would have made you feel there’s something 
in an old one, after all.” 
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Michai-l “ N<> ncrJ t>) pi-r^u^vlv ni( > 4 ’ tli.ir, 

sir. But \ou vff I [■'iliini; tn \sluit 1' c.illcJ the fitriiin lU* 
class, :ind I he Ik \ u d'l \ "u ' 

S(».inK"- 't-imi Thi \ouJU' in im u.i' '■iri .i'-tk ! 

“ Wili,” lu ^.uvi. 1 I'l- L'l.ul To lx fjiinK' \ri. \^>u 
p.ukcd ' ’* 

Thc\ were, .iikI j'n'-nil'v li'- i t-ir ,1 ^ i!» to 

take them to tin "p-rj tiiit tli<nneii' n n h.mL; 
about in i!k hall, Ik- W'-nt ItiniMlt, u> them into 

it. The mi idem pa^vcd VMthi>m 1 < t nr tnn.lraii'<• , aiui 
^Mth a deep ^i^h 0} rclicl h'- ri uini.d hi- jlo'. ,n iIk l;tr, 
and was resloKd to lu- r>>Miu. 
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III tlu'-c ,it tlu '.sinvi'’.\ ' out U tlu' fjll 

li(iu--c-, tii< Ok I ii- ri"\i:i;. hfinw iiiJ tiic tlt-Kr 

‘-'.irrv i-\ H -A r r- nri ! n-ov , J.i\ u) thw 

.111 ^ ' 1 Ii'A IK ■ .1 1 '' iiiw.l Oi 111.1;'pu'inon A n.trrow 
- iji. .ii. I’l.i' mI .1 ' M' - >1 ■ i, M. ’ II’ \M'1 k >1 111 wcfr ‘'.lie 
hi’Pu 1' i' ilia'r 111 ' - iMu t'-.': uni. fli.it v\.> 111 .Ill linw 
< Tv <j '• c r ' M (i . i iK't t’.i '■ J I Ill; lit u:ui' r tlic. ■>.imr 

fM, ,t w ’! 1, 'k r iiK ' '' If I'-i I !' ; 1 I. Ill .u lui' r 'S-, w hrn 

*K .Ik'.i r"'!, ' . .. r’u.iivl M >qii irt jii mii.1i 

II,. I! .1 It”, it, 1 . .Ill' t" I ; J - .r \<> liiul voun^: 

fii'r- <>i.' .•'•'r 1' i.i il iiK i>ili<r lin.idy on 

Ji." 'iir<'ii'-lj ' I flit riL'hi '•il' ' ! i.’liii .ta.u trom Ins 

n 'III fill till ■" ii II 11 fli' '.ini'’ Tool 

I,. tl. u. 1 11 it -mi-u . 1 .' .'Il ult ,iii.i tf (•'ini; I ff'tis 
It --il' j’li.iiij I" L" t lui. tr'.ni ii, lie Aiiif into Ills 

l.^Jr"'! Ill'] I’l.' Il fMfi.' f".: lii'T H- u 1 -^ not lonji; 

,ib..i;t •uii. !'-r 1 I. iJ .’iii. I liii. 1 -. w'fti him Slioultl 

he e-, t,. luJ 1'.. !><. 1, vi'.i Ik iv\ ih ^ rill- tliinj' h.id 
'/m I; 't A’l' •'Ik. 'll' 'It' It thi’ [‘i.ino, .1 lew 
\ .rj- w'i.it wul ’""k likt ti'iA b'\cn times 

n c:yi t h iJ S'. n r 'III.I lii.ii hiiij .i^m Novcmlnr 
'fuK' in inr CluN'.a fl.it . fhui !>■. ihii tountuin 
in iht. Ih'is dt B”jl<)i;nf , .It Robin Hill \Micn }u dthvtTcd 
Ills I biin.iuini t" I " I'.d Noin:; JoKun; .it Queen 

\RturM’'- tt-'K-fil, .It l.'-r !’- C'-K ka ; .i;,Min .it 

Robin Mill wiun i.«- \^vnl to Ik j for ll'.ur, .mJ in the 
(ioupenof (i.il!<r\ ju-t tRlon. 'li L.imc out here. K.u'h 
iiuaini' lie s"ulJ rtmsmlMr in (.v*r\ detail, down to the 
lilting' of iitr ^'hued hand .it (Ik i.i-i—the t.iint >milmg of 
her lips 
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And Soamcs shivered. Toohut—llicse American rooms! 
He went back into tlic sitiint^-rc'om ; they had cleared 
away and hrou^dii liim ihc cvcniiii,' paper; no good m 
that I He Could never fmd .inviluni,' in the papers over 
here. At this distanv.c from the p.*-'!, all tins space and 
all this time- what did he teel abi>ut lur ^ Hale ' The 
word was l«io strom; One didn’t 1. a<- tho^- who weren't 
near one. Hesides, lie had Dcvc li,.t(.d her! Not evin 
when he first knew she was unl.iuhtul Contempt f No 
She had made him .ichc too nuuh f.r that He didn’t 
know what he felt And he U ;^ni walking up and down, 
and once or twice stood at tin dix.r and li^ioru J, a-^ might 
a prisoner m hi- cell. rnJignillcJ ' And L’"ing to the 
sofa be stretched himsdffMit -.n u Ih would think about 
his travels. Had he eujiwcd them ' One long whirl of 
things, and—w »ter .And \(t, .ill h ui gone .ucording to 
programme, except C Inna, to whi< h t!.' V h id gi\ en a- wide 
a berth as possible, owing to it^ state 'Ihe Sphinx and 
the Taj Mahal, Vancouver li.irbour, .ind tlie Rocky Moun¬ 
tains, they plav’od a '^orl of hidc-.ind—cek within him ; 
and now —that strumming , w.isitSlie? Strange’ You 
had, it seemed, onlv |ust one season of real heat Every¬ 
thing else iliat happened to \ou was m a way tepid, and 
perhaps it was as well, or the boiler would burst His 
emotions in the \ears when he first knew her —would he 
go through them again ' Not fur the world And vet ! 
Soames got up. 'Ehat music was going on and on ; but 
when it stopped, the player - She or not She !—would l>e 
no longer visible. Why not walk past that little s.Uon— 
just walk past, and— and take a glimpse ? If it were She, 
well, probably she’d lost her hx)ks—the beauty that had 
played such havoc with him ! He had noticed the position 
of the piano; yes—the player would be in profile to him. 
He opened the door; the music swelled, and he stole forth. 
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The breadth of Fleur’s rcHtm, <inlv, depurated him from 
that little open salon opposite the '•taitN Nu one was in 
the corridor, not even a btll hoy \*erv likely sonic 
American woman .liter all, po'^hlv that cirl—jon’s wife! 
Vet niv— thin \\a> sometlnm,' -•'Oinethim: in the .sound! 
And holding' op ilv excnine p.ipcr hetore him, he moved 
alontj Three pill.ir'-, wirh spms !x•tv^een tiuin, divided 
the salon troin tlu f-rruior, what Niames so 

mi-'ed m Anuru.i- ih*. tourih w '11 \t ihe hr^l of these 
pillaf'* he I HP'' to .1 m uhI \ \ ill l.nnp witli .tn orange 
shadi- stood ]'\ tin k(\l'.iird, ,irid tii< hjit fioni it fell on 
the music, on tl.e kc\ \ on tlu t la 1 1- lul hair ol the player. 
Sh ' dhoii!'}. lie had •'Uj j'o'<\l htr vn \ i'V now, the 
^tiyliT of tliat li'T witliou' a tl.r id in ii ot the old gold 
.lifeUtd hint ''raiiLalv L’lirciJ, ofl, ^Inninv, it covered 
her liki. a I j‘([ue Mk w.i- in c\ ( noij^'dress, and he 

Could "M til it her -houldi.r-, riei k and arniH were still 
rounded and hi.iuliful \II fur hod\ from the waist wa* 
moMHit livhiK to the rhuliin of her pl.nm^; Her frock 
was of a irrcM-h luliotropc >oiini-' '’['kkI Ixdiind his 
pill.ir g.i/in^’, his hand o\ir hi-- f ue, lest she should turn 
her ht.ul IT' did not exuth feel—the lilm of rcmcm- 
hrarne was unrolKd too quKkl\ From tiic first sight 
of her in a Ihiurn'-mouth dr.»wint;-r<K)m to the last sight 
of her in the (ioupeiior (i.dhr\ the loni,' sequence pai^d 
him In in it.'* hc.it and it*. fr<ist .md its bitterness; 'the long 
strutri^le ot stnse, the long failure of spirit ; the long acJiing 
passion, and its long 'J.rKilmg into numbness and indiffer¬ 
ence Tlie last thing he wanted, standing there was to 
speak with her, and yet he could not take his eyes away. 
Suddenly <he stopped plaj ing ; bending forward she closed 
the music and reache i to turn out the lamp. Her face 
came round m the light, and, cowering back, Soamc* saw 
it, still beautiful, perhaps more beautiful, a little wonv 
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so that the eyes looked even darker than cif {)ld, larger, 
softer under the still dark e\'chri>us. And emee nn>rt lu 
had that feclinj' ■ ‘ Tlicre sits j worn.in I h.ave never 
known.’ With .i sort of ani^er he cr.aned h-iek till he could 
see no longer. Ah ' she h.ul h id in.me f.iults, hut the worst 
<){ her faults h.ul Imn, wa-. lu r inftrn.d 

mystiry! .And, sief'j'iiig hi- a i..a, h-' rev-uiud 

liis room 

He felt tifi. d to d( .itli n<n\, .Old. e-'iiie into hi'- In (Iroont, 
undressed hiirnedh .tiul \:<>i into I-j Ih \\i-h<d with .dl 
his heart that he weri on ho ird, indtr th* llntidi fl.u: 

* I’m old,’ he thought sudvii id \, ' o] i ' '! hi^ \nu riv .i w.,- 

too young for hmi, full of - n- rev, hu'-'line ahout to cnd-> 
he could not see 'rho.e 1 oti to j l.u e^ ii.id In V n dull ruit 
And yet, aft< r all, lu w.is.inno -.vuif. 1 Il^ f.iiher h.ul 
lived to be ninetv old Jo;\on (ivlitv h.-. linu.thv .1 
hundred, and ^o with ill th- old i,.r \ it - \\ -(.\(ni\ 

tbr\' weren't jdavinv volt, md mi tlu\ wiri vounger, 
younger aiiv’w.iv th.m lu fth to luvht 'I'lu -ight oj th.*t 
woman had - h.ul-— •' (Md ' 

‘ J'in not going back to be old,' lu thought ‘ If I fee! 
like tins again 1 shall consult '•onuotie ’ The\ h.id 'ome 
monkey thing nowadav' tiue >.ouldinjM‘t He-liouldn't 
try that. Monkevs indtevl' \\h\ not ['iv- or iigtrs • 
Hold on sonuhow .iinalur tin or liftcui veir'.' H\ that 
time they would ha\c touiul out whore tho\ were in Eng 
land. That precious c.ipital lex \ would ha\ e iHien exploded 
He would know what he had to leave to Fleur, would see 
her baby grow’ into a b'>v and go to sehool—public school 
— <vcn I Eton? No \oung lolvon Hiad been there 
Winchester, the Monts' sclu‘ol r Not there either, it he- 
could help it. Harrow was handy, or his own -dd scho-d — 
Marlborough ? Perhaps lie would see him play at L«>rd’.s. 
Another fifteen years before Kit could play at Lord's f 
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VV^ell— sornttliiHLr tn I<>uk luru ini i->, vo[nctiiini» to hnKl on 
for If \ou hjJii’t \iHi frh cM .itui if you f/ii old. 
Sou '4i'r<* old, and tlu end ^«>on i imc How well that 

ssoin.tn had u-.rn ' Mic-‘ Mure wire lii-' pictures 

too. t ikt ihiM! up inon orioi.']\ ’rini 1 re<*r (Jallcry ! 
I.cisc tlam to till' nafiou, .u-d sour n iiie Ined—much 
umiiort in ' .''la ' v\o;.i.l ra si r dn ' 

A ir.iik oi nil ill' \’..i'l I’l'or lo till door 

" Ad'ip. Did ^ ■' 

^o I hiir ! 1.1 n nu inhfTi d to fUiK .ind hise a look at 
him ' 

■* 1 h-u arc \' ai D' as, dr ir ' ” 

“ All riL'h’ . ’\r< d ihav w.r- tD oprra f ’* 

'• Middling" 

Tv* t Id th'in to . dl u' at ~'\‘U Wr’ll breakfast 
on ih' train *' 

Ihr hp' loiiilad hi-* forehead It it ihit woman • 

hut It's t r fa '*r oiii t. nc s f r or h- r oven .n > ord —- ! 

■■ i mod nii'M." la ' lid " sir' : IS' 11 ' " 

'ihc. li^'ht oil the wall narrow! d ami wa> i,’<tnc ! \WI1 ! 
He vsa^i druw'-s ta-u Hut, in thn laniM Shapes - Shapes! 
p jst—present-at ila pnno it ins hcd-ulc—passing— 
p.issin;: by—and there, Hhmi them, the great bronTtc- 
hooded woman, witli the <! <-cd e-.cs. d" p sunk in cver- 

Ia^tlnl.' irofoii’id pro-’ And from Soamci a gentle 

snort i-ca. 




BiiOK in 

,s\\A\ S()X(': 

“ U < arr >. n h sti.lt 

A’' '’I'.i ii' Iff injiii •'!! Hill iiiiT iittk lift 
Is ' A .I'l 4 sivtp. 


iix 



TO 

F. N. DOOULLiJAV 



PART I 


CHAIM HR r 

IMTUTrON <jr TUI 1, ^N 

In modern ^ociftv, (hv.* thin*.’ .ifttr .nnjthfr, tfii'i -^pice on 
ihwt, ensures a kind of niCTnori-iic vacuum, and Fleur 
Mont’'' passage "{ .inns wuh \I,irj->ric Fcrrar w.ns, by the 
spring of 1926, well-nigli iorgotren. Moreover, she gave 
Societ\'s mtmorv no eiKourjg<inont, hr after her tour 
round the w.Tld, she u.i. ifit(.r( >tid in the Linpire—a bertt 
so out of fashion as t(» li ive all the flavour and cxcitemenr 
of novelty with a "r)n <>t impcr.son.dity guaranteed. 

Colonials, Amt ruMns. and Indi iii students, people whom 
nobody could suspect of being Iimus, now < n* tiuntcred each 
other in (he ‘ iuinttallk parlour,' .md wa re found by Fleur 
‘ Mry interesting,’ cspectally the Indian students, ^oanpplc 
and enigmatic, that she .t.ul.l ne\<r tell wlicthcr tihe were 
‘ using ' them or they vAerc ’ using ’ ht r 
Perceiving the cxtraordii.anly upliill nature of 
Foggartism, she had been hooking for a second string to 
Michael’s Parliamentary bow, and, vMih her knowledge of 
India, where she had sf^nt six weeks of her tour, she 
believed that slic had found it in the idea of free entrance 
for the Indians into Kenya. In her talks with these Indian 
students, she karned that it was impossible to walk is a 
direction unless vou knew what it was These young men 
might be complicated and unpractical, meditative and 
•ccrct, but at least they appeared to be convinced that die 
ttolecuks in an organism mattered less than the orgaabm 
itself— Uiat they, in fact, mattered less than India. Iletir^ 
707 
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it seemed, had tnit)uniervd laith—a nev. .md ‘ ininmnne * 
expcncnte She mentioned tiiL l.u t to Mkh.i<.l 

“It’’' all vcr\ vsell,” he an-«\s<Tcd, “hut our Indian 
friends didn’t live four v(.ars in the trenchev, or tlu tear 
tliercof, tor the ^ake of their laiih It lh(.\ l.ad, the) 
couldn't pos''il''l\ iiavc tin technu' that jt matter-' .k muth 
as the) tliink it d>'i--' T[u\ nii-elit ^ant tu, hut their 
feelers uould he hlunted ’Ihat’^- v.hit tin uar ri..di\ did 
to all ol us Hi i' uropi \^ in- r^ in tin w \t " 

“That doesn't m iki ‘taiih* an\ h ' ino resting,” -aid 
Fleur, driK 

“Well, ni\ di-ar. till I'rophd- ihna usli.rheinu ii ioo'f 
ends, l)ur tan \"U lia\t ! ntli in a lit< ti-r.i '<i darntd 
CXtra\agant that it make- nuin'ni'al .a t.-u ht the 
million ; \ akt it )r<>ni nn , \ u i"n .n tinn s losu-r- A a l'>t 

of very chiap and ( as\ t ii.h. ui 1 > ur in !: .n iri' nd' ar< 
in the same la-i— Iimi Indii h ■' ! tin doeeo -ifi. c ilie 
Munnv, and that uo' <>nl\ i ■'urtn.« uplu i\a! Su ton 
needn’t take 'c-m t-"' scriou-'K 

“ 1 don't , hut 1 like the «a\ tin \ i''he\i. l}n-\ “re serving 
India ” 

And at hi' -•mih slu tria\n(d, seeirie that he thoiit^dit 'he 
was onlv nun I'lipu her colhctn-n 

Her father in-law, who had rtali> ni tdi sniiic stud\ of 
oriental!'m, htted hi' cvehrou out iIk 'c new Kqu.iiruarKCi 
“My old(st frn nd," Ik said, on tlie nr't ot Ma\. "is a 
judge in India. Ih’s Keen thert. toriv \ear' Uluti he’d 
been there t\\{>, lie wrote to me that Ik wj' hcttinmng to 
know something about the liuii iii' \N hen he’d Ixcn there 
ten, he wrote that lit knew all .ihout them I liad .i letter 
from him vesterdas, .md he sa\s that after {ortv )ears 
he knows nothing about them .-Vnd thc\ know as little 
about U8. East and West—the eireulatum of the blood is 
diffcreni.” 
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“ }<>n\ u.ir^ .il'<.rcd ilic circul.itHm of )our 

friLiiJ's M-jmJ ■ ■' 

“Not .1 joi,” rc{'lnvl .'Mr I.(ur«.ncr ‘’Jt i.ikcs tort\ 
iiioiis (»i\t nit .ui'-t.Gi inp ...t \^iur nice TurkisK 
(.oth <. nn i.i<.ar. W li ii - M;. h i 1 , iv .ilniui the tUTjl 
strike ' ” 

“'lli.ii iIk iki'.t rMii'i.f u.tii : I'lnii'i inilf.- iKc T.U.C. 

uirlulr II.' I).'ll. I ..pr. • r\ .!i. 

" }• \ i> iK ' \ik 1 1‘iK 1 T :i' ■ .r. ui.iiion oi 1' [)ln<Kl 

II.’ n d 1' i i r< tt\ m- ' 1 "r-\ ti woui i -.i\ ” 

“ Mi< !i u I - ■> ni|' 'li'.i '> .r t iiuru r 
‘ .ire . \oun.'! .J\ 1 . Ik I.: U llou, the niiiicr 

- bill unf' '' iiMi' 1. . ;.r '■ 1 ui'ii b .ui' r-. 1 )ji niinc-(m'mT n 

irt Ml li" >!!.( ' 1 • jlf ' i'fi'.ii.U'' it iJ r .irt 

M, '"ui/i.' I. ! : vioiit In^oii- 

Miiit, ni I r ■ i .11- V ".i' . It'- i'l u . t fit 1 "ur t.i' (.1. .md n-m 

if'to ' t't'ur'.ts \ M 1 ni. rr\ ok: strui ' Well, 

L'MiiJ ! ' M‘ lo’sc Km, iiul ull Ml* ii.K i tc keep Ins 

1m .ul '■ 

v.,i- I f' i'I\ Ml’li 1 '} \^.l^ tTMii;,' to d«i 

When ‘ ili< Urt.ii W .ir ’ broi t inii. ili<>ui:li ju^t old 

eniiUL'i. lo Iii’l.t, )r had bet n t - to .ipprtiiatc tie 

rkitah'in wi.Kh t ret j'- r I Matiir* vMtli Dk appro.uli 

ft tri'i' u.i .i['j'rtvia lu.’ u novt iu-forc ‘ tlic Gre i 
Mrike,’ logttiKr \Mth (tu [‘u .iliar \ jluc winch the hum. n 
bciliL,' -ittaclit - to'.uinglaic lletiotiicd ih.it both bi.'cs 
h.id 'Xj rts’.cd the iituiuion t<t lucciiiit’ the other hide o 
e\cr\ without, ot lour-.c, m.ikini' ,in\ conccSBio:,** 

wh.iceser, that ttic '^!ol’ ais, 'Longer hours, less W4gci,’ 
‘Not .1 minute tiion . not 4 lob curtsjcd, and got 

mure .ind mur'. ,i' thc\ near,d c.ieh other. And 

now, with the ili-di.sgui-.t d imp.ituncf of hjs somewhat 
mereuri.d n.uure, Michael v^.o watching the “uber and 
tcniatue .ipprcMcin.'' of the t)piC4i Britons in whofc hands 
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any chance of mediation la\ When, on that memorable 
Monday, not mcrclv the faces <if tlic pcntlemcn with 
slogans, but the very faces the tv pica! Hrjtons, were 
suddenly confronted with ilic need ior beiny «aved, he 
knew that all was up , and, returning from the House of 
Commons at midnight, he looked .it lus sleeping wife. 
Should he wake l leur and tell her that il.c vountrv' was 
‘for it,’ or should he imt ’ Why spoil her be.iutv sleep ? 
She would kmm soon inoULrli Hesidc-'. slic uouKiirt 
take it scrioush Passing int'- lii« dr^s me r-'orn. he stoiid 
looking out of the window ..t the d.iri '•cju irt h('l''’W A 
general strike at a lew hoiir-’ notu. ' ‘N-nie' test of 
the Briiieh character' The Unii-h ili ir.icter ' Suspicion 
had been dawning on Mn. Ii.kI t-v( .irs that ii'' appe..r,mc( 
were deceptive, th.u oi Pirlnno-M'. theatre- 

goers, trottv little l.idirs mth drcssc-- tight blovvn about 
tfOtty little figures, pleiliorn Vi I'tr.iK in arimh o:^. pettish 
and petted pin is, parsons in pulpii'-, pos(( r> m th. -.tree i - 
above all, the iTcvs^ were not reprociit.itivr of the nation il 
disposition. If the papers were not to come one 
would at least get a chance of feeling and s^<mi; Hriti''h 
character; owing to the pap<r'<, one nev<r had -.ccn or 
felt it clearly dunny tlic u.ir, .u Umsi n^t in i'ni:l.ind. In 
the trenches, of course, one h.id—tin re, rentiment and 
hate, advertisement and moonshine, hnd been ' taboo.' 
and with a grim Inimrair the Briton had just ‘ earned on,’ 
nnomaaicnial .uid sublime, in the mud .ind the blood, 
the atink and the racket, and the endless nightmare of 
being pitchforked into fire without rhsme or reason! 
The Briton’s defiant luimour that grew better as things 
grew worse, would— he felt— get its chance again now. 
And, turning from the window, he undressed and went back 
into ^ be^oom. 

Flm was awake. 
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“ Well, Michael ? ’’ 

“ The Strike's on.” 

“ Wh.u a b<trc ' ” 

" Yes; V.C shall h.i\c fo exm our'^elves 
“What did ikc\ appoint th.ti Cnmrai.ssion for, and pay 
all that sul''kl\, il n'li i.' a\i-ui this ! ” 

“My uirl. th.ii's nu-rc iMmmon-srnsc— no good at 
ail” 

“ \\ hv can’t tiiik c(Mm. tu an tirri t inmt ^ " 

** Hecaii'-" i:ot to s..\( I Ilf. having f.K'c is the 

strnTie«.-t ni'‘iiv( m t’u wnriJ " 

“ Hens d" \ I'U na .tn ^ ” 

“U'ell, II (.ausfJ liic wir, tt\ c.iij'-jiik; ilie strike now; 
without ‘s.iMiiL,' tail ' liitrcM prolj il 1\ be no life on the 
eartli it all In tin. itinr “ 

“ Dun’t bt absurd ' 

Mkh.u 1 ki-std her 

”1 vou'il i.a.t I'l do soincihing/' she said, 

slecpiK. “ 1 here v\on’r b< muti' to t.ilk alvjut in the 
llouae vshilc this Is on " 

“No. \\c s'l.ill sit and i:lo\\tr ai each oihcr> and use 
the kord ■ h'rniul.i ’ at s? tt* J int' r\als “ 

“ 1 wish ui had .1 Mussol m 

“ I don't You piv tor him in the hm^,’ run. Look at 
Dia/ .ind Mi'ko, or Lenin and Ru-.n ; or Ni4polcon and 
Fraikc , or C r •nv.scl .and Ln,;ia:.d, lor the matter of that/* 
“Charles the beiorul,” murmured Fleur into her pillow, 
“ was rather a de-.-r ’’ 

Mkiu.el st.jvtd .i\s..kc A littl", disturbed by the kiss, 
slept a little. v>okc .ijjain To save face! No one would 
m.ike a move because: of their laces. For nearly an hour 
he Uy rrvini; to ihmk e»ut a wav of saving them all, then 
fell asleep. He woke at seven with the feeling that he 
had wasted his time Under the ppcarancc of con^o 
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for the country, .ind protfssKin^ (if diixicty ro find a ‘ for¬ 
mula/ too mnn\ personal fcilinir'', motives, and prejudice^ 
were at work. As before tiie war, tlx re waj> a prof()und 
longing for the liumiliaiion and dejet non of the .jdvers.'r\ 
each wished his iacc sa\<J ..i the expense of the other 
fellow’s! 

He went out direc t]\ .iturbri ilf.i-t 
People and cars W(.rr ■tr'.iinint' in <'\<r \V< ■■tmm''r(r 
bridge, no d'uses r in. no tram but ni*>iiir lorri< s, tiill or 
empty, rumbled past borne ‘ '(''iid-.' wen <'ai alre.id\, 
and everybody had a .is if ihe\ w-n L'oinr to 

a tea party, clo.ikivl in i l-ind of dttiaiu jillitv Miik.iel 
moved on t<*w.irds H\d< l’..rL ()\ir muht had 
sprung up this anni'ini: ■-r«!T(.d im-.h-ma^h of lorric'- 
and cans and tents' In the midM '•! ill tin ment il 
and imagin.m\c letlur^'. whuii hid prodmid tin' 
national cri''is wh.it ,i wondirtul ai-fliv oj pr.utu.il 
and departmental en( r^\ ' ’’Mk\ '.n w^ - m't oii^Mni-e ' ‘ 

thought Mkii.ul . ‘t-in’t W( pi i -thf avj/ '* 

He went on lo .1 biL' r.nlw.u ^talli‘n It was picketed, 
but they were runtiinc ir.uns .i]read\, w.th \o)unte«.r 
labour. Poking round, lie tall.id lure and there .imong 
'‘the volunteers ' jlv (i<orgt '* he thoiiLtht, ' tliesc fil- 
lows’ll want feeding ' Wiiat .ib. ut a ^.mtei n ' ' And lu 
returned post haste N.uth b^n irt 
Fleur was in 

“ Will you help me run a railu.i\ canuen for volunteers 
He saw the expresMun ‘ H that a good stunt ? ’ riNC on her 
face, and hurried on . 

** h'U mean fnghtfulK hard work , and getting an) Ixid) 
we cart to help. I darevay I could rope m Norah Curfew 
and her gang from Rethnal Green for 1 start But it’s 
your quick head iliai's wanted, and your way with men.’* 
Fkur smiled. “ All right,” she said. 
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They took the car—a present trom So.imcs on their 
return from round the world and went about, piekm^ 
people up and dro| pmu tl.iiii airain They recruited 
Norali CurJtw .ind “hir u’ini:' in Hell.rial Green, and 
dunnit this hr^t nieuiiu: 1 h'lr witli oiu whom she had 
been inclined i" su^pca .i, -.imeiluni,’ of a ri\al, Michael 
noted how, within lut nnmius, -lii had aneplcd Norah 
Curtiw as too id ' to b, du\i:‘roiis He left them 
It ,''out]i bvjii ire in viilinn.i iwir »iilin ir\ detaiK, and 

H't torth to 'ap the natural opj ismi.n. ni otlui.ddom It 

w.o like iiUtiru; barbed win on .i viark ^l^'hl before an 

■ operatii'H ’ H-' uit a yo>'d di d. and went down t(» 

the ‘ Hoa < ’ liuinnnnL’ witb unlornuilaUd ‘ formula^/ 
It was, ON t‘;( will.bn thi ba-r iliMrlul pla(.t Ik had been 
in that d,i\ 1 C(.r\oiu- wa^ taikiiu' oI tie 'menace l<v 
tiie Con-'itution ' 'Ih- (.nwcrnm-ni's li.riL,' face was 
lopui r than i\'r. uid riotlunu' t)ic\ said coidil be done 
until 1 ! ii ivt t’-'M oued Ihc c\prc siuiis ‘Irtcdom o( 
tlu I’ress ' .,rib ■ ,\[ the- pistol's mouth,' were bcin^» used 
to the po,nt ot t i,.(..loi.r\ ' He ran across Mr Blythe 
hroodiiiy in th<. !,ol.lw on the tcinpofart decease of h«> 
lH’lo\id UVikw, and took him o\ir to South Square 
‘liT a bite’ at n n« oMuck 1 Icur had tonic in for the 
sami purpose \ti.ordmK' to Mr Blythe, the Milution wa» 
tu ' lorm a uroup ’ oj rn,’ht-ihmkir.k' opinion 

“Kxactlv, Blvihe' But wfiat is rik'ht-thmking, at ‘ the 
present tinu oi speakinp ’ ' 

" It all comes bac> to l'oi,»i.Mr(ism,” vaid Mr Blythe 
“Oh ' *' s.iiJ bkur, “ I do wish \ou’d both drop that, 
N'obodv will ha\e anv thini; to sjv t,, ,i V,,j mi^ht as well 
ask the people of to-dav to live like St brancis d’.Ajisisi.’' 

“ Mv deaf yemn^,' lad), suppose St. brancis d’/Vssisi had 
said that, we shtiuldnT lx: hearing to-da) of St. traocis.” 

** Well, what real cflcct has he had ? He*i just a 
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curiosity. All those prcat spiritual figures are curiosities. 
Look at Tolstoi now, or Christ, for that matter ! ” 

“ Fleur’s rather right, Blythe.” 

“ Blasphemy ! ” s.iid Mr Blythe. 

“ I don’t know, Blythe ; I’ve been looking at the gutters 
lately, and I’ve come to the conclusion th.it they put a 
stopper on Fogg.irtism Watch tlit children there, and 
you’ll see how .ittr.ativc gutters ,ire ' So long ,is a child 
can have a gutter, he'll never k.ne it .‘\nd, mind you, 
gutter.s are a great cuilising intliunce We have more 
gutters here than any other counirv .nid more children 
brought up in them; and we’re the most ucilised people 
in the world. Thus strike’s going to pnoe that There’ll 
be less bloodshed and more good humour than there could 
be anywhere else ; all due to the gutter ’’ 

“ Renegade 1 ” said Mr. Bivthc 

“Well,” said .Mich.iel, “ Enggartism, like all riligmns, is 
the over-expression of a home truth Wc'ce been too 
wholesale, Blythe. What concerts haie cm m.ide ? ” 

“ None,” said Mr. Blythe “ But if ccc can’t take 
children from the gutter, Fogg.irtism is no more ” 

Michael cvriggled ; and Fleur said promptly ■ ‘‘ What 
never was can’t be no more. Arc you coming cciiti me to 
see the kitchens, .Michael- -they’ve been left in a filthy state. 
How does one deal cvitli black beetles on a large scale : ” 

“ Get a beetle-man—sort of pied piper, who lures them to 
their fate,” 

Arrived on the premises of the cantecn-to-be, they were 
joined by Ruth La Fontaine, of Norah Curfew’s ‘ gang,’ and 
descended to the dark and odorous kitchen. Michael struck 
a match, and found the switch Gosh 1 in the light, sur- 
^sed, a brown-black scuttling sevann covered the floor, the 
walls, the tables. Michael had just sufficient control of his 
nerves totake in le faces of those three—Flcnr's sh uddori ng 
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ON nil 'riiONi' 

VV^NIFRI I' nMiiii h ui Iiui rn,i\(,l her 1/,/nniie Pr.r 
N»n m liLi si\t\ 'vi.ir, -lit h.ui nn toU.iwed ii>). 

tloscly the proi^re^-N »-{ 'aLkIi led up t*. ilu i^uural 

vtnkc— iIkv wi. re .du.ns -- i\jni: ilnn^N ip ’di< papers, .ind 
vou never I.iu \\ wh.it n.ts true. , ’I'r id- > rniuii pi '‘ple, 
too, were s,, mtcrit ritie, th.it r- d'. mui h.id no p,.in nee 
besides, the (joverimuiu \\\\ a \' did '■'inetlimu' in the 
end. Aetinp. Ii-iui\er, on t',<' .id\ie<. ot lier bnaiur 
Soames, slu luul tdl. nI hei -W' r- wuh m.,\ 1 and lier 
cupho.irds null pnit^rie-. in.l In ren oMink on the 
‘'Ccond nioriiiiie: of tiu strike, u i ud i<'n]ort,iM\ at 
the telephone 

“Is that \i)u, ; Ar^ m-u aiul (.uk tomin- lor 

me this ewiiinp ' " 

“ Ki), Moliier J.ii k’s snurn in, (>.* ecur^t He ha-^ t<> he 
on duty at five HcMdes, tht\ sa\ tlu ile airi s \\i)j close. 
WcMl go 1 ater ‘ U.a LuhK Lade's' sure to run “ 

“ Very well, dear Kut wh u a {ns's n all is! How nre 
the boys ? 

“ Awfully fit The) 're both C'ung to he little * specials^ 
I’ve made them tin\ badges. lV\e.u ilunk the child's 
department at Haindgc's would have to) truncheons ? “ 

“Sure to, if It giH's on. I shall be there to-day; I’ll 
suggest it. They’d look t(Hi sweet, wouldn’t they ? Arc 
you all right for coal ? " 

“Oh, yes. Jack sa\swe mustn’t hoard. He's fearfully 

patriotic, 
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“ l"vc to the boys ' 

>1.(‘ fl.td jii-t I’l L’lin i" < "i;siJ( r vshom ■‘he sh<juld call u[‘ 
rif\i ulicn (lie h 1 c['1im:i. ]1 r.jttL’ 

' ■' 

“ ^lr \ .il ]> irtu h\ nil' Ak T' *’ 

“ uh-, -j ' ■■ 

■' tMin- 1 ^ii'it'ir 1 1 r;i in H.,,]), j, frtVnd of hi*'. 

(.'cul i ' :\\i n,i hi- ul'iri . t ’ i ' 

>'t nil'- 'I i • I ’ - I-'. . . i 

I in 1) • I!."’,’ 1 M .11 1 ! • .1! . but 1 vl.jrcSrtv 

!i' ‘Ml. I ' b' ■' I ’ 'u' h ill 1 '/'■ ’ 'll i;i\ Ml' ii^'c ’ 

' i-A .11’ ' I'l I d nni: up .tij.nn , 

‘>r I ik' 'll'. I h ,!>. • 1 it r I’r. 1 - 1 ' ’ ’ 

\V iiiiiF' ■! ’'t j A '’ 1.' r . 1 r 

i ' -A 1- t-d si„ 

}i id '' d'''Aii' in.iiKN < • i ], h"v% oil-II di->iin( tiDti 

Mol A.'ii ' Oi. nili-r, xsith the latk 

ot It III II.( ■ :j I’ irk I..int'd I'. !/i(\ ii.id Iri’Avn so many 
t.i'hi"ii d']i ^'A h" h ,d ■ ididinih' b.iiikn.pt.v or divorce 
o>urM I'liiii’ '-r iiiotlifr -ii ni iMfn .»ble to 

o-M diNtin ti'.n I'/Kif hid ['(Ml thr brxiiKiini: of Monty 
hi hid \\"rn -lkIi pirliM 'a .ti'-t.. >.its .uid gardenias, 

»nd h.id kl' I’A II MlHh h ib'U.t ill Ili.ll VV.iS l.l'l 

not li-bt iinprf -< d t''> h.in \1 .a- 11' sj,,. diJ 

him no\N U ithout lum -lu a..;;! ’ r.cv. r h«\c li.id Val, or 
tA.. h ‘>\or }{' n< du ' (.dinosf .i colonel), thoupb 
'-Ik rie\cr .s.>a him now. Ininc >• he did, in Guernsey, to 
proA (ui.umbi.rs, a\s.i' !rom the inionie'.iv d’hey might 
s.iN vvljut ih’. V liktd ibi'Ut the ii;(. but <>ald it really be 
more up ^--d.iU than it vsas in the 'nru ties and the early 
ccafs oi tin (inturv, aIicii incoim i was at a shilling, 

and that considered liigh ' lh*i{'le now just ran about 
and talked, tf* di-c'ui'C the fat i tiiat they were Qoi so ‘ chic * * 
and up-to-date as they used to be. 




7i8 


A MODI'RX COMEDV 


Apain the telephone bell r.init. “ Will you take a trunk 
c«jII from U'nnsdon f . 

“ H.i]Jo ! Iliji )()u, MtiiiiLT ? ” 

“Oh, \\tl, 1 hh\ nut ' Imi’i iliis Mnki- 
“ Sill) ' I a . ut'rc otinmi; up ” 

“Rc.ill), Je,,r linl oIa • V.n’ll b, so ,„ush more 
comfortable in the lountrv.” 

Ifollt s,^ s jj, jPI tiiino' \\ 'i" lib 1)11 think 

turned up l.in mel-t I,'r boal,-r , |,,,i Ik.rsyte 

Reft hit) wile .iiitl 111'a 1 1) r III i* i11 .' t 1 ,) n niIs■(si the 

war and coukin’t .ilkinl to nn-, i),i IPen tr.u Ikno all 
the winter—hew pt, It.iK, .oul lim .ku.lsisl Anuri, i, 1 

father. Sa\' he w ant s to do oni, i iono irt\ - ipy to 
stoke an uii;ine Wkre limn; e| Hr, ,,ol tins 

aftcrnsioii." 

“Oh, bin win not tom n, m;., ,|r,,r, r-o' pi. nt) of 

evervthini; - " 

“Well, iheie's louiiy |.i'i 1 doii'i tkink ^ " 

“ But heb .1 imc 1 ''^ , i-n't ht • 

“UndcSu .inu-v i-ji'j ” 

“No, de.ar lie’s at M.ipleJiirli.im 111,, and by the 
way, Viil, someone has pi t rune up i.,r \iiu-a .Mr. 
Stainford.” 

“ Stainford ' Whit' .\,ii>re\ ^t utilorj I haven’t 
•ecn him since Oxford “ 

He said he would riny up .le.nn or take his chance of 
finding you here ’’ 

“Oh, I’d lo\e to sec old e.i.ontorj .ii;.iin. Well, it you 
don t mind putting us up, Moiht r t .an t leave young Jon 
out, yoit know'' he .ind I lolls .ire very thick after six 
years ; but 1 expect he'll be out all the time.” 

“ Oh, that’ll be quite all right, dear ; and how is Holly f ” 
“Topping.” 

“ And the horses ! ” 
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“All right. I’ve gnt d <ni)rting tuo-vcar*oKI, nthcr 
bnckw.ird Sh.»n’t run him till GooLl\\.)nJ. but he ought 
:o win then 

“ Th.it’]] be J'iightful Wfll, Jc.ir bov. I’ll expect 
you But )('U won’t he vb'ing in\tiling rt^i, with your 
leg ^ ” 

“No. ju'-i .1 'bii'. p(’rl',ip> W.n’i l.<'<t, you 
know Tin* (i'-vc rrrnt r f- til re t.]\ }’rit>\ hut stuif. 

Wc’\ c r-)/’em till-i.im 

I'm itgl.ivi Ib’lb' -IK !i .1hhiiiLMi'hue it over ; 
If"' Jrt.uilul!\ b I 1 lor iht ■-( i- 'ii Y<iijr uiu le will be ver)’ 
upwi ” 

\n ituli'MU'u' liibh --.anl, fhfii \ lb' \ou'e .igain : 

‘‘I s.i\, ll'-l!v •'.ly. w.int 1 ji'l—'.ou might ask 

y(jung.Mt'ni II in with peo] h r \.'ii'■oon, then- 
g(HHi-bv< ' 

Ktpl.u mg iIh t' I f iver. Wimfr .1 li.nl si iriel\ r^en from 
the satinwool eh.nr dii winch she h.id bt-'-n ^e.Kc'l, when 
the b(ll r mg ig on 

“Mrs. Dirtu ' Th.it '.oii, WinilreJ ? Soames 
speaking. Wh.it did I tell you ' 

“Vts; It’s \ ers .mno\ inv, dr.it Hut \'. 4 l ba\s it’ll soon 
be over ” 

“ Wh.'it’'^ he know .ibout it ? ” 

“ He’s very '•hrewd ” 

“ Shrewd ? H’m ! I’m coming up to Fleur’s.’* 

“ But, why, So.imes ’ I should have thought—” 

“ Muvt be on the spot, in case of—accidents. Besides, 
the car’ll be eating its Inad off dowm here—may as wdl 
be useful. Do that fellow Riggs good to be sworn in. 
This thing may lead to anything ” 

" Oh ! Do you think-** 

“Think ? It’s no joke. Comes of playing abottt with 
^nbsidics.** 
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“ Bui you told rno last summer-” 

“ Th<'\ don't lodK ahr.id Thc)'vf i;ot no more nou.' 
than a tom-cat Xnn^rtt u.mt-' t" t;** id lu-r rridtiicr's in 
France. I shan’t stop her ^lic i.in't ^ad about vsiiiK 
this IS on I shall l.ikt her Ddv^ r with (he « ar u* d.i\ , 
and come up io-m<irr-'n 
“ Ou^dit om to 11 aiu iliini:^, boani' ' ” 

“ CertainK not 

“ l’cM)pl< sctni dnadlulK bn > .ibni; n .hi Nhil’s i^dinp' 
to drive a 'bu'- Oh' and, >d.inKs that \i>un'j loti 
Forsyte is bav.k lU's Kit hi- wiK and indti.<.r a lOn-, 
and come o\(.r to Ik a '•tMk< r " 

A deep sound, all,! tin n 

“ What's ht want (d d" (i.ai l<>r ' Miuh lx. U(. r keep out 
of England ” 

“ Vc e s I supi 'dc 1 K ur 
“ Don’t \ou j:d puitinc' ihinps ntM hrr head ' " 

"Of cdursc not, ^oanles .“su I 'hall see y>\i ' (lood- 
bye,” 

Dear Soames was alwa\s so {iiss\ about 1 Ear' Vouni,’ 
Jon Forsyte and she O.* eourse but that was ai^es aj^'o ! 
Calf love! And Winifred smiled, sniin^ ur\ still This 
strike was realU most ‘ intriemnL'' ^d lone as they 
didn’t break an\ tMiidow-'- Iceau-t, of u'urse, the milk 
supply would be al! rn^ht, the (io\ernmeni always saw to 
that ; and as to the newspapers-well, after all, they were 
a luxury! h would be vcr\ nice to ha\e \ al and Holly 
'Fhe strike was really somethini: to talk about ; there had 
been nothin^' so exciting' sintc the war And, obeying’ 
an obscure instinct to do sonuihin^' abt>ui it, Winifred 
again took up tlic rcccixer " Gi\c me W csiminster oooo. 
... Is that Mrs Michael Mont’s ? Fieur ? Aunt Wini¬ 
fred speaking. How arc you, dear ? ” 

The voice which answered had that i^utck little way of 
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'•Itapint; wt^rds that v^a^ v" aiiibsiPi’ i" Wiiufri-d, who in her 
\"Uth lijJ perfected a drtul. whidi clft«tuall\ dominated 
I'oth speed and emotion \I1 the \i3iini; vsi-nuti in ^oCK‘I\ 
novsada\' 'pd.e liG I a ur. a 't llit\ had tound the tdd 
[\ ot ^p^ iK.ru' 1 lajiidi d"\\ itid {1 It. and were nn^ it 
w nh little pila he ' 

“ l\rkid! riL'iit. rh ii;h Vir. tliinj.- I . ..n do }or you. 
Ainiii' 

“ Ve'. nr. d« ..r ■. air . ■ n, m \ il ,i:i,i I ii.I!'. .ire coming 

up to ni< t!ll^ "mK' \j.d ll-II’. 1 diink it’s vcr\ 

iinne3.i ^'ar\, h’ii •'h' ua.'it'i"..- -oiiKiiune ''I < thou;.;h( 
puhap^ Mn II a ! 'uld 1- n- 'U 

“Oil, v.i li. 't I air-' then ir h't ''I tlun-. \\c\c 
'.lartc d a < it.n ( n n-r r uKe.u .\orkf . } i ri. .p-. -ehe'd like 
to he 1| in ft ' ” 

'■ .M\ el< ii. uouM he awfxilh. n;. ■ 

" Jt Won’l, \i Ilf \\ ilhlre vi , It’' {felt. 'irtIKloU.s" 

” It ean't lot, d«ar, ..I cur'e I’irliaineiit are hound 
to do ‘•onKtiiwi.: ahoia u It must In i threat eomfort to 
\o'i te- ha\' ail the lu ws [.f'* hanJ 1 l'< I), niJ\ I send 
Ilolh to u 

■"hut ot .ouT'e >li’ll h‘ vef'. Use I'll \t her a^’e 
siie'd t'cltcr do suppla I tiiinl.. iii'ii ad ot >tand!n^,' about, 
serMiii: 1 on with her an riL'ht d’hc f^’feat thin); is 

to iia’vc peoj'le that pvi -ui t-M »!,»r, an i don't fusi. Have 
\ ..u heard iroin I aiiuT ' ” 

’ Ve-^ , he’s loiTiink'up to veni to morrow ” 

■■ { til ' liut \\h\ ' " 

*' 11. ' i\' h' mu'.t he on tfu >pot. in ea'C of — “ 

“ d hat’s sn Ne’.errunl It’ll make twe) car*.” 

** Holly vmI! have hers, l«>i- \ al’s uni; to drive a *bu4, 

he sa\'- and -er vouii);- well, dear, that’s all! My 
love to Kii There arc a tremendous lot of milk-cani 
in till alread\, Smiihcr says, bhc wt‘nt oot this 
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morning into Park Lane to have a look. It'.s all rather 
thrilling, don’t you think f ” 

“ k\. the House they say it’ll mean another shilling on the 
incorac-ta.x before it’s over.” 

“ Oh, dear ! ” 

At this moment a voice said • “ Have they answered ? ” 
And, replacing the receiver, Winifred .ig.iiii s.it, pl.icid. 
Park Lane! Prom the old hou'c tlnrc—hiaise of her 
youth — one would h.ivc had a Sjdi lulul view ol cvervthing 
—quite the headquarters! liiii how ilre.ulliillv the poor 
old Pater would have felt it I ).lines' She i m< d to see 
him again with las pl.ad over las 'houKi. rs, and las nose 
glued to a window-pane, trting lo euro with the e\idonie 
ol his old grey eyes llu- l.it.d h.ibit thty .ill laid ot not 
telling him ain thing She still laid'iiiii ot las wine .And 
Warmson, their old luitkr, -nil kt pt • The I’oiUir I’ajuin,’ 
on the river .n ,\loulsl>rKh;i Ih .ilw.i'. s sent la r a Stilton 
cheese at Christmas, with a mcmot.induni of the cs.at 
amount of the old J’.irk Lane port .she was to pour into it 
His last letter laid ended thus : ” I often think of the 
master, and how fond he w.as of goim; down the cellar 
right up to the end As regards wine, ma’am, Pm afraid 
the days are not wli.n they were. .My dutv to Mr Soames 
and all. De.ir me, n seems a long time since I first came 
to Park Lane. 

'■ Your obedient servant, 

“ GrOROr \\ ARMSON 

“P.S.—I had a pound or two on that colt Mr, Val bred, 
please to tell him—and c.ame in useful ” 

The old sort of servant! And now she had Smithcr, 
itom Titwithy’s, Cook having died—so mysteriously, or, 
u Smither pnt it; “ Of hornwee, ma’am, 1 verily believe, 
missing Mr. Timothy as we did ”—Smither as a son of 
anpe r fidg o didn't they call it, on ships i and realty 
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• if .1 anJ 

thi v\.iv l.ir 1 

'iM t'- 1 r-Mki J 

Aitir lo he with the 
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iU'> ^ r, lii' 
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. I h' . v.i r jiiilr respcClahlc 
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• -1 rh. : 1 n-i.v, bcc.iusc they 

wap 'tri’jlji 
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. . and in these days, of 

c'liir-'t, tr. 1 " 
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i :• tk ■ , i.i'i, [h.ii no chair 

c..uU 'UnJ u 

Ml. r..-, t'i 

.i.lc' till- decree of respect- 

a[nlit\ I'tiK-iii 
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I. ,I 


1 , 


\|1 li. 


.r !. 


n, h\ t! < 

i!"i nv (. 

W 

'■T\ ' 1 < M i'< J ,ln ill) 

h.it W'liiJ' rtiil L!r<' :i ’ 
r cv (r ' TIm ^ ij.kifii 
!i')}’, ih' ii I h 
' .I >1 !.■! 'I\ \ t if" ‘ 

, 'iirri i vMiliii) till' 
' <>'irUr\ ' \lUU U'JuKi be 
It ')) be lultfuIK tini- lit d 


(.t 


Jon For‘«mi N w i,. mi.. 

Lis: pu--ib]t bo.M, ,iJl< 

}i<u} bten ino''t p't till ir 
under iIk < • 1 '.\n 'w ■. ( in 
Enj^lanti ' W b it '.s.indt r!.d n Ik 
Wli.it an .iir ol h i\ iti/ brt n tlr re 
dips int" \ ill.iLH . ib' "Id t ri 
clumps ’ \ild t h( t U' k." . i<. ■! 

A piH’t, '■"iiicvshit 1.1 .rm Mil 
younj; m.m ncli-i-.U' "Id 
cra7\ .il'out ibi-'. "initr\Md'- - 
Wlicn the ner il strike u.i' "\.r di' i"iild fiiu ab.ni', 
and he would show her everiihiiiL’ In th- ni'.intiiru 
she would be all nv^dil wiiii hl^ niother in I’lri^, an! he 
would he free f"r an\ job lie e"uld ca lb rtmcmlvrcd 
this hit» and Charie t< .nbur\ Kim; up ilnre. ml lu^ walk 
over from U'.nlMnc He riiin mbv r.-d \er-. will 1 leur ' 
bruthcr-indaw, 1 raneis \\i'ni"t» had s'onu Inuk irom 
KnpLind with niueh t" sa\ d'"ut 1 leur. slu wa^ vcr\ 
modern now, and aitrutix'', md had a b('\ 1I"U deeply 
one could be in lo\i', and h"\^ compler J\ i^et n\tr jr' 
Considering what In'. "Li teelincs di-\sn here had been, it 
was strange but pUa’'..nt to be ]us: simply cnci. r to see H"il\ 
and ‘ old Val' 

Bc)ond a lehgram from Di. ppo he had made no an- 
nejuncement of hi> eonung, but iIkn w<iulJ surcl\ be 
here because of the horses He would like to liave a Lji^k 

m 
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At \ al’s racing 'labK, .tnd a n !c, perhaps, on the 
l)u\\ns before takine '-n .1 -inlv' leb ll onh \nnr \\c're 
\Mlh him, and iiie\ (.ould h.(\c ti.a n.i t'.-Niher' \:k] 
Jon [hou[.'hl ot hi''tir-t rivl( \Mtl' int!i' >oiith Carohn 
lan U(M>Js—that nd'- Ir-.in \Ma-!i ih; . Ind ntithcr ot 
them ri.i.o\(r- t D.-n 1 i»hi house! 

\tiJ hire a! 'Ik il , '> ■ t ■ ' \v \ .1 M^^hr of 

hi' h Ir-'-i-t' r. !iii. oi 1 i .tk ii .ir' vl k. i lilIre ", j(tn 
kj' \, iT< vl f'V a -in' i I’ll’ [Ilf IP a. .‘1 r.'if ;r 1 ilia r i' he 

'1 k! h."'K( Ki ill u Jt' ie;;i ' .Ilf nn" 1 '. im,- ,i( , i ui ifii oKi 

.riiuii .r K"'''! Mill 1 > ui .! ■ I'O.ik -and '■<> 
Liof'd to hlTll 

'• |fin ' fb.vi ’ ■- ri.d iM - - \fMj ' 

IKr \i s. ' ■ '■ r.fpoir' 1. h i.i ilu,, h.’iiicd on his 

f\(.lr''A 'k- !. I : I't .< i \ h.h-.i'.t<r \sas 

nm rill.IP ii'd '-’.'r. I’o r li! \\ iih t ull'i ;< r -ou were 

duK ■ t b' iL.I' f’l’t la,.’, 

“ VV !i it 1 : ,1 \' 1.1 f. ■ pidJ’i I bniie \nn< i’, i \ ■ fiir rnoihcr ! 

bur j t. rh i;' r' [U't .i^ \m !!. tdl ti o 1 ■ a« r You )<Kjk 

quiu I ncli ll -rill, h'li, .ifi 1 \ipur iiKPuild'' as nut and 
w kit .IS <*\er \M'\ i> \rurii in-and n t\a) na n have such 

•'mail mouth- ' 

“ S( n'C ' 'I -hit. I ihiTi 1 . ] 1'fk' Vi!'" 

“Oh, \ al's ,1' ri.'lii 'i ou i.avm’t l*-i jour smile. 

rciiK.nibt.r \our ohl ri--iii ' ” 

‘ Rallur \riv5 la>w .tn \'/.v, IJ'illv ' ’’ 

“ ^(/-so Tvt I't^omc .1 'Afitf r, J'lii ” 

“ >plondiJ ' " 

“ N'‘t at all Hard ' ibour and no reward ” 

"Oh’” 

The hf"! book vs.IS born i<w> -till lor invtinnjf. A .son 
ol ’ Atnc.»n harm,' without tin spiritual InlU—if you 
remember it ” 

“ Rather ! Rut I alvsnya Iclt the fnlis out.” 
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“ Yes, we set our objection to (nil' from D.id, Jon He 
said to me once, ‘ Ii'lt end in our c.illins all matter epirit or 
all spirit matter— I don’t know wliich ' " 

“It won’t,” said Jon; “people love to dnide things 
up. I say, I remtniber cteiy btici; .u this rouin. How 
are the horses r Can 1 liavi .1 lo.,k at them .iiid a ride 
to-morrow ! ” 

“ We’ll foftli <\'rl\ iiiid •' I’f in til oYcTcioC. 
only got tliici umj ’ c.ir-u'ti^, I'ui oin. ui thcm\ ino',! 
promibing ” 

“ Fine 1 Alter th ti I luu : ’ * u|' ,iA ,< gt.ucJ, tlirtv 
job. I sht'uld liLc ii; t ii iiic 1 ' .i!\\,ivb \\nnicd 

to know luiw St' -l.crs kcl " 

“ Wr'll :ill :mi Wo c.. .‘.nii V .il\ nn.ilier 

It is so to bcc y<'U, ji'ii iMiiiicr's jii lull .m 

hour.’* 

Jon lingered live iniiuuc t .11 i,;, 'c.'lui-.w ’1 ii.it on K.ird 
in full bloom—nor in.itlicinJiic.tllv jL.i.t-,!, like liis jo^t- 
lold North Cjrolini.in pcach-trci—u.u .tslu\ ]\ .is on ih.it 
loDg*ago night wlicn he ch.»>cii ! Icur ih-r..m Th.u w.i«i 
the beauty of England—n'.-ih ng wj- f'.nned ' H-iu 
horac-bick he had lucn o\cr liicrc , ves, .inJ hi^ nMilur, 
tool He would never go back! iluw wundcriul ili.it 
sea of apple blo^''lu ' Ckukoo .ig.un ! Th.ai ukiiu was 
worth coming lu nu- for He would find a place and grow 
Irait, down in the West, Wurccbtcrshirc or bomcrbct, or 
near here—thc\ grew .1 lot oi tigb and tilings at Worthing, 
he remcinbcfcd. Turning out liis sun case, he bcgali to 
dxeiKt. Just where he was -uting now, pulling on liis 
Aznerican socks, h.ui he s.u when Fleur \sas showing him 
her Goya dress. Who would have l>e]icvcd then that, 
six yean later, he \\<mld want Anne, not Fleur, beside 
him on this bed! The gong ! Dabbing at his hair, bright 
and itivery, he straightened his tic and ran down. 
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Val’s views on the strike, Nhil’s vicw.s on everything, 
shrewd and narrow as his liiirsem-in’s face ! Those Labour 
johnnies were up .it’.nnst it this time with a vengeance; 
thet'd have to lied up before it was over Howr had Jon 
liked the Yank'. • H.ad he stm ‘Min of War’ ! No? 
(lOod Lord' 1 lie thing lust worth snini; in America! 
Was the gras- u, Kcntuikv reallv blue ’ Only from the 
distance’ Oh! What wir. thev going to al'olish over 
there next : W asn’t iluri .1 plan down ,''outh where you 
were oniv allowed to col, ihit un I' r the 1 ves of the town 
watch ' Parlianiint hen wire "oing to put a tax on 
betting, wli\ not introduce the ‘'loic’ and have done 
with It ■ I’l r-oi. div 1 c didn’t caO , la'd gn 1 n up betting I 
And he glaiiri i at llolU |on, too, glmccd at her lifted 
brows and sliehtlv parted lit ■ -a rhnrming face— 
ironical md tohrani ' ^lie dooe \ al wiih 'ilken reins! 

\'al Went on leiod job Jon had gum tip America; if 
he must lariii out of I'ngland, why not Soutli Africa, 
under tlie poor old liritisli fl.ig , ihougli tin Dutch weren’t 
done with vet ' A tough lot ' They liad gone out there, 
of Course, so l>right .ind c irly tliat they were real settlers— 
none of vour .idventunrs, failiiris-at-home, remittance- 
men. He didn’t like tin beggirs, but they were stout 
fellows, all tlic same, (hung to stay in hngland Good I 
What .ibout Coining in with them and breeding racing 
stock 

After an awkward little silence. Holly said slyly: 

" Jon doesn’t think that’s quite a man’s job, VaL” 

“ Why not ’ ” 

“ Luxury trade ” 

“ Blood stock—where would horses be without it f " 

“ Ver)' tempting,” said Jon. “ I’d like an interest 
in 11. But I'd want to grow fruit and things for a main 
line.” 
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“All right, m)- >i)n , you can grow the apples thc\ eat 

on SunJ.'us ” 

“You ''CC, fon," said Holl\. “ nohodv believes in 
growing an\ thing in I-nglnul W’e talk about it more and 
more, and do it Ie->> and less Do \ou see an\ change in 

|nn, \’al : *' 

Tile ciHisins cxih.mgeJ a stan 
“ A Int more s"l;d , notliing Am-iican, mswav ” 

Hollv nuirnuired thoughtlulK “\\li\ tan oin. alwavs 
tell an Aniern an ^ " 

'* Win I ail one aln.iv s tell an 1' iighsliinan ” s ,id fon 
“Something guarded. in_\ dear Hut a n itioin! |o,.k’s 
the most dithcult thing m the worl 1 t-. detine Mill, vou 
cailT mistake the Anurkan c \j'ressi.,n " 

“ I don't Ih lie\ e \ oil'll i.O - \nru t>g one ” 

“ Desinbe her, [op 

“No. W .m till \ ou S'' Id r “ 

When, alter dinm r. \ al was g«ung Ins last round <it tin 
hlablcs, Jon said 

“ Do you ever see 1 hur. HolI\ ' ” 

“I haven’t lor eighteen month'-, 1 should think I like 
her husband , he’s an awlulls g(»od sort You were \sell 
out of that, jon She isn't \our kind mn that ^he isn’t 
charming , but she has ti) I't pluinb terurc oI the stage I 
supp(>sc )ou knew (hat. re ill\ 

Jon looked .It Ik r and did not ansvser 
“ Of course," murmured Ih'lK, “ when one’s in love, i>nc 
doesn’t know much " 

Up in his room again, the house began to be liaunted 
Into it seemed to troop all his memories, of Heur, of Robin 
Hill---old trees of his b(*\hood, his father's cigars, his 
mother’s flowers and muMC, the nurserx' of his games, 
HoUv’s nursery IkHifc him, with its window looking out 
over the clock tower above the stables, the room where 
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lattcrlv ’k‘ h.ui ‘;tri3t:L'k>l uith r! m'u* In thr(n!i:h \n*^ 
(>pe'n I'oJrocni uind'uv c-inic tlu svM'ct ntcJ .nr-- 

‘'(-It - lr<'Pi i\\c of tk [)<■•,;n ili< moon- 
-r.iturcJ till'; tirsr ni^io <•! '"ini' t-r n -it iK.in lU'» 
thoii'in.f n)^!i' Wiili K-l'iii Hrll '"’I.I. rl.i" w i'- flit’ 

Heart."t la 1, I i t" iK'int in i ni i jh ! rinu Hut ilu \ inn'll 

make ''nf -t tk'r t'>\H !.< an i Viiiu Ik hk- die 

Kri'di'^li lintr la h t i 'a.init o t-■ hiIt i.. ih' s’< u ini', atul 
''tent.irkk'-'-t*'- |n'i l't(.ai'' "r \ 'airli in I 

accent it , 'mII, tni.«a i- l.i t ir^ \nnt uanlif 
pill- It U[ I i-'it r nov\ •aa'' \tr\ rt. i - pin e’' il‘ I’.ul 

hkiJ iht. \n ' ru in-, I'u' la '•‘•a’^ \ al li.ui «i.inl dare 

\v i' n-'ilanr \m( ri. in il'-ui Inni \ii - ka —it il W luit 
a di uli-ve li, i I'-ii ‘a't liou a.ft ..iitl t.lJ it" inple ’ 

He i” . into bc<i >]tt} il k vt.intcd to be up to see 

tlic hofM " exirti^fti' Hiut b'l-ri, mre, li'- h.ui ijot up 
earl\ tor atioditr purp-’"' ' Aliel soon li< slrpt ; and 3 
lorm • a' \lila uae H j !< ur s w.iflJtrcJ ID lilt* 
' tirriJorb of hh drcanis. 
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80AME5 COES UP TO TOWK 


Havihc seen his wife o2 from Dover on the Wednesday, 
Sonnies Forsyte motored towards town. On the way he 
deqded to make a considerable detour and enter London 
,Oyar Hammersmith, the furthest westerly bridge in reason. 
There was for him a fixed connection between unpleasant 
Aess and the East End, in times of industrial disturbance. 
•And feeling that, if he encountered a threatening pror 
ietariat, he would must on going through with it, he acted 
nceordance with the other side of a Forsyte’s tesn- 
'lieiWVent; and looked ahead. Thus it was chat he found 
Ul held up in Hammersmith Broadway by the only 
p^legteniDg conduct of the afternoon. A noinber of 
had collected to interfere with a traffic of which 
not seem to approve. After sitting forward, to 
his chauffeur, “ You’d better go round, Riggs,” 

I did nothing but sit back. The afternoon was fine, 

: car—a landaulette—open, so that he had a good 
; total impossibility of ‘ going round.’ Just like 
Riggs to have run bang into this ! A terrific 
crammed with people trying to run out of 
k few cars like his own, half empty, trying to creep 
1 into town; a motor-omnibus, not om-tnmed 
•bat with every window broken, standing half:# 
; road; and a number of blank-looking peopie 
thifting before a handful of coostablnf 
e phenomena which Soamet felt the amhoritie* 
iibgmUiiyc better. 
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The words, “ Look at that blighted plutocnt !" mailed 
his ean; and in attempting to see the plutocrat in quetciony 
he became aware that it was himself. The epitlieta were 
nnjust! He was modestly attired in a brown overcoat and 
•oft felt hat; that fellow Riggs was plain enough in ail 
conscience, and the car was an ordinary blue. True, he 
was alone in it, .tnd all the other cars seemed full of people; 
but he did not see how he was to get over that, short of . 
carrying into London persons desirious of going in the 
opposite direction. To sliut the car, at all events, would 
look too pointed—so there was nothing for it but to sit StiB 
and take no notice! For this occupation no one conld 
have been better framed by Nature th.in So.imes, with hit 
air of slightly despising cre.ition. He sat, taking in little 
but his own nose, with the sun shining on his neck behind, 
and the crowd eddying round the police. Such violence aa 
had been necessary to break the windows of the ’bus had -, 
ceased, and the block was rather what might have been 
caused by the Prince of Wales. With every appearance id , 
not encouraging it by seeming to take notice, Soatnea ana 
observing the crowd. And a vacant-looking lot they : 
in his opinion ; neither their eyes nor their handa had 
of that dose attention to business which alone dulat'i 
revolutionary conduct formidable. Youths, for the 
part, with c^arettes drooping from their lips—they 
have been looking at a fallen horse. 

People were bom gaping nowadays. And a good ddt|||k| 
too! Cinemas, fags, and football matches—tfaete.HMK 
be no real revolution while they were on hand 
t there seemed to be more and more on band 
he was jnst feeling that the prospea was not 
when a young woman pot her head over the 


^Owld yon take me in to town 1 ” 
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Soame*? automatically consulted hn watch Tlie Ijand^. 
pointing' to H\cn o’clock };a\c him cxtra'-rdmariK liirlf 
help R.ithiT a Miiarth-drc'-^ci! \nuni^' woman, with i 
slight (.oikntv accent and jMJvcdcr i>n her no‘^c ' Thai 
fellow Rip^'s woukl ni ver ha\( done ^'rinnme \nd %<.i 
he had read ui th' Hnti^h {',,izeUf thai l'i>dv ua*- Join^ 
!t, R.itlKr prutlK ii< -.iid 

“ I supp'i'^c \\ here do \ mi vv.iiit t" t'" ' ” 

“ ()}i, la m-'tf r .''(ju.irc \'."iild do no .diriLhi" 

Great Svoti ' 

The \ omiL'Worn m -.cunidto • n - l.i- ( niotii.n “You 
see," ^lu '•■Ikh “ 1 L'ot 1‘' L' ' ' n;-IhlI!L' (o i.il I'iIdTi m\ 

show.” 

Murco\(“r, -•'he k i- i^ctiirii. in ' ^o.nmin irl ■j'-i out 
Kcstrainine hinn'ill, lie ^mvi In r a "i It lonj looi . .u irc '•s tjr 
M)methine \ouiil’ round t.ne. in . i< iip. intiiriiK n()^e 
little vriii!‘ m ( ^ urc. \ , r.itln r e"L i,’l . nnmt! I'm. pretic 

mouth, •'he'htlc Ionmiof ' >h’n_el'd ofi.tiurs' 

“ It’’' .i\sri\ kind ot \oa ' " 

“ Not at all ' •'.ud iM'amc- , and tin. < ar ino\cd 

“'I'hink itN poniLMo ki't, tin ''tnla ^ " 
l^oame^ le.ined lorward 

‘'(jo on. RicC''/ In ■'aid, ■■■ inJ put tin-' vounir ladv 
down in- cr- Go\entr\ ^t^• a " 

“ it’s lni,’htt*i\ awk tor U", all ihi'',” ’.iid tin vmnq l.idc 
“ I should nt\ir‘ve ^''t there in time \oii ’»t.cn our ^how, 
‘ Dat Lubl\ Lad\ ^ ' " 

" No ” 

It’s rather iro<»d ” 

*• Oh ! " 

“ W’c shall ha\c to eltisc. though, jf this lasts.” 

“ Ah! ” 

The young lady was silent, scorning to recognise that she 
was not in the presence of a convcrsation.alisr 
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S<>.inu“=' rc-cros^cd lll^ It \^.l^ so ^in>t In- h,u) 
'pnk( n to .1 str.in-:c“ Niuini; '.mi .n. tli.r Ik hid .dm-"! 
torL.''>ttf'ii h- 'V. !t w f- d‘'i ( Hi d' 1 ri"! lilt f<i < 

In r, .iiid \ t f \\.1" \ on-■ I' ’ll' t h it It .1'. i ; ,r 

" I’l iPlIi if’ ti It : " K( ' I’d, s;i i •.]>. 

’] !i< 'iini'.- i id\ Miiih ' 

‘ U h.it d'' 'ill I Ill’ll- " '. - ij ’ • It*' 4 1 i\', 1 ', I tr ” 

“ r di'ii’r Ill' - ,1 ; ^ . 

Tilt \ "i; !.■ 111\ • me I'' .(ji ! 

■ UiiN ' ' 

Hill - '.'■'i ' ' ‘ i ' r,; ! |,f ii 1 j ,,{d\ Scf-n 

k' I plllj t ' I It I. ‘tl . , \ ( 

" 1 lint'! ’ ‘ r ith r d-. i ” i 1 ’i, \i. ■ ^ 

111 '. “ k . :' ' -I i\\. Ill .m 'r. d] i. .th,' ” 

I lit • ir 1 M L’ i'i i' j • ' ii !'• |i/ II HI I . 

t.'I. id i'( li.. r, I'l.iii.- ii' I ' ir ( iid to till* 

Iln •lu-n.il, do , . i,* ' * dm ' n ithitinn 

l.ir It I' I'.idtk - ■ •! Ii'l tHI I - ' 

Vi.ii »t'!. f.i.nu .iiixi ■' I'lr - I-i ihc \oun»| 

IkU 

• nt tdt .n { ""ft ill M' > : ipt r i iic 

" W i..,i d . .. ,1 d^.m H - I 41 J 
“ Sit.If .Hid il itn ( 

“Is.c” 

‘ Id I r.ctfnr .1 L’-Mij 1 H Hj t.hird K't, whcrr ac'p all 
in >uir rijlitu 

I’lK-s smilt vi t iind\ 

“ ^ p .1 n I It:' i.K'. k ii( \ tiow,” he s.ud 

“ k lU V.K.^'han ' ^ Ua' she ' *' 

“Wiiovsa' k.jtc V dUL'.’ijn ? ” r? pt attJ >u.»mcH; “great¬ 
est d.int cr iii.it u js c\ (, r in mirk '(.jiK I).ini inj' was grace¬ 
ful in til 'x djs's, ntnv It's ^,11 throuinp' \our legs about. The 
faster vou can mu\c \our kit', the more you think you’re 
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dancing.” And, disconcerted by an outbur<;t that was 
bound to lead to bomotlunp, he averted liis c\ cs 

“ You don’t hke ja/7 ? ” queried the vouni> lady . 

“ I do not,” said Soamc'' 

“Well, I d'tn'i cithcr--nnt rallc; uN eettm^ old- 
fashioned, too.” 

Hyde Park Corner alre.idv ' .\i'd the car i^oin" a ^ood 
twenty ! 

“ Mv word' I.onk at the Ic-rrus, itN niarvellou"^, on't 
it ? ” ' 

Soamcfi emitted a r.inHrin.unr\ urnur The \ouni,'I. kK 
was powdering her n<ise ni)v\, .md i uu hinc up }i< r lips, with 
an almost stagi,'erinc frankness ‘Suppose .invonc ''Ces 
me ? ' thought So.imc'? And he would ne\ cr know whether 
anyone had or not Turmpc- up tin Inch collar of his 
overcoat, he said 

“Draughty iliings, tin. si <ars ' ^h.(ll I put \t'U down at 

Scott’s ? ” 

“ Oh, no. l.vcms, please; I’ve oitl) time tT .1 snack ; 
got to be on the stage at eight It’s been awt'K kind of 
you. I only liope somcbodv‘11 take nn- h<>me ' ” Her 
eyes rolled suddcnlv. and she added * " If \ou kn-ov what 
I mean.” 

“Quite!" saul S').uncw, with a icri.iin delicacy of 
pcTccpiion. ” Here you are Stnp—Ru'gs' ” 

The car stopped, and the vmng lady extended her hand 

to Soames. 

“ Good-bye, and thank you ! ” 

“Good-bye!” said Soames Nodding and smiling, she 

got out. 

“ Go on, Riggs, 3h.arp ! South Square.” 

The car moved on. Soames did not look back ; in his 
mind die thought formed like a bubble on the surface erf 
water ; ‘ in the old days anyone who looked and talked like 
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that would have left me her dddroj> ’ .\nd slic hadn’t I 
He could not decide whether or ii<« this marked an advance 
At South Square, on d^cowrm^,» that Michael and Fleur 
were out, he did rint dre-^ l^r dinner, hut went to the 
nursery, ills iinw luarlv three )cars old, was 

still awake, and ^cd “Hallo”’ 

“Hallo'” >n.an( . jfM.ii.id a to\ v^atchnJau's rattle, 
'j'here toll.need t'ue iiiinuit- oj ijiiit and vornylite absorp¬ 
tion, hroken littulh lu L'nnnr.d «ouijd. from the rattle. 
Then hi' ^:ra^.{^oll l.iv t^kk in i eot, h\ed his blue eyes on 
Soann • iiul ' iid, ' 11 ‘d*• ' ” 

“ H.ilio ' ” n j Ii d's. lilts 
“ Ta, la ' " • t a lo or.iiu:-ai 

” Ta, i.i ’ " 1 ; ■ line-, l .tt i.ii.a to tlic dia*r, and nearly 
fallin;; o\' r Hk -iKer do^» I Ik ii.it r\ a w tkui i( rminatcd, 
and S'laiiH' wtiii downa.iir-' 11 ur had t< lephoned to 
savhe vs not to u.nt diliiu r 

Oppo-iit. i; (iova la -.it dovMi No ^n^od Saving he 
reinemhind the C’h.irtibt nuts i*f '4S, because he had 
been horn iii *35 , but Ik knevv his tncK ^wullln liad been 
a ' special ’ at the nnie Tlus lur.d strike was probably 
the niost s<r;>'.is intern d disturb.itne that had happnrd 
since, and, 'iitini^ o\<r iiis .soiq, he bored further and 
further into it' possilahius Hoishtvism round the comer 
—that was the trouble ' '1‘hal .irid tin hxed nature of 
ideas m hn^'kinvl Ihiaust a thiiik,’ like coal had once 
been profitable, thev thought it must .dw.ivs be profitable. 
PoliiK.d Icadifs, Trades I ni<.nists, nt wsjciper chaps— they 
never uwked an iikh Ik tore their noses ' 1 hey’d had since 

last Augu-'t to do something about it, ..nd what had they 
done r Drawn up a report that nobodv would look at 1 
“ White wine, sir, or claret ? '* 

“ Anything that’s open/’ To have said that ID the 
’eighties, or even the ’nincucs, would have given hif father 



-36 


A MODERN COMEDY 


k fit! The idt.i f‘! drinkint,' tl.irer .'ilrt‘.uiv opened vv.is 
then almost ccjunalent to atheism '\n<>tli(r "lirp the 
‘■lump in id' al" 

“ \\'hai do you tliink about ihi- , Coakcr ? ” 
d*hc almo‘5t hairless m.in 1"\S( rt d tIi- ^aliternc. 

“ (jot no body in it, ''ir, if \ ou a-k iin 
“ What makes \ou •'a\ tliat ^ 

"If it had aru- l>od_\ m it, -ir, th'x’d lia\e liad the 
railings of IK de Ibiri. up b\ uow 

Sciamcs poised a I'll ot Ins - .b “ >l,oul'ln‘t be vurpTi>ed 
if \<iu were nyhi," lu- s ud, with a << riam appofval 

“ Tliey make a htt of ju-w but no -ilurc's n-'tiiing to 
it. The dole that w.is a sir Ihiiinus et 

cirtesses, .is Mr .Mont sa\", or ” 

“H.i' II .jV c \ ou seen t hi -1 ant i f n tla ^ 'r- running ' 
“No, sir, I btiuof ilie\’\f L'"! the b(<th ni.iii in till' 
evening Tin i"hi ilu re’s a | r"| < r l"i o| l)e(.(]cs *' 
“CRh!" 

“ Yes, sir ; it’snah-'iv ln^el r " 

Having finished iiinner, >oames litditcd the s.-eond of his 
two daily ug.irs .and rook up tlie ^arf'it1.1.s <if the wireless 
He had resisted this uv.ention .1^ long .is lu <ould- liut 
in limes like tlusc’ “ Kondnn ^ dung'” and the. 

British Isle.slistening ’ Trouble in (d lsgo\^ ^ 'Durewiuld 
be —lot of Irisfi there ' More ‘ si'ci,laN ’ u intcd ' Tlicrc'd 
soon be plent\ of those He must tell that lellow Rigg* 
to enlist This butler cli.ip, tiMi, could well be spartj 
Trains I Thc\ seemed to be running a lot of trams alrc.uK 
After listening with M»mc .itteniion to the H'»me Secretar\, 
Soames put the earpieces down and look up 7 ’A/‘ Brutsk 
GaztiU. It w.i.s his first sust.iined h^ik at this tenuous 
production, and he hoped it would be his last The 
paper and priming were deplorable Still, he supposed 11 
was something to have geu it out at all Tampering with 
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the freedom of the Press ' TliO’C were not finding 

it so casv as thev thought I'h' v had tampered and the 
result Was a I’rcss muth nuTc J'.hnikK against them than 
the Press thev had suppresM d Hurr'<d tfuir fingers 

tlun ! And i.]uitc unn'-M.wrv <-1.1 i oi.i'-ned noUun now 
—influcnu- "1 tiie Press 'I Ik w ,r h id kill'd ii Without 
eonfiJenve in truth thin wa-- 'u- inlliHiue Polititians 
or rhi i‘re--s il \"U •."uldiri t-w-v-- tle-m, thev didn’t 
i 'uiu ' Perhaps thtv w -aid r< di-i -vr thit S'»mc day 
In ihi. ineantnm th'* | -j-rs wrrt 1 k' •'nktail-' titjvators 
ne'-tlv "f the appilite and t'u lerve^ !!• si<cpv hc 
was' He h-'i'd Meur wouldn’t he verv hit- n-ining 
in Mad tijine. this s-riKe, makiiie ivervhodv il<« things 
iIkv weren’t «< ^.ustonn vi to, jus: .. Industrv, too, was 
htgiriiiing -or it least prctinding -1 - ricover Hut that 
w..' It' With everv v ir, in these times, it was more 
di'hi ult to do what \'>u s , 1-1 Vou would \iwa\ s something 
or other turning up ! l iic world si eim d to liv e from hand 
to mouth, and at sucli a pair, too’ .Sitting haik in the 
Spanish chair, .''oames uw-.red ins eyes from the light, and 
the surge of sleep mounted to his brain , strike ur no strike, 
the soft, inexorable tide washed i-ver him 
A tiikling, and over his l,.ind, thin ..nd ratlier brown, 
the fringe of a shawl came Jangling Why! With an 
efiort lit climbed out of an abv-' of dreams Fleur was 
standing beside him. Prettv, briglit, her eyes shining, 
speaking quickl), cxciicdlv, it stcnicd to luin. 

•• Here you arc, tie n, l).»d ' ” Her lips felt hot and soft 

on hib forehead, and her eves- What was the matter 

with her * bhc looked «o young- she liKikcd so—how 
express It? ^ 

" So you’re in!'' hc said.' *’ Kit’s gelling talkative. 
Had anything to eat ? ” 
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“ This canteen-” 

She flung off her shawl 
“ I’m enjoying it frightfully ” 

Soames noted with surprise the rise and fall of her 
breast, as if slic had been running. Her cheeks, too, were 
very pink. 

“You haven't caught anything, have Vica—in that 

place i ” 

Fleur laughed A sound -d'-livous and umvarr.inted 
“ How funny you are, DaJ ' 1 hope the strike l,i,ts! ” 

“ Don’t be foolish ! " said h' Mines '■ W'iieri 's Mn h lel ’ ' 
“ Gone up He e.ill' J lor me, .il ti r the House .Nothing 
doing there, he say,s " 

'IVhat's the tune i " 

“Past twelve, deir. You mii-t have h ul a real good 

sleep.” 

“ Just nodding ” 

“ We saw a tank jciss, on the Enih.inkment—going East. 
It looked jvvtiillv <.|iuer Didii'i vou hc.ir it '■ ” 

“ No,” said Soames. 

“Well, don't be alarmed if )ou hear another. They're 
on their way to the docks, Michael says'' 

“ Glad to hear it—shows the Government means business. 
But you must go up. You're over-tircd " 

SImi gated at him over the Spanish shawl on her arm— 
whistling some tunc. 

“Good-mglu 1 ” lie .said. “I shall be coming up in a 

miaute.” 

She blew him a kiss, twirled round, and went. 

“I don’t like it,” murmured Siumes to him,<elf; “I 
don’t know why, but I don't like it ’ 

She had looked too young. Had the strike gone to her 
head I He rose to svjuirt some soda-water into a glass— 
that nap had left a taste in his mouth. 



SWAN SONG 


739 


Urn—dum - hom—iini - -Jum —bom—um—dum—bom ! 
A prunrhing ' Anotlicr of tli«<sc tanks ? He would 
like to see one nf ilto^e irreat thimr’' ! For the idea that 
Ukv \\cre pomp down to the dock" him a feeling 
almost of I\hilar.niun Witli iluiii on tlic *>pot the 
Country -..k ciiov,L»h Puttmu on lii« motoring coal 
and fiat, he uent out, c ros^cd tin. ' n pv Squ »re, and Stood 
in the ftreet. ulancc lie culd ■'<■0 the I'mhankmcnt. 
'Hare It c im< ' Lik'- a creat primeval monster in the 
Hmj'ht darkne". L’rowhnp and ur’intiinp alone, a huge, 
lantasiic lort' i c iik' .in emhodinienr of inexorable power. 
‘That'll asi-'m^h ti.eir weak nerves'’ thouplit Soames, 
as tlie tank cr.i.shd, eruncliinL*. "Ut of "iclit He could 
litar another nomine , bik vith a suddi n feeling that it 
Would be too much of a pood thine, he turned on his heel. 
A "ort of e.\tr,i\ae «nte about them, when he remembered 
rh( blank-lookinp cn-wd around his car that afternoon, 
not a we.ipon nnonp the lot. mT < \en a rt \"lutionaf)’ look 
in their t}<-' ■ 

“ No ioJv m tlie strike ’ ” 'Fhc^e errat crawling mon-' 
sters I Were rfie (iovernnicnt trving to pretend that 
there was ? Playing the sironp m.in ‘ Something in 
>oamcs revolted shghiU H^np it’ This was England, 
not Russia, or Italy ’ They might be nphr, but he didn’t 
like it i Too — 1 (» miljf.arv ' He put his latchkey into 
the kcvholc. I’m—dum-hom-- um—dum— bom! Well, 
not many people would see or hear them- this time of 
night ’ He suppowrd the\ had got here from the country 
somewhere—he wouldn’t care to meet them wandering 
about m the old lanes and places. Father and mother and 
baby tank*—like—like a family of mastodons, m—m f 
No sense of proportion in things like that! And no sense 
of humour I He stood on the stairs listening. It was to he 
hoped they wouldn’t wake the baby! 
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Whtn, Innkinc dovMi tli< cf t.r (- Kef canfccn table, 
Fleur savs jnii it \sa'> \m:Liii t heart as it, in 

winter, she had met uiili h 'ikvsiukL Re<.o\^ rinL' tr<in; 
that faint intnxuati^>n, •')u ii'-ifd hi^ ippe.irinx' from 
further utT Me was snum; staiun^'l'. imlitit.ruu Ii'IomJ, 
and on his tuc, wliuh wa^ ■'rmiJ^’e'i uiifi <'ial du^t and 
sweat, was Mish .i smik a^ tin n \\l ir tlo.r up a 

mountain or at the end "t a h>ii;.' run iir;.d, i hannnij. <nd 
as if tJic\ ha\c been throuith s,,iii( thmu worth uhili His 
la^hcs - lomr and dirk as m K-r nnni'ir\ -• ».oiu: ak J fiis 
eyes, and tjuarrrllid witli hi' i'rl^dlt(r hiir. t"U/kd to tlie 
limit of Its shortiK S' 

Coniinutnp to ismk her inst ru*. iioU' t.' Ruth I.a I on tame, 
Fleur thought rapulK J'^n ' Dropped trom tlie skie*^ into 
her canteen, stronct r liMikinj^, better knit , with morejiu, 
and deeper set eve^. but Irii,dufull\ like Jon ' Wdiat wa? 
to be done about it ' It onK she could turn out the 
light**, steal up Ikhiud, kan o\cr and ki's him <*n that 
smudge above lu' let: eve' Ves ’ \nd then what ^ 
Silly! And now, suppo-e he umc out ot hi-j tir-aw.iv 
smile and 5 aw her! Iikclv a'* not he would never 
come into her canteen a^ain ^he remembered his ,..n- 
scicncc ! And she (t>ok a svvift ele'ciMon Not to-rie^lii ! 
Holly would know where he was staying At her ch->scn 
time, on her chosen ground, it —on second thoughts, she 
wanted to play with fire And, giving a mandate to Ruth 
La Fontaine concerning buns, she liK)ked back over her 
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shcuLitr .jt I-m’s ah''"rh'*J jnJ Nniilinkr f.icc, .inJ pa'^scJ 
out mill her little <>thec 

AnJ NfiiinJ ilii>ui:ht> he^'.in Mkhul. Kit, her father; 
the “ioIkI “’ccuritv i 4 virtm .iiki , tlie peace nt 

mind int't uhidi sIk ii i 1 p.iNsed "i late ! All jtiipardiM’d 
for the ''.ike ot a sniii- . .1 M-'ni -i( honessutkle ! No ! 

’I'll.It .neount w.i- J'-' i T" reopt n n to tempt 
TroVldilUe \llvl if to IMII} 1 IVoMvirni'. w-o. the pr.Ktuc 
of Movhrnjtv. "1 (. u i'”’r siin uln’lnr die \sas modern, 
BesKles, vsho kri'u \sh( th-.r -hi .u s v 'p< n that ai count ^ 
And dll vs 1 I o of ' ario.][v o,s,M that wife 

of 111' • th.ii uli'tuute for la fitll W a 'lic m f'n^^land^ 
Was 'he vi.ifk. lid la.r hroda r 1 raiKi- i h ur took up her 
ii-t of piird.i'is for tie niorr I’A With o mudi to d >, 
It vv.i' ulioiii (Mil to think about Miiti tliitii'sl Tfie 
telei'hoiK ' \il vl 4'. .1 I'd.i h.i 1 b'< I' nneini: , .Mncc 
nine odhuk tint nioniinc 'la h ui bt ■ 11 Jaiumj; to its 
pipe 

“Yes ' .Mrs Mont s:'( akiiiL: W fiat ' Hut Tve 

ordered then'i Oh ' Hui rtailv I must them 

bacon and in tla- ni'-rninr 1 lu v van't start on C(Kua 
onl\ IIov\ ' '['la Conp.iro vin'i.ifhirJ ' , .Well! 

Do \ ou want .m effci ti\e'i-fv ii' or tiot * Come round 
to sec vou alviui it 1 ri ailv h iV' n't time , Yea, yea 
. . now plea'cdobt 'i.w to nn md tel) the manager that 
thc) -simpK must Ik propirlv l'*d Ihcy look so tired 
He’d understand \’es Thank \ou ever so!'* 

She hung up tia rec iver ‘ Dunn'" 

Someone iauclad " < h. ' It's \.,u, fiollv ! Cheese¬ 
paring and red tape as u>ual' Tlih l•^ the fourth time 
to-dav. Weil, [ don't care -I’m iroing ahead Look! 
Here’s Harndge's h>t lor to-morrow It's terrific, but it’s 
got to be. Buv it all; I’il take thc risk, if I have to go 
round and slobber on him.” And bejond the ironic 
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•apathy on Holly’s face she seemed to see Jon’s smile. 
He should be properly fed—all of them should ! And, 
mthout iookin^ at her cousin, she said ; 

“ I saw Jon in there. Where has he dropped from i ” 

“ Paris. He’s putting up with us in Green Street.” 
Fleur stuck her chin forward, and gave a little 
laugh. 

“ Quaint to see him again, all smudgy like th.it! His 
wife with him f ” 

“Not yet,” said Holly; “she’s in Pans still, with his 

mother.” 

“ Oh! It’d be fun to sec hm. some time ! ” 

“ He’l stoking an engine on the local service—goes oat at 
’ nx, and doesn’t get in till about midnight ” 

“Of course; I meant after, if the strike ever ends.” 

.. J. Holly nodded. “ His wife wants to come over and help; 
^-WOuld yon like her in the canteen ! ” 

• “ K she’s the right sort.” 

“ Jon says: Very much so.” 

“I don’t see why an .American should worry herself. 
An they going to live in England f ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Oh! Well, we’re both over the measles.” 

“ If yon get them again grown-up, Fleur, they’re pretty 

And.” 

F1«ir laughed. “No fear!” And her eyes, hazel, clear, 
^nadag, met her cousin’s eyes, deep, steady, grey. 

*• l£duiel’t waiting for you with the car,” said Holly. 
“AR right t Can yon carry on till they’ve holshed f 
(Wew’i cm duty at live to-morrow morning, i 
xound at nine, before you start for Hatridge’s. 
^iHyoallibk of anything dae, stick it on the list—111 make 
’Am ttnap up lomehow. Good-night, Holly.” 
my dent.” 
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Was there a gleam of pity in those grey eyes ? Pity, 
indeed! 

Give Jon my love. I do Wiindcr how he likes stoking I 
We musr get some more w.i5h-l>a'?ins in.” 

Silting beside Mich.icl, who was driving their car, she 
saw ngain, as it were, jon's smile in the glass of the wind¬ 
screen, and in the dark, her lips pouted as it reaching for it. 
Measles—they spotted you, and r.iiscd \i'ur temperature! 
How empty liic streets were, now thal the taxis we« ott 
strike ' Mich.KI looked round at her. 

“ Well, how’v It goinu ? ” 

“ The beetle-man was a e.mtion, Michael. He had a faC€ 
like a ravaged wt Jgc, a wave of M.u-k hair, and the eyesoi a 
lost soul; but he was frightfully ctficicni ” 

“ Look ! There'-' .i tank ; I was told t>i them. They’re 
going do«n to ilic do..k'i R.iilicr pnooi.uu'c ! Juit a, 
well thtTc jn- no p.ipcr. f<.r tlic-m lo get into ” 

Fleur laughed. 

“ Father'll be at home He's come up to protect me. 
If there re.illy was shooting, f wonder wh.tt he’d do — take 
his umbrella ! ” 

“ Instinct. How about sou .ind Ku ! It's the tame' 
thing.” 

Fleur did not answer. And when, after Mcing her 
father, she went upstairs, she stood at the nureety door. 
The tunc that had excited Soames’ surprise made a 
whiffling sound in the empty passage. “ Vamevr ts. 
injanl it Bohtmt; il n’a jamats jamais tmnu it hi t f 
tu nt m'aimts fas, jt t’atmt, tt si jt I'aimt, frentU gtri. 
i toi ! ” Spain, and the heartache of her honeymoao 
“ Voice in the night crying 1 ” Qose the shorten, midh 
the ears—keep it out! She entered her bedroom m 
turned up the lights. It had never seemed to het, tt 
pretty, with its many mirrors, its lilac and cnsik. b 
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shining silver. She stood looking at her face, into \^hich 
had come two p.udies of red, one in e.jch check W’liy 
wasn't she Norah Curfew-dutiful, uncomplicated, selfless, 
who would gi\e Jon (gg'' .md h.icon at ludf-past five 
t^^mo^row morning —)on with .< clc.m face ! OiJicklv she 
undressed. W’.is that wife ot In^ her equ.il undrtsced ’ 
To which Would he .iw.trd the- c'oMi n .tpplc if che siriod 
side hv side with .'\nne ^ And tlie red sp<'ts dtcpiiud in 
her check'' 0\er-(ired--''lie kiuu that feeling' ^hc 
would not sleep' Hut the sheets were cool. Vi-, "he 
preferred the old ‘'iiK'-ah Iri'-h liiun to that luw riaigh 
French gras^ hlcadied ■'tutf .\h! Here was Midiiel 
coming in, (.oiiiing up o- lar' Wdl' No use to be 
unkind to him -po.«r ('Id .Midi.ul! .\iid iii hi' arms, she 
saw—Jon's smile 

• • • • • 

That first da\ "pent in "tokinc an ngine had Inen 
enough to m.ikt .in\one smile An <ncinc-dn \<t almost 
as voulhful, but m prn.ite life partner m hi" own engineer¬ 
ing w’orks, had put [(m ' ui"c ’ to the m\"tery of getting 
level combustion "A inckv j"b, .iiid verv tiring!” 
Their passengers had b<.ha\ed well Oru. li.id e\'cn come 
up and thanked them The engme-drner liad winked at 
Jon, There had been some hectic moments Supping pe.i 
soup, Jon thought (d them with pleasure It had b(cn 
great sport, but his hands .md arms felt wrenched. "Oil 
them to-night,” the cnginc-drncr had ".od 

A young woman was handing him ‘jacket' potat(x;s. 
She had marvcllousK dear, brown eves, something like 
Anne's—onlv Anne's were like a water nymph's He took 
a pot*»lo, thanked her, and returned to .1 stoker’s dreams. 
ExiraOkTclinan- pleasure in being up against ii—being in 
England doing something for England! One had 
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to leave one’s muntn to hveome ci-n'rious of it Anne 
had telcg.aphcd ili.ii ^hc v\.intfd to Ctime over and join 
him If he wired hack No." she v\ould come all the 
same Il'‘ knevs th.tt nui>.h af'er nearK two year'* of 
marriagi. Wdl, sfit would h<. I rndatid .n its lH.*st. 
Ameriean'' didn’t re ilU know what 1 ncland was Her 
brother h ul ■'ten iMthini: hut l.ondon, he had spoken 
bitrcrlv-—a L.’irh jon d. th"uch iiothmi: liad been 

said of her In i•ranll^ \\ ilnn I's hMor\ of hngland the 
gap .Kiount(d for the rc-t Hut (ver\l"td\ ran down 
i nvi.tiul. !>■ I lU''- 'h' ^iidn’c -p 'Wii, i,r hi'uv her own 
trurnpet 

'■ iiLitter ^ " 

*’ ’J'hank% .iwlullv 1pot it.,cs are {rightfully g<x)d ” 
“S-dad " 

“ Who runs this <. inttc n ' 

"Mr atkl Mrs Mnli.idMont mo-,tI\ , he’s a Member of 
rarliankiit ” 

Jon dropped lus potato 

"Mrs Mont ? Gr.i ious ' Mie\ a vusin of mine, fs 
she here ? ” 

W as. Ju-t g<>nc. I think ” 

b-n’.s far-sitthttd e\e^ tr.i\<'llrd round the large and 
dinpw room Ikur! How ania/ing ! 

•• Treade pudding ^ ” 

" No, thanks Nothing more ” 

“ There’ll be cotfec, tea, or toi.oa, and eggs and bacon, 
to-morrow at 5 45 ” 

“ ,'splcndid ! 1 think it’s wonderiul ” 

“ It IS, rather, in the time ” 

“ Thank you awfully. (kM»d-night ' ” 

Jon sought his coat. Outside were Val and Holly ia 
their car 

“ Hallo, young Jon ! You’re a nice object.” 
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“ What job have vott caught, V'al ? ” 

“ Motor lorry—begin to-morrow.” 

“ Fine! ” 

“This’ll knock nut r.icing for .a bit.” 

“ But not Engl,in J ” 

“ England f Lord—no ! Wli.it did vou tliink f ” 
“Abroad they were s.iying so ” 

“ Abro.id !” grow led \'.il ‘'Tim would'” 

And there was .sili ncc .it thirn mile., .m lioiir 
From his bedrtKim door jon e.nd to Ins sister • 

“They s.ny Fleur runs tint runtien Is she rc.nllv so 
old now ! ” 

"Fleur has ti ttrs ih.ir he.id, ni\ de.ir .''he s.m \ou 
there. No .sieond go of ine.isles, Jon " 

Jon laughed 

“Aunt Winifred,” 'Mid Unlit." will be di lighted to h.ive 
Anne here on Fnd.ay, she told me to till wu ” 

“ Splendid .' Tli.it’.s awfully good of litr " 

“Well, good- night, bless you There's still hot water 
in the bath-room ” 

In his bath Jon l.iv lu.xurnm.sly still hi\t\ hours away 
from his young wife, he w.is already looking lorward with 
impatience to her appear.ince on Eridav. rknd so Fleur 
ran that canteen ! A fashion.ible young woman with a 
deal and, no doubt, shingled head—he felt a great curiosity 
to see her again, but nothing more, heennd go of measles ! 
Not much ! He had suffered too severely from the first. 
Besides, he was too gl.id to be back—result of long, half- 
acknowdedged home-sickness. His mother h.jd been home- 
tkk for Europe ; but hr had felt no assuagement in Italy 
and France. It was England he had wanted. Something 
in dte way people walked and talked; in the smell and 
the look of everj'thing; some good-humoured, slow, 
inak enesce in the air, after the tension of America, the 
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shrillness of Italy, the clarity of Pans. For the first 
time in five \cars ln-i nerves felt co.ued Even those 
features of his native land which ofiended the esthetic 
soul, were cumforrmi;. riie apj roaclK‘^ to London, the 
countles^ .luhil little hotj-'C'. >'f hruk .ind slate which 
his own creat L’r.irult.ulKr *hup*nur Do'set ’ Forsyte, 
had h'. Ipid, hrs fai'ur h ui viiu'- t«<Id him, ti) build; 
the m..n) luth* n(.w h>-v ' , rithtr h-titr but still l>cnt 
on cuiiipromi-;, the t-i il .ih-Mu' of',\mnietr\ or plan; 
the iieK riilw.iv ‘■[.itmn-.. the u^kii'v ti»c lack 

of t-"l<>Mr, itr pnji. in p< • d^c^• .ill siccmed 

cumf'iriihli. .i euaraniK th it Tnuhind would always be 
Fngl.ind 

And --I 11> r '\.i ninp’’’.’ th o i.uiic ■ ’ lit would be 
>ceiiig her! lie would like to sec tier I Uh, yci I 
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In the next r>nm \ .il \\.i* ^ iMiiLM - 1 1 [..llv ; 

“ Had a 1 kni-vN .ii j > 1(1 vc« iiK to il.iv Wanted 
me luknd Imii mom) I oi^, JiJ, \\],<n I w.i- jollv hard 
up mv'ic-ll, and iu\tr p-t jt h.n k Ih u^'C.I to impress 
me friglittullv--Hh li m po..d l<nikiiiL,\ I m^-uid 

beggar. I tliouphl him loj l^ i ‘Mood’ V.>u 

should see him n<'\\ ' ” 

“I did I uas i-omiiu* 111 (u na'' ituini: out, I 
wondered \^}io he ua^ I iK\<.r '• i\\ a more bitterly 
conicmptuuiis (xpre ^ioii on a tacc. J>id )ou lend him 
money ? ” 

“ Only a ti\ IT ” 

“ Wtll, don't lend liim .inv more " 

" Hjrdlr D')uu know wli.it he'- done' (.'one oS 
with that I.ouis Qiimrc ‘.nu(Ti'o\ of mi.ilier'' th.it's worth 
about two liundred 'I'herc'b Incti nofu.dy else in that 
room.” 

“ Good he.iu'ns! ” 

“ 'i'cs, it’s pretty thick. He h.id the rcput.ition of being 
the fastest man up .at the ’V.irbit\ in my time—in with 
the gambling set. Since I went out to the Boer war I’ve 
never heard of him.” 

“ Isn’t your mother ven .innoi ed, \'al .' ” 

“ She wants to pro.-ccuie—it belonged to m\ grandd.id. 
But how can we— a college p.il! Besides, we shouldn’t 
get the box back.” 
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H-'IK cea<;cd :<> hru^li Ikt li;ur. 

“ It’" ratli(.r .1 «.'(>nitori to nu*—'^hr <^.ud 
“What IS ' ’’ 

“ Wh\. c\tr\l>uJ\ "a\" c 't.tnJ.Tvi Iiunc^^tv’s gcno 
down It'" riwc to hnd onu'-ru (h lot'^vriL'to our gcncrati'in 
tfi It ij.iJ It (^n 1' "• 

“ Rum Lonttort ' 

“lluiiitn I! ituri do. n’t dttr. \’.d I Inluwc in the 
\ounL’ L’c IK r itiofi W (. don't uiuh r^tand than hfouj^lit 

a| 'M to.- N. rih d tiiiK • 

• ih..t ni i\ h' M’, ■•u’ i id v..."rrt to-, [\irtirul.ir 
111.' Wh.lt .Itll I to vlo lilMUt tt,'" ' ” 

“ I lo \' 'll kii. 'W 1,1 ohiri. 

• H< ' 0 : t! RruiiiiiM'l wouM hiivi luni—prctty 

i;ii'' I haunt, it I :< ni« iuhtr I < - c t.nn to a king things 
lik< M.at ‘ It’" up"'t iiK iriLthttuliv 

I i. 'll’, look'd at him K mg or, ihi" hatk m htd Catching 
litT {\ t > oil iam, !,(. 'aid 

“ But tor .ou, old girl, I might h.U( goiu a Imly mucker 

' Oil, no, \ ' Vni'rc too i<rcii-air It’s the indoor 

po-plc who go rialK wrong ” 

\ a] grinned 

“ Something in th it t).'. onl\ e'cerri<e I ever saw that 
fellow lake was in a punt He used to bet like anything, 
but lie didn't know a Imrse iroin a hedgehog W^cll, 
Mothir must put up with it, I can’t do anything/’ 

1 lolh came up to hi' bed 
“ Turn over, and i’ll tu<.k you up ” 

(Jetting into Ud herself, she lay awake, thinking of the 
man who had gone a holy mucker, and the contempt on 
his face—lined, dark, well-featured, with prematurely 
grcving hair, and prematurely faded rings round the irises 
of the cN'cs; of his clothes, too, so pretcrnaiuraUy preserved. 
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and the worn, careful school lie. She felt she knew him. 
No moral sense, and ingrained contempt for those who had. 
Poor Val! hadn’t so much moral sense that he need 

be despised for it! And ytt -! With a good many 

risky male instincts, \’al Imd been a loyal comrade all 
these years. If in phihjsoplin. ruith or ®>rhctK taste he 
was not advanced, it he knew more hor^e'^ than of 
poetry, wab he an\ the worse ' thoiieiii 

he was the better. The horse didn't chane< shape or 
colour every five years and start reviling it- predeccs-or. 
The horse w.is a con-'iant, kept you from c'-'ine too fa>t, 
and had a nose to stroke— in-irc than y)u toulJ sav i-f a 
poet. They h.ul, indeiJ, onlv ^ne thim: in uommoi’ -a 
liking for sugar. Since the publuatum oi her no\cl H"]iy 
had become member oi the 1030 Club 1 Lur hud put 
her up, and wliencwer she c.ime to Ivomk ■^lu studied 
modernity there. Modernitt was iiMthinc' but sp< ul I 
People who hhimcd it niittht .w ulII hl.uin. tt Icph-ric, 
wirelcM, flyinj;macliinc, andtjukl.lumhcnuntcr. Bent ith 
that top-dressing oI ^pcej, mtidtrniit \\,is .dd Women 
had worn fewer clothes wlicn Jane Ati'ien began to write. 
Drawers— the liiston.ins s.tid—were unit mnetecnth-ccntnrv 
productions. And t.ike miulern talk ! .\lter bouth .Al'riua 
the speed of It ccrtainlt took e>nc‘s wind .tway ; but the 
thoughts expressed were niucli tier own tliouglits as a girl, 
cot into breathless lengths, bv car and telephone bell. 
Take modern courtships! They resulted in tlie same 
thing «» under (icorge the Second, but took longer to 
reach it, owing to the ntotor-cyile and the standing lunch. 
Take modem philosophy 1 People had no less real 
philosophy than Martin Tupper or Izaak Walton ; only, 
unlik e thosc celebrated ancients, they had no time to 
fonnulalcit. As to a future lilt— modernity lived in hope, 
asd not too much of tliat, as everyone had done, from 
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immcmonal time In fact, as a novcli't naturally would. 
Holly jumped to coneluMons Scratch—she thoup'ht —the 
best of modern youth, and you would find Charles James 
Fo\ and Perdiia in yolf swe iters' \ steads sound retrieved 

her t)ioui;ht' \ al was asleep. llo« loni; and dark hi* 
csei.i-iic- still were, bur his moutli was open' 

“\al," she sold, Mt) solily, “ Cal' Don't snore, 
dear ! ” . . . 

• • • • • 

A snalii'"\ la iv O'- precious, ni t so mmh for itsenamel. 
Its pi riod. and its htth brilluiUs, as because It has bclonRed 
to oik's lailnr Wiiiiirid, thouc'i her sense of property 
had bien well proud in lar retention of Moniaeue Dartie 
'for poorer,' tiiroueliout so mans years, did not posses* 
her brother Poanus" looieiinu instinct, nor, indeed, his 
ta-te in ohji.i- uhiih licorite f'orsete had been the first 
to call ‘ of 1 ifotrs and virtue ’ Hut the further Time 
removed her fathir Janus— a quarter of a century by now 
—the more she revered his memory, .4s some ancient 
general or philosopher, scenred by ape from competition, 
is acclaimed year by year a greater genius, so with James! 
His objection to ch.ingc, his perfect domesticity, hi* power 
of saving money for iu* children, and liis dread of not 
being told anv thing, were haloed fur her more and more 
with everv year that he spent underground. Her fashion¬ 
able aspirations waning with the mcrc.isc of adipo*e, the 
past waxed and became a very amstcllation of shining 
memories. The removal of this snuffbox— »o tangible a 
reminder of Jame* and Emily—tried her considerable 
equanimity more than anything that had happened to 
her for years. The thought that she had succumbed to the 
dittincuon of a voice on the telephone, canted her jpo«df« 
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dUcomfort. With .ill her experience of distinction, she 
ought to have kimun hciicr! >hc v\.is, however, one of 
those women who, when j thini; is done, admit the fact 
with a view to having it undonr as so.jn possible , and, 
having failed with \’al, who irn reK said, “ AwtulU sorre, 
Mother, but there n is jolK bad Uk1\ ' " she summoned 
her brother 

Soames was little less thin app ilh-J He remembered 
seeing Janus buv tlie box .it [ob-.i'n\ tur hardK more 
than one-ientli of wfiat it would Ictiii now l'\er\tliing 
seemed funk if, in sucli a wa\, oia. sould lose what had 
been nursed for fortv \ears into s(. rcalK niamutuent a 
state of unearned iiuremciu And the tcilow who h.id 
taken it w.as of quite good tanub, or so his ncpliew said ' 
Whether the honcstx ot the old 1 ors\ t( s, m tlie atniospln re 
of which he had been brought up and turntd out into the 
world, had been iidurited or avquirtd- danced trom their 
blood or their Ranks —he had ne\er considered h had 
been in their systems just as the pro\crb ’ f^one^t^ i-. 
the best pohev ’ was in that of the pri\ «tc banking vshiih 
then obtained A slight nxeric on banking was no un¬ 
common atfcction of the mind in oru wh<) <.ould recall 
the repercussion of ‘ I'nderst.iri and Harnett’s' tailurc, 
and the disappearame one by one of all the liiile, old 
Banks with legendarx names These great modern affairs 
were good for credit and bad for novelists —run on a Bank 
—there had been no better reading! buch monster con¬ 
cerns couldn’t ‘go broke,’ no matter what their clients 
did ; but whether thev made for honest) m the individual. 
Soames couldn’t tell. The snuffbox w.as gone, however ; 
and if Winifred didn’t take care, she wouldn't get it back 
How, precisely, she was to take care he could not at present 
see; but he should advise her to put u into the hands of 
•omebody at once. 
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“ But wh'xc, ^'unu'' ' ” 

“'rinT(.\ N-'t]i(ul V ir.l," m-'VSfrcd Sumes, i»li>omiU 
“ I hflitvc thc-\ 'rc \t r\ I'lrh' < \^ ipt to m.ike .4 tus^. 
There's that Icllow I (.n.p^o’.o { m tlit. i err.ir i. t'.c. He 
ci.aruc-- \cr\ hi^li " 

“ i i.in -I iin,' ' in! W ituif' vi, " if it hadn’t 

bclnnocd to iIk vi ir J) id " 

“Riffiifi-' like iNN't-T'd >'itme^, “mightn’t to 

[ic at I iT'jc 

' \nd !-■ th.r.k,” ■ il! \\ ifiiii'J. ‘:lir it \a .s ispecially 
t" "'.r him rti r \ al 1. mu to si a li- re " 

■ \\ is I! ” slid .1!: .. -! I .miK •• I suppose you’re 
sun dial 1 ll'0\ to,.k 11 ' 

" (juite I'd iiad i! out to f'.-tidi onK I vjiuricr ol :in 
hour I'tlorr \li(r he v\<nt. 1 vanu- hai k mto the nv»m 
at oiKc, to put It aw iv, ind tl v\ * :.'oiu \ il had I'cen in 
tie room tie who]' turn 

N'amc.s dwi lied for a nionuni. tlun r<j<-ettd a doubt 
.ibout Ills n(|lKVv, }or, though loimeeted h\ Idood with 
tiiat pri.uous l.iiiur ot hb, Mon: icue Harti- , and a racing 
man to hoot, lu w.is liah a I'/fate alt<r all. 

“■ \\ t II," Ik said, “ shall I o nd ■. ou this man — ‘iis name’< 
Beifott ilw.us l<K)ks as 1} In'd o\< r sti.t\( d hirn>elf, but 
he's £ot a certain amount 0} n-'U: 1 'hould suitgcst his 

getiini: in touih with that kllow's club" 

’* ^uppo^e he’s aIrcaJv sold the bo\ ' " s.iid Winifred 
“ Vcsterda) afternoon ' bhould doubt that; but it 
wants immediate handlini' I'll see Hecroft as ! go away. 
Fleur’s overdoing it, witli this canteen oi hers’’ 

“ I'hcv sa\ she’s running it very well. I do think all 
these \uung women arc so smart ” 

“Quick enough,” grumbled boames, “ but steady does 
It in the long run." 

At that phrase—a maxim nc\cr ^ar away from the ltp« 
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of the old Forsytes in her youthful days—Winifred blinked 
her rather too light eyelashes. 

“ Tfiat was always rather a bore, \ou know. Soames. 
And in these days, if you’re not quick, things move past 
you, so.” 

Soames gaihcttd his h.it ‘‘That snuffbox will, il we 
don’t look sharp ” 

“Well, tli.ink (h.ir bov 1 do hope we net it hack 
The dear Rater w.is so proud ol u, md. whm he died it 
wasn’t worth h.ilf what it is now” 

“Not a qu.tntT," s.ud .’'oaint', and the thought bored 
into him a.s he walked away \\ h.it was the u-.' of luting 
judgment, il .inybodt could cuine .along and pocket the 
results! I’coplc sneered at properu iiow.iJays; but 
property was a proof of good judL’iiunl—it wa.s one’s 
amour prafre half the time .‘\od he thought of the 
tmour propre Bosinin \ h.id stolen from him in those f.ir-off 
days of trouble Yes, even raarri.igc—w.is an c.xercisc of 
judgment —a pitting of \ ourself .ag.iinst other people. 
You ‘spotted a winner,’ .as they c.illed u. or you didn't— 
Irene hadn’t been ' a winner not exactly ! Ah ! And 
he had forgotten to ask Winifred about that young Jon 
Forsyte who h.td suddenly come back into the wind. But 
about this snuffbox ' The Brummell Club was some sort 
of betting place, he had heard; full of gamblers, and 
people who did and sold things on commission, he shouldn’t 
wonder. That was die vice of the day; that and the dole. 
Work f No ! Sell things on commission—motor-cars, for 
choice. Brummell Club ! Yes! This was the place 1 It had 
ai window — he remembered No harm, any^vay, in asking if 
ihe feUow really belonged there! And entering, he enquired: 

“ Mr. Stainford a member here ? ” 

"Ye*. Don’t know 11 he’s in. Mr. Stainford been in, 
Bobl* 
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“ Just come in.” 

Oh ! ” s.ml Soames, rather taken aback. 

” Gcntlcm m to sec huii, B"b ” 

A rather sinkiiu' mturrcJ \Mthin Soamca. 

” Conic urJi me, sir ’ 

So.inics .1 Jeep breath, mj hi-- le^s niovcJ. In an 
aicoie ufl tlu' entrance - M,nu\vi,.it sh J'! \ .»nJ constricted 
—he >.ould Mc .1 man h'ilmi; ii; .ill nlJ .irm-.ii.nr, smoking 
.T ciiMretir ihroueli a h'mhr Ih imJ i Imk red book in 
one haul .inJ j ■•in.ill penul i:. th' "lit:. .iiiJ held them 
,is still as It iie were ih'-at to ;•-[ Jnwii i ^--iiiution that 
lie jiaci Lot iijot 11- wr^ a i.-rh Miit \siih little lines; 
Ins IcL’" wire (ro5..-'.J, ..nj nii' that one foot in 

a worn brovM s'j.>c, treed .uui |oiiJitd .i^’airist age to the 
point ot piC'os, v\as b!ov^I\ moviim m a ur-.k, 

" Geinnian to sec )ou, Mr ’* 

boam ' n -w saw the l.ue It' i\ibroW'6 were lifted in 
a V rc\< r->Ml, r.i cvcliJ in.arl\ uimtcJ it'-e\es. Together 
vMth the iK'iirc, it gave an imjTL'-ion >>i r<.«lly remarkable 
languor ’ll.in to a degree, o\.il and p.dc, it seemed all 
shadow and slightly .K’uihnc {catnre ‘\ he t-x>t had become 
still, the wliolc affair Mill Siaiius had the curious feeling 
of being in the ['ft"'.me of Mnneihing arrogantly dead. 
Without time for thought, he bei’an 

" Mr. Stamford, 1 think Don't disturb yourself. My 
name is Fors\ te You called at nu sister’s in Green Street 
yesterdayufterntjon.” 

A slight contraction of tiic lines round that imall mouth 
was followed b> the words : 

“ Will you sit down : ” 

The eye* had opened now, and roust once have been 
beautiful. They narrowed again, so that Soames could 
not help feeling that their owner had outlived evoything 
except himself. He swallowed a qualm and resas^: 
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“I just w.inti'd lo ask \<.u a question During youi 
call, did you hy an) diancc happen to notice a Enui^ Quinzt 
snuffbox on the table > It’'—er—disappeared, and wt 
want to fix the time of it' lo.s " 

As a ghost might have sniiltd, -o did the m.in in the 
chair; Ins eyes disappe.ireJ 'till lurther 
“ Afr.iid not.” 

With the thiiUL’ht, ‘ He’s gilt It ' ’ b'laiiie' W( nt on ■ 

I m sorry— the thiiig hael eirtue as an heirloom It 
has obviouslv been stolen 1 e. mtid to narrov. Jonn the 
issue. If you’d noticed it. we louIJ haee tixe.l the ex.ict 
hour—on the little t.ibie jU't vehcre vuti were sitting— 
blue enamel ” 

The thin shoulJer.s wriggled slight K , as ihorgl, r. s, niing 
this attempt to phiee responsiinlite on thriii 

’’Sorry I cant In Ip \ou, I niaiced nothing but some 
rather good marqueterie ” 

’Coolest e.ird I ever saw,’ thougtit .^oanies ‘Wonder 
if it’s in his poeket ’ 

’’The thing’s iinie]ue.” he 'aid 'lowK “The police 
won’t have much elilficiilty. Well, th.inks ver\ much 
I apologise for troubling you You knew niv nephew at 
college, I believe (lood-morning ’’ 

” Good-morning ” 

From the door Niames took a stealthy glance The 
figure was perfectly motionless, the legs still crossed, and 
above the little red book the pale forehead was poised 
under the smooth grir.’ling hair. Nothing to be made of 
that ! But the fellow h.id it, he was sure 

He went out and down to the Green Park with a most 
peculiar feeling. Sneak thief I A gentleman to come to 
that! The Elderson affair had been bad, but somehow 
not pitiful like this. The whitened seams of the excellent 
»ttit, the traversing creases in the once .idmirable shoes. 
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the i.idcJ lie cx.jctly lied, \Ncrc evidence^ of form preserved, 
dns h\ dav, fn)m hand to rn"uih Hu-n atflictcd Soamcs. 
Tjiat l.inLiuid fiirurc ' W’ii.ii .1 ifi.ip when he had 
no ni''ne\ and <\tr* i.i save his life? 

Ineapable of diaiiu—l! at w i'- He must t;ilk lo 

inifrtd aL’ain \nd, turm!-': "M !,i> Ik (I. bo.lines walked 
haek loA.ir^l- <in<n Mr<'i 1 >< I'oai hme iroin the Park, 
}i(8o\i^nt!j 'ui' oil’i.. ivhlh i1k 1 nurutd tigure. 

Il, w ';:iL' I!! llK dirninai ol I,rein Street, 
r'hiw ' Heir"-.' 1 r an 1 toll 'Af i I lu ». h ip had an 

air W'. w.t' i!r.ine lik? 'I'liK-n' who liad loine into 
ll.r wi'fld Iroi-i iii.niar il,’* an a’' whnhsii .dl its .store 
on ‘'oiin ' fir tell mat ‘this ifiap’ would '•ooner part 
with Im iisr It 1 Mil ( \hii>it intf If r III ipMiiiiic Form I 
k oiild \' ’U s irr\ M.nreinpt i* t i ii.oti ■!, 1 - . siu h a pitch that 
\ ou tc.ul.l 1.1 ■ . .Ill’' r t(' 1 emotion ' b (aild ihi lilted evcbrow 
1 eeoiiic inon iinj.Tiaiil to you than all the movemenu 
id th( h(.in and hr.iin ; ‘J'hreadharc peacock’s feathers 
walking, w;rl. no peaeoik iTisidr ' In <.hovT Idling was 
perhap'' tin thir.e "f wihlIi that i hap would be 

a^^hamtd \nd, a hiiie astoni-hed at his own powers of 
diagnosis, boinus lollnwcd roan 1 (.orrur after corner, 
till he was aetuallv in (iricn btrect By (xcorge ! The 
ehap uii' c'lrie to Winifred’s’ ‘I’ll a>ii)msh his weak 
ncr\es’’ thought boames And, •'uddcnlv hastening, he 
said, rather breathh ss)\ , un his sister's very dcxjrstcp : 

“ Ah ' Mr Stjinfeird ' Come to return the snuffbox ? ** 
With a sigh, and i sligfit stiffening ot his cane on the 
pavement, the figure turned, boames felt a sudden com¬ 
punction—as of one who has jumped out at a child in the 
dark. The face, unmo\cd, with cyebmw.s still raised and 
lids still lowered, was grecnislily pale, like that of a roan 
whose heart is affected , a f.iint smile struggled on the 
lips. There was fully half a minute's silence, then tbc pale 
lips spoke. 
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“ Depends. How much ? ” 

What little breath was m So.imcs' body left him The 
impudmee ! And ap-iin the lips muted 
" Y'ou can h.ive it for ten pounds ” 

“ I can h.ivc it for nothinL’," s.nd Su-imts, “ be asking a 
policeman to step In re ” 

The smile returned, " You won't Jo ii,.it ” 

“ Why not ? ” 

“ Not done.” 

“ Not done ! " re[ iMteJ .'’■iinies " \\ h\ on earth not ' 
Most barcf.iccj iluiu' 1 etcr Hiew 
“Ten pound'," '.iid tin li|s ' 1 w im ilmn b.idk 
Soames stood and st.ireJ 'I'lie li.ine w.is so sublime , 
the fellow as e.ot .is it .I'king for .1 m itJi , imt a tinker 
on a face whuli looked as it n iniebt p.is' on., de.ith at 
any moment, tire.it ,irt ' He ptre.iM.l ib .1 n w.o not 
the slightest use to induii;i m nior.,1 utnr.snee The 
choice was beiwieii iri'ini; him the ten pound' or e.iihng 
a policeman He l.».ked up .ind down the street 
“No—there isn't one in sight 1 h.iee the ko,\ here— 
ten pounds.” 

Soames bcg.in to stammer. The tellow wa.s e.xetcising 
on him a sort of f.iseination .And suddenly the whole 
thing tickled him. It w.is rieh 1 
“Well!” he s.iid, taking out two five-pound notes, 
“ For brass-1'’ 

A thin hand removed a sliglit protuberance from a side 

pocket. 

“Thanks ver)' much. Here it is ! Good-mornmg! ” 
The fellow was moving away. He moved with the same 
inc(»npanble languor . he didn't look back. Soames stood 
with the snuSbox in his hand, staring after him. 

“Well," he said, aloud, “ that's a specimen they can’t 
pndnee now,” and he rang Winifred’s bell. 
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Wn HAl 1 )\ yi \LMS 

the o:glii (-1 lilt (Kiur.il s^trikc Michael’s 
pomculi.it litstie cM^trna i(.ii<'vi J enU l'\' ilic hours 
s}'t.nt in a H"'j • "i C ’ - ooup'J in tncJiiatmg 

on wli.it It Mi.ilJ Ji', liswl ir (MblJ d*' notlnni^. He had 
tiimed hi' 'wii ''iinidii of h^-u i.- Mitli' thi matter, but 
as no (me eiv h {nrm« d it, the rc' ah u ts iiut-nvpuuDUS. 
He watilnd, li'^\c\(r. viih .• \fr\ di-i -iti'LKiion the 
‘it(»ck (it ^har.uicr d.iiK (|U‘»ted hij^hcr at home 

and abroad, .oid \Mth a cert nn um i-iiU'S tiic i>tock of 

lJnn<:h in(f IxMonnne .dmo't uns i Ic.ibif. Mr. 

Hlvthe'.s cnniiDJ.il rnii.irk . ■' \\ ii.it ll;i- l«-( .utili .ire they 
all .ibout ? ” met uitli nu.'imall n .ponv in in^ i.oul. What 
lirfi" thev ,i’i"iut ' Ih' h.iil "in emitc.r-.iui.'n with hi> 
fatlicr-in-l.iw on tin' sul'j' 11 
Over In^ eyi: So.unc*! li.itj ^.lol: 

Well, tile HuJi,'et’« drhed ” 

0 \ir his m.irni.iliJc Miclmel .mswered : 

“Used you to h.ivc this sort of llan;; in your young 
days, sir i ” 

“ No,” said Soumes; “ no Trade Unionism then, to 
speak of.” 

“ People arc saying this'll be the end of it. What’* 
your opinion of the suike as a weapon, sir .’ ” 

“ For the purposes of suicide, perfect. It’s a wonder 
thay haven’t found that out long ago.” 

“ I rather agree, but what's the alternative ) ” 

“ Well,” said Soames, “ they’ve got the vote.” 
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“Yes, that’s alv\n\!> said But somehow Pjrliament 
seems to matter and less; there’s a directive 'ense 
in the country noi\, which really settles thinit'v hefnre we 
jjet down to them in Parliament L')ok at ihi'. .strike, for 
instance, we can do nuthimt about it.” 

“There must be itovcrnment,” sanl bo.imes 

“Administration—of course But all we stem able to 
do in Parliament is to disCuss adnnni'tr.niou afterwards 
without much effect The fact is, tliini;^ swop ar-uinJ too 
quick for us nowadas ■? ’’ 

“Well,” s.iid Soames, “ vou know \uur own h i-iness 
best. Parliament .»!wa%s w,i i i.iikinir shop “ .And with 
that uncunstious quot.uion from CarKk -.in extr.jv u^’ant 
writer whom he i.urtousK ^onncst'd with revoluiioi -he 
l<x>kcd up at tlie (hw.i, .m 1 .idded “ I shouldn't like to 
see Parhameiu d-uu .twa) wuh, thoueh Ever heard anv 
more of th.it red haired youm: woman ^ ” 

“Marjorie Eerrar .’ Oddlv en(iui;li, [ saw her vesicrJay 
in Whitehall She told me she was driving for Downing 
Street.” 

“ She spoke to s ou ? ” 

“Oh, yes No ill-fechnc’ '* 

“ H’ra! ” said So.amc'' “ f don’t understand this 
generation. Is she married ’ ” 

No.” 

“That chap M.K'flown ii.id .1 luckv escape not that he 
deserved it. Fleur di>csn’t nii^s her evening'' ' ” 

Michael did not answer, fic did not know Fleur and 
he vrere on such perfect terms that they h.id no rc.al know¬ 
ledge of each other’s thoughts. Then, feeling his father- 
in-law’s grey eye gimlettmg into him, he said hastily: 

“ Fleur’s all right, sir.” 

Soames nodded “ Don’t let her overdo this canteen.” 

** She’s thoroughly enjoying it—gives her head a chance.” 
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“ Ye«,” said Sn.ui.c'', “ she’s qot a pood lutlc head, when 
she doesn't lose it ” He seemtd apam to consult the 
Go\ a, .ind added 

“ ]i\ the wa\. that \ounp |on l'<r^\lc is over here — 
thev’ tell nil '•t.iMi.p .it (ireen >(rwt, anil stokinp an 
encine or sonn. ihinp Ai''\-in.i eir! ati.iir, l^ut 1 thought 

\UU OUL’ht ti> kla'.S 

“ ( Hi ' ” S iiJ Mm, ,, 1, •• ti I h olti'i litard ” 

1 don't suii'-c sin'' litard, dthir.” ^itd So.imes 
guard' J.i\ , I twi 1 tin 111 n"t to ii I! iu r 1 )’\ -iu rt inenil>cr, 
in Ann rii a, up at \ ernwn, win n 1 was taken ill r ” 

“ Vc', sir, vcr\ \\( 11 

“Well, I wasn't 1 .it is i saw that \ounp man and 
his wile taikiiie l<' \ou <<11 tin nrs 'Ilinupht 11 better 
that 1 leur sli'-uidn’t run up ai:iin't tin in These things 
are \erv sil’h, 1 ut \ ou m \ er can 11 li ” 

“No," saui .Mnhacl, dn]\ , "vou never tan tell I 
rcmenihtr hking the look of him a good d-al 

muttertvl >oames the -on of hts 

father, I e\ptct” 

And, troni llic expression on lus lace. Mu had formed 
the n'-tion that this was a doubtful advantage 

No more was s.ud, because ot ^o.^nlcs lifelong convic¬ 
tion iliat one did not -a» an\ mure than one need say; 
and ot Michael’s prejudu' ac*inst discussing Klcur wn- 
ousl), even with her lather >i<i 1. id seemed to him quite 
happ) i.'tely. After hvc-anJ-a-hall years of marriage, he 
was sure that mentally Fleur liked him, that physically 
she had no objection to him, and that a man was not 
sensible if he expected much more. She consistently de¬ 
clined, of course, to duplicate Kit, but only because she 
did not want to }>e put out of action again for months at 
a time. The more active, the happier she wa*—over 
this canteen for instance, she was in her glory. If, 
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indeed, he had realised that Jon Forsyte was being fed 
there, Michael would have been troubled; as it was, the 
news of the young man’s reappearance in England made 
no great impiession. The Country held the field of one’s 
attention those strenuous days. The multiple evidence 
of patriotism exhilarated him—undergraduates at the 
docks, young women driving cars, shopfolk ualking cheer¬ 
fully to their work, the swarm of ‘ specials,’ the general 
‘carrying-on’ Even the strikers were good-humoured. 
A secret conviction of his own concerning England was 
being reinforced day by day, in refutation of the pes.simists. 
And there wa.s no place .so un-English .it the moment, he 
felt, as the House of Commons, where people had nothing 
to do but pull long faces and talk over ' the situation.' 

Tht news of the General Stnke’s collapse caught him as 
■ be was going home after driving Fleur to the canteen. 
A &ZZ and bustle in the streets, and the words ; ‘ Strike 
Over’ scrawled extempore at street corners, preceded the 
‘ End of the Strike—Official ’ of the hurrying newsvendors. 
Midtael stopped his car ag.iinst the kerb and bought a 
news-sheet. There it was ! For a minute he sat moiioo- 
Jess with a choky feeling, such as he had felt when the news 
the Armistice came through. A sword lifted from over 
the head of England ! A source of pleasure to her enemies 
dried up I People passed and passed him, each with a 
newt^heet, or a look in the eye. They were taking it 
tdmott as soberly as they had taken the strike itself. ‘ Good 
tdd Eni^and 1 We’re a great people when we’re up against 
ft I * he thought, driving his car slowly on into Trafalgar 
S^uan. A group of men, who had obviously been striken, 
Utood^knnuig against the parapet. He tried to read their 
hees, @ad, sorry, ashamed, resentful, relieved f For the 
lift he could not tell. Some defensive joke seemed 
of them. 



SWAN SONG 


763 


‘ No wondfr we’re a puzzle to foreijtnera! ’ .tiioaght 
Michael: ‘ The least understood people in the world ! ’ 

He moved on slowly round the square, into Whitehall. 
Here were some slight evidences of fcclinjl. The block 
was thick around the Cenotaph and the entrance to Downing 
Street; and little cheers kept hrc.aking out. A ‘ special ’ 
was escorting a lame man across the street. As he cane 
back, Michael saw his face Whv, it was Uncle Hilary! 
His mother’s youngest hrothcr, Hilary Charwell, Vicar of 
St. Augustine’s-in-the-Meads. 

“ Hallo, Michael! " 

“ You a’special,’Uncle Hilary ? Where’s your cloth ? ** 

“ My dear ! Arc you one of those who think the Church 
debarred from mundane pleasure ! You’re not getting 
old-fashioned, Michael I " 

Michael grinned. He had a real affection for Uncle 
Hilary, based on admiration for his thin, long face, to 
creased and humorous, on bos ish recollection of a jolly 
uncle, on a suspicion that in Hilary CharwcU had been Ion 
a Polar explorer, or other sort of first-rate adventuKr, 

“That reminds me, Michael; when are you coming 
round to sec us ? I've got a topping Kheme for airing 
‘The Meads’." 

“ Ah ! ’’ said Michael; “ overcrowding’s at the bottom 
of everything, even this strike.” 

“ Right you are, my son. Come along, then, as soon M 
you can. You fellows in Paili.iment ought always to see 
things at first hand. You suffer from auto-intoxicatiofs in 
that House. And now pass on, young man, you’re impediag 
the traffic.’’ 

Michael passed on, grinning. Good old Unde U3atyl, 
Humanwz^ religion, and living dangerously—had cl imb ed 
all the worst peaks in Europe; no sense ol Iw (Mvlgt'i 
portasce and a real sense of humour. Quite 
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of Enplishm.m ' TIk‘\ h.jd tncJ td make him a di^nitarv, 
but he had jd>bed at the gaiters and hac-ropcs He ua^ 
what they called a ‘live wire' and nUen cnmnuticd the 
most dreadful indisen tinns ; hut e\ er\ hodv liked him, even 
h^ own wife Muiiatl dvsch tor a moment on his Aunt 
May. I'oriy—he supposed \Mtli ihre<- (hildrcn and 
fourteen hundred things to attend to evtrs v{a\ , '‘hmi.ded, 
and cheerful .is a sandho\ Nuedookine wom.m, Aunt 
May ! 

Havinp rciiuini’c red iliai he had not 

lunched, h was tlirif oVk.ik Muiuiimu \ hi>.uit, he 
drank a glass ol sh*‘rr\, and walkfd o\<.r to ilu- House of 
Commons He found it liummiiiL’ in arunipoion of a 
.statement Sitiinu h k, with hi- h -truOitd t>ur, he 
had qualms What ihine- li.ui Ictn done in Iiere ' The 
abolitions ot Sl.mrc and ot Child l.ihour, liie Married 
Woman's IVoptru \a, Rtped of tin- Corn l,.iws, hut 
could they be dime nowad.us ? And it not—was n a lite ' 
He had said to I’leur that } ou couldn’t change \our \ocaiion 
twice and survive Hut did he want to -urvue ' Fading 
Foggartism-- .ind hoggartism hadn’t tailed onlv because 
it hadn’t started-what dul he rc.dU .,ire d^out ^ 

Leaving the world better than he lound it ^ fitting 
there, he couldn't help perceiving a cert.un vaguene-- 
about such an .ispir.ition, even when confined to England 
It was the a.spiraiion ot the House of Common-, but in 
the ebb and flow ot Ihirtv, it didn't seem to make mucli 
progress. Better to tiv on .some detinue bit of adminis¬ 
trative work, stick to It. and get something done I lour 
wanted him to concentrate on Kenya for the Indians 
Again rather remote, and having little to do with England 
What definite work was mo.st needed in connection with 
England? Education? Hunkered again! How tell what 
was the best direction into which to turn educatmn ? 
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\V} r-n thcv bn.uirht in Sr itt I la. amn, f.ir in>lnncc. jliry 
had thouf»ht tiic <^ucsnon s^ttlcsi Now were s.u ini; 

that State education had ruin'\t the State Kmij^'ration ? 
Attractive, hut neg.tn.t K '\A aiTKuIfure * Well, 
the i\M' cnml’incd were i irticm, and he knew by now 
that nothini^ hut latter harJ-t i Ui.uhl le.ii h those ; 

\iu mieht talk till \ou w-r i'lu' 111 lie fau' without 
t.' i:,\ .la ii'i’ aru > me 1 at \. ir-> It 
\\ h 0 r/a n 

g"t ,1 : lu' t.T airi'u' ‘ ’I i.e Meads 

The M« uK was ou. ihr w ,r^r mj::; 1 itislas in London. 
'Clear tlie ■-i.’nis ' ‘ i!."aeht Mihail, ' t:.ar\ pravtual 
oowa\ ’’ .mjiJ ,nK*II j], sluihs, and led tliein 

'I ( ! \ .latil- and lir d: 1 I'f- i dniptinn \nJ yet the 
d.'.' Ill T' ti.' ri 01 I' 'M A d.i in , or at h I't pn tcrrrJ them tu 
siuiii' ih'\ 1 -1" w r."t of' \nd ■'i’lin-dwdlers were such 
go'^d sorts' li'- i aJ t" j !..\ at sliutth 1.0. K with ihem ! 
He must iiJM a tah. witfi L'ni.lc Hi] ir\ Ia>ts of vitality 
in I n^'hind still - numk rs «d n d-hairtJ i hildn ri ' But the 
\iialit\ got soiiud as It jri v\ ;ij likt jl.oits in s back 
Ltirden Slumd* irancc, snu'ki at'ulitioii. industrial peace, 
{migration, agraulidrc, and ^atav m tin air! ‘ I’hcm’s 
n.c sentiment''' ’ thought Muhid 'And il that isn’t a 

large enough r<'Ius lor ari\ n.ati. I m- ' ’ 

He turned hi> lace toward' th’ Matement, and thought 
of his uncle's wi>rds about this ‘House’ Were they all 
ri.all\ in a state of auto-mtoVKation Ik re—iontinual slow 
poisoning of the tissues ’ All these chaps around him 
tiiought they were dome tn.ogs And l.e looked at the 
chaps. He knew most ol them, and had great respect for 
manv, but collccticdy he could not deny that they looked 
a bit da/.cd. His neighbour to the right was showing hit 
front teeth in an a>ph\xutcd smile. * Really/ he tiioaght; 
‘ it’« heroic how we all keep awake day after day I ’ 
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It would not have heen n.iiur.il that Fleur should rejoice 
in the collapse of the (ientral htnke A national outlook 
over such a matter was hardK m her character Her 
canteen was completmt; the rc-istahlishmeiit in her of the 
social confidence vchith the Marjorie I'errar affair had <o 
severely shaken ; and to be thoroiijrliK busy cMth practical 
matters suited her. Recruited by Norah Curfew, bv 
herself, Michael, and his .Aunt Lade .Alison Charwell, she 
had a first-rate crew of helpers of all aijes, most of them in 
Society. They worked in the manner popiil.irly attributed 
to negroes ; thc\ craned .it nothini;- -not even cockroaches. 
They got up at, or stated up to, all hours. They were 
never cross and always cheery. In a word, they seemed 
inspired. The difference they had made in the appcar.ance 
of the railway's culinary premises was startling to the 
Company. Fleur herself was ‘ on the bridge ’ ,all the time. 
On her devolved the grea.sing of the official wheels, the 
snipping off of red tape m numberless telepbonie duels, 
and the bearding of the man.igerial fare She had even 
opened her father’s pcxket to supplement the shortcomings 
she encountered. The volunteers were fed to repletion, 
ami—on Michael's inspiration—she had undermined the 
<^ti with surreptitious coffee dashed with rum, at odd 
"I" I* of their wearisome vigils. Her provisioning car, 
*^tted to Holly, ran the blockade, by leaving and 
“ as though Harridge’s, whence she drew her 
*. were the last place in its thoughts. 
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“ Let us jrivc the sinker'," '«»id Michael^ “ every possible 
excuse to uink the other tye ” 

The cantec'i. in taa. u.l^ an unqualified succoas. She 
had n'>t ^ccn a^nn, l)ut '•he lued in that peculiar 
mixtu'-e "f fear and h"p' ulr>ii Mt:nitu's a real miercst in 
life Oniliernd.i\ aiin"u:K(.d to licr that Jon's wife 
had ..'n\td- niiL’hi '!.< hnni: ii' r down next morning ? 

“ Oh ' \^.iid 1 I' ■ r “ U iiar i' s[ie like ’ " 

“ Vitra'iV' with < ' ' hk' I -w ati. r'nMiip}r> or so Jon 

ilir.K-, hat iT' q'liti !■' -I u ittr-nvmph.’* 

' Mm'" ol II. ur 

^hi- w i' Ml' kine a h-i on iii< tcKpi.onc next day when 
H.'IK hr..;/}!’ \nne Vinnit II ar''.-An iRikdit, straight 
.ind 'i'C'. ! irl - r in :h' i, nr .wru r in ..-.nipK xion, browner 
in the '^c '[i ur ...-Id 'w h it H-'ll. had meant by 
* water-nvji". Ii "j, htr rin «• a hrtic to > sudden, her chin 
pointed and l.'.r t.eih \er\ white, h'r siK<essor Stood. 
Dm -jo kii-'w tfiai Jon and 'hi 

And stniJ’ini: out her tree li md. hh nr said . 

‘*1 think it's awfu’lv sp.,r!'fii; </i \itu an American. 

H(.w\ \our I'F' thir 1 raKi- 

The hand 'h' squee/ed v^as brown, dry, warm ; the voice 
i.hc heard onK f.untly Am.jnean, as if Jon had been at it. 
“ You were just too i;'K)d to Trancis. He always talks 

of \ou. If It hadn’t been lor \ou-” 

“'That's notliint: Kxcusc me. . . . Vc-cs ? ... No! 
If the Princess ernes, .^^k her to be g04>d enough to come 
when thcv’rc feeding. Yes \C'---thank you I To-mor¬ 
row? Certainly. . . . ihd \ou have a grx>d crossing?” 

‘‘ Frightful! I was glad Jim wasn't with me. 1 do io 
hate being green, don't you ? ” 

“ I never am,” said Fleur 

That girl had Jon to bend above her when she wa» greca! 
Pretty ? Yes. The browned face was very alive—rather 
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like Francis WilmotN, but with those enticing eyes, much 
more eager. What was it about those eyes that made 
them 80 unusual and attractive r—surely the suspicion 
of a squint! blic liad a way of standing, too—a trick of 
the neck, the head was beautifully poised Lovely 
clothes, of course ' 1 leur’-^ glance ‘iwept suifilv down 

to calves and ankli.' Ni't t};n.k, nrjt crooked! No 
luck ! 

“ I think ii‘s jijsi wonderlul I'l to ]< t me come and 
help.” 

“ Not a bit llolK uill pui ' I u uot ” 

“Thai sounds nuc and 

“Oh! We all ii'-r y(>ur c\[t-- suais now. Will \ou 
take her proMsioniiiL'. Holly 

When the girl iuJ irone. undfr lli'lK’s v-ing, Fhur hit 
her lip By the untomi'licaied glann ot |on'‘- vii< she* 
guessed that fon had n(>i told her ii'os a\yfull\ \i/ung ' 
Fleur felt suddcnlv as il she herself had neycr had a yoiitli 
Ah! IfJ on had not been caupht .iwa\ from her' }lcr 
bitten lip c|ui\ered, and slie burnJ it in tlic mnutlipmc 
of the tele plume. 

Whenever .ipain—tliree nr fnur timee -hefnre tiie canteen 
was closed, she saw the pirl, ^lie forced herself to he eordi..! 
Instinctively she felt th.it she must chut no dour^ on hie 
just now. What Jon's reappear.ince me.int to lier she 
could not yet tell, but no one ■'houid put a Hni;cr this 
time in whatever pie slie clmse to make. She was mistress 
of her face and movements now, as she had never been 
when she and Jon were babes m the wood. With a warped 
pk.isure she he.ird flollv's. “ .Anne thinks you wonderful, 
Fleur!” No.'"“'on had not told his wife about her. It 
was like b secret had not been his alone ! But 

how loop ^ at pirl be left in ignorance f On the 

day the caf* * ,°''f*'d she said to Holly: 

' 'le the las 
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“ No one h.i«: tolii [onN ujfc ilut he jnd I were onco in 
!'>vc, I suppu'-t. ' ” 

Holl) bliook her hc.ij 
“ I'd rallh r tlif\ didn’t, then " 

“Of idur-'e iKit, nu dt.ir ril see to it The child's 

nice, i tJiink ” 

“ Nkc,” ■'.ii 1 ! h ur, “ hut no[ tnipori.ini ” 

■'Vou‘;t p't to.dlou juriiic iitn r ■'tr.in’fLric’JS of cv'cry- 
thing Anurk.in-' .*re ot n< r.il'v inipori.ini, sooner or 
1 iter ” 

"To tin n;-(.Ivc'.“ lid I h nr. .md mu Hollv smile. 
Fecline that du h.id K\c,dcd .t u>nur of her feelings, she 
sinilcil loo 

Will, J .0 a-' liiev pit<-n liuv do, I suppose ? ” 

" ,\1) dear. r\( hardU ■'cen f ni, i'Ut I should say it’s 
perfecih ml the striK \ over ihev'rc coming 

down t" us a! U lO'don 

" (iood ' W til, this is tin. end o{ the (*ld 1 antccn. Let's 
powder i»ur tio-is and y t I'ut . lather s w.oting for me 
v\ith the car. Can wc drop >ou r ” 

“ No, tluinka , I'll walk ” 

" What ^ The old ^ Funny how hard things 
die ! ” 

“Yes; when you're a lorsyte," murmured HoUy; 
“You see, He don’t shon our lcelini;s It's jiring them 
that kills feelings ’’ 

■■ Ah ! ” said Fleur: “ Well, (lod bless you, as they say, 
and give Jon my love I'd ask ilietn to lunch, but you’re 
off to Wansdon ? ’’ 

“ Tlic day after to-morrow.” 

In the little round mirror Fleur saw her face mask itself 
more rhoroughK, and turned to tlie d(»r. 

“ 1 may look in at Aunt Winifred’s, ii I’ve time. 80 
long!” 

*A 



770 


A MOnKRN COMEDY 


Going cl(mn the stur.^' ‘^hc thought: 'So iiY .\ir that 
kills fcclingh ' ’ 

Soamch, in the car, w g.i/ing at Rigg'-’ hack. Th< 
fclloA was as Umii .o. .i r.nl 

“ Finished wnli that ' " lu ' ud to iier 
“ Ves, dear " 

‘‘Good Job, I'lc \\ I ifiiig ll to a -Iiad'-'A 

“ Why ? Do I hi. ik I liui. [) id ' 

“No/’ said Soaiin s, "no Ph.t''- \’>ur niotha lUu 
\ou can’t keep on at tliat rat. U - -aid \ .ai lii.^ -oine ur ' 
Into ilic Park, ” 

Passing int*) that h.iven. li> inurmund- 
“1 rcmeinlnT 'aIimi \our \'r'iidna-tl.'r dro\a here e\ers 
day, rcgvdar a'^ Go^keNorl Pk..ph h.id hahii , th.-ii 
Shall we stop aiul Im’.c a I'.'.i at that Mi ntori d atlaii 
they made sueh a lu about : ” 

“ I’ve see 11 It, Dad " 

“So hase I," said Soun'-' ' ^t'l^t sculpture ' Now, 
that St. (jaudens vlatue n \\ iNhington •'omeihing “ 
And he looked at Ikt -idelong '(bank L'oodnc'S 
didn’t know ol the V%a\ ho iiad feiide.i Ik r oft from \i>ung 
Jon Forsyte o\( r tiicre She muvt ha\I k ard In now liiai 
the fellow was m lauidon, and '•tasing at in r \untN, to..! 
And noW tlic strike was oil, and normal r.(ilwa\ services 
beginning again, he would be at a loose end ' Inn pcriiaps 
he would go back to I’ari' , his mother was there slill. 
he understood It was on the tip <'f his tongue i<» ask 
Instinct, howewr, potent onlv in his dealings wuh Fleur, 
stopped him. Il she had seen the \ oung man, she w'aJdnN 
tcU him of it. She was l.H>king somehow secret—or wat. 
that just imaginaiKut • 

No! He couldn't see her thoughts. GckkI thing, 
perhaps! Who could aidord to have las thoughts >cen I 
The recesaes, ramifications, c\ccsscs of thought! Only 
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vslicn sic\td .in»l filurtd n.i> thouj^hi hi tor expoburt- 
And .tc.un So.iinc' looked 'idd-Tii; .a hi" d.oji^’hicr 

She u.!' [hinkiriL’, indeed. t-i purposes ih.tt would hn\c 
upset Inns li'ov u IS ^^K e'’ini: t-> mc |(jn .iloiie before hr 
left for W.us-don ' She could i .ill t" in->rro\\, of course, 
(»penl\ .it tire<n Street, tnd frol'ihK nut sec liim She 
(, ould ,i'k him i<i luru (1 ,11 >.p; ift. hut h irdl\ without 

hi" wif< or h< r ovc n h i-’o nid 1 in re w i-, in t.n t, no w.i^ 
oI "eeiiii.' iiiiii .d"ii' <\.i['t in ii.udciif \ik 1 shi hc^.m 
ir\inL^ to pli’i '-ru On ihc p-'.ni of pir-mini; th.it the 
t'-erue 0} ,in ^ idtnt w.-" th.it it ^ouM iiot he pl.inned, 
-iu pl.iniud It Sin ^<- 111.1 1:0 to (irMti ^trut .it nine in 
tlie moriiM e o- cm-.ih Ih'iK > n tin iccouni", 

\iter "iiOi -tf'lit!'Us di\ Ih-ii .Old \iou nimlit surc-K 
!'• hn.iki,i"i:iii' in bed \ d h ui l'<'Iu I'nk to W.insdon, 
Aunt Wiinind ti'X.rp'ot up' I'Ui »;'•>> In' done! And 
she turrii d to S' '.om - 

“AwfulK "Will of \oLi, Old, to h( .until,' me; I <;« 
In|o\nie it ” 

loKc to ml out .Old /i.i\c I lock (t tlx 'iutk' ? The 
sw in> li.Ac L’o: .1 brood .it .Muph vlurh.ini .i^'in thi< ycur.’* 

I'he svc.ins' liou 'he P. Dll iiibi red the six little 

tri V desirovefs Joljowini,' tlx old 'U.iii" o\er the precn- 
tinpcd ivaler, that si\ ye.ir m-iie -untrrur of her love! 
Crossinp the pr.^s down the Serpentine, she felt a sort 
oi erccpinir swi.ctnc’'S liut nobodv - nohod) should kmw 
ofwhal v\cnt un inside her U h.lle^t^ h.ippencd~-and, after 
.ill, most liktlv nothin'’Would happen- she would save face 
this time ^t^orli^e^^ motive in the vsorld, .is Mich.'ic! said. 

“ Voxr pr.indf.iihcr used to hrini; me here when I was a 
sh.iver.” ^-nd lx r f.itIxT's vone beside her. It did not 
add: “.And I used to brm^ th.it wife oi mine when we 
were first m.irried.” Irene ' She h.id liked water and 
trees i'he li.«d liked .d) bt.*ut), and she hadn't liked him ! 
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“ Eton jackets Si»(ty years ago and more. Wlio'd 
have thought it then f ” 

“ Who’d have thought what, Dad ' That Eton lackets 
would still be in ? ” 

“That <hap—Tcnn\f*on, wasn’t it’—‘The old order 
changeth, giving place to neu ’ I can’t see vou m high 
necks and ‘■kiri*^ down tn \Mur t(» sav nothing of 
bustles. \V«im<n then wer<. Jihndtd up to the nine>, (iut 
jou knew just .l^ miuh about them a^ \ou d(» novs--ind 
that*s precious little ” 

“I wonder Do \ou iliink peo| le's pt^-ionv are what 
they used to he, Dad ’ ” 

Soames hr<u»did into lii< han<l .Now, uhv had '•he 
said that ’ Ik had oik<‘ told l;er that a grand p i'>sir)n 
was a thing ol the past, ami she had uphed that she h.id 
one. And suddenly he was I'a^k in •-teanu heat, redolent 
of earth and potted pel irgonmm, kn king .t hot water pipe 
in a greenhouse at Maph'dwrhain I’erliaps -he'd been 
right; there was alwa\s a lot ol liuman nature about 

“Passions'” he 'aid ‘'\^el], \ou "till read of p<-ople 
putting their heads under the ga^ In old davs thc\ used 
to drown thein-'clves l.ti's go and ha\e tea, at that 
kio&k place " 

When the y \MTc seated, ,<nd ilic piyi'ons were enjoying 
his cake, he tiKik .* lone ai her ^he had her legs 
crossed—and\cr\ nieethe\ ucrc '—andju'.t th.it diSerence 
in her body from the w.nst up, from so many \oung women 
he saw about. She didn’t sit in ,i eurve, but with a sliehr 
hoQow in her back, giving the impression of backbone and 
a poise to her head and neik She was shingled .ig.iiii— 
the custom had unexpected life-but, after all, her neck 
was remarkably white .ind round Her face—short, with 
itt fino, rounded chm, verj little powder and no rouge, 
with its dark-lashed white lids, clear-glancing hazel eyes. 
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•'hort, str.iiclit nose .inJ hr^riJ low brow, uiih the chestnut 
h.iir <)\cr It" jikI it" mumI'K kiss.iblc mouth—rc.illy 
It v\. 1 '' .1 t.Ttu:f ' 

'• I tlunk,” 1 a <■ u 1. *' \<)uM Ih* ^l.ul to have more 

iinir !'-r Kt: Hr^ .t r. il \\ li.it J\ou think he 

.I'kcJ im lor \c-'t'rJ i\ .i .minur’’* 

“ V(', h<’s al.' i.' i reili:,.' linin'^ up I smack him 
.1- litrlf .1' p'i-M:-ie. but uni\"Ki.ihk .u nines- -ni'hoi-ly 
(lIm- is .ill'U'J to Mo’ll.T iMt liini unnl to It while we 
were :»w.i\. h. ..n it i-. ill in tin. .lav's \M-)rk’’ 

“Cliilbrin.'* s'kl N) riu •. “ rr iunn\ tiiintrs We 
PI . i Oh ii ,1 III ' .it v.li. n 1 v.is vnunit ” 

“ l i.ri’r. fu, i>.oi, but { fhipk \ou jnjke more fuss of 
him ih .11 ' \ b .d\ 

“ \Vb .t ' ' 1, i bo mu s ‘ I ; ” 

“ Voii .lo (\ h il\ ,is Ik (' iU \ou Dnl vou ^i\e him the 
h imnii r ' 

“ HaJn’t ' 'lie uli it ^houKl I c.irrv ii.uiinK rs about for ? ** 
KKiir " N" . but xou tike film so ncnously* 

Mkh.ti 1 t.iki - iuni ir.inii .tlK 
** The ih.ip'-^ k>(.ii < tuinkio," vod bo.imc 3 . 

“ MirsifuiU iJidn’t \ou -.noil Dad ’ ” 

Sumes L'.tptd at .1 piLk'on 

“Can't tell,” he vaul '* Do w.u feel spoiled ** 

“ W hen 1 nant thim:-', 1 want thinij' ” 

De knew th.u . but so lorik; a^'he « anted the right thiag*! 
“ And when I don't get then.. I'm nut safe.*’ 

'• Who ‘•ays ih.it 

“ No one ever sa\s it, but f know it.” 

H'm I Wh.ii was slic v\jniinir now ^ Should he atfk 1 
And, as li attending to the crumbs on his lapel, he took 
* a lunar * 1 hat lace of hci^, whose eyes for a nuxseot 
were off guard, was dark with some deep—he couldn’t tdl I 
Secret! Thai’s what it was! 
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Kl ( I R 

Wli n the c.»ntc( n .Kcnuni - m her h.uiJ, rieiir ppt J fiii 
between her luhheJ Imn-itk'- \ tjiurttr tn nine b\ IIil: 
Ben ! Twent\ odd nnmitt ^ !(«:u ross the (Jreen P<irk ! 
She had drunk her <otli.e in to tlud- qui-'tions- .nul 
there, of tourse, \s.u 1 >.ul w ith hi'' nos( eliud lo iIk dimn j- 
room windov^ bhe \\.i \ ci\ th< u i ount''. .md he ithdrt u 
his face if ihev had tluked liiiii Hi v\.is imt J'O •^‘>‘■.1, 
but he shouldnd aK\a\ ?> be du'iniL' hi r -In u.j'.n'l a pim 
of china ! 

She walked bri'-kly bhe ti id no h'.in \ '.ui kle 'vt ^^aTlon■' 
this mornini,', hut tdi lurd md brii:lii If jon had (onie 
back to Eni,d.md to stay, she niu^^t I'et him over The 
sooner the better, without ' Pa-'>inu' the ^^-r.iniums in 
front of Butkingham Pnhuc. lu^t out uid hiithh ^carlct, 
^hc fell her blood heatini; Not walk •'O tast or "lie would 
arrive damp' The treis were far advanced; the (ireen 
Park, under brec/e and sun, smelled of erass md leaver 
Spring had not smelled s(' ):ood for \ears A lon;,*in>; tor 
the country seized on Meur Crass and trees and water 
—her hours with Jon had been pa^>ed amoryij them- one 
hour in this very Park, betore he Took her down to Robin 
Hill! Robin Hill had been -^old to some peer or other, 
And ahe wished him of it -siic knew its hi-'tory a^ of 
some unlucky ship ! That house had ‘ done in ’ her fatlier, 
And Jon*s father, yes —and his cranJ-faiher, she believed, 
to say nothing of herself. One would not be ‘ done in ’ 
again 80‘*‘‘a5ily 1 And, passing into Piccadilly, Fleur 
iinikd at htr green youth In the early windows of the 
774 
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Club nick-n.jmcJ bs I or^^tL• thr ‘ Iserum/ nn t)no 

of Ins compeers s.u is \et, .il’o\e iIk mo\m^' humours ol 
the sirecT, sippinp from or lup, .inJ puffinij his con¬ 
clusions out in smoke. I luir cuiKi just remember him, 
her ohl Cousin (MMree lor^vo. \Niio usij to sit there, 
fleshx .inci sirvl'U'u behiiui t!ie iur\in^ p.incH; Cousin 
(h . .r^f, w ho h 1.1 o\Mii J ti'.r ‘ \\ iiite \lonkt \ ' up in Michael’s 
stusi\ I ikK M.i’i' 1 ),irti', to,.. \cfioni she rememhercil 
hciau-' th' otil\ tinu 'he h iJ sm; him he h.ui pinched 
her in .1 I'T'. ino pi* (, o. ,!i. “\^hit .ire little 
imuh o| ' " so li, 0 sii' h 1.1 dij'jH.l iur hands when she 
hf.ird ihit la had It.-Cm hi- Mn.k, '•‘•on after, a horrid 
man. v.itl. lit i '1 and a .lirk imai-t.clii, smelling' (>( 

, - ri' an 1 -L’.r- Roiindin;; tie It ’ -ormr, she felt 
bre r.iil' - ti-rtniurn \\er< iti her Aunt’s \Mnd<m-buxcs 
-dnit not ib tu.hsus ut Was ih'r r n.in the one she 
In rs'h u 's! I • haM \n.l, taktm: her hand from her 
he.irt. shi r mo the Im-II 

\| ' smither, me bo K .i-’wn ’ ” 

“Onh Mr Jiin's d'un \ et, Mlss r eur ” 

W io clki la arts wobOif ' >uKctiiiii. wiieii one was 
p. rl( I tly (ool ' 

" He’ll d(» tor thi monutit, ^u,lthlr Where is he ? ” 
"Hayinp br* ikta't. Miss llcur” 

“ All riuhf . sliou me in I don’t mind having another 
Ciij- ni\sih ” 

Under la r breath, 'he vieihn'J the creaking noun who 
Was preceding her to tl.c dinini'-ro tm • “ Smither: 0 
bmiDicr. Of .4 >niriKr. To a bmitiicr: A Smitiicf/* 
Sdlv ! 

“Mrs. Michael Mont, Mr jon. Shall I get you *ome 
tresh toffee. Miss Hear ^ ” 

“No, thank )uu, bmuher ” Stays creaked, the door 
was shut. Jon was s.ianding up. 
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“ Fleur I» 

“Well, Jon r* 

She could hold his hand and keep her pallor, though the 
blood was in hts checks, no longer smudged. 

Did I feed you nicely f ” 

“ Splendidly. How are vuu, Fleur? Not tired after 
all that ? ” 

** Not a bit. How did \ou liL ” 

“ Fine ! My engine-driver w.is a real brick Anne will 
be $0 disappointed ; she'^ haMni; a Ik. otf.’' 

“She was quite a help N’earl) mv years, Jon; you 
haven’t changed mucJi." 

“ Nor you.” 

“Oh! /have Out of knowledge *” 

“Well, 1 don’t sec it. H.uc )ou ij.id I’rcakfast ^ ” 
“Yes. Sit down anv-l go nn with \ours. I came round 
to see Holly about some accounts, h she in bed, too ? ” 
“ 1 expect so.” 

“Well, ril go up directly How dc'cs England ted, 

Jonf” 

“Topping. Can’t leave it ..t;.iin Anne ".a)! she doc.sn'i 

mind.” 

“Where arc you going to settle ! " 

“ Somewhere near \'al and Holly, if we can get a place, 
to grow things.” 

*' Still keen on growing tlllng^ : ” 

“ Mwe than ever.” 

" How’s the poetry f ” 

“ Pretty dud.” 

Fleur quoted: 

“ ‘ Vtace in the night crying, down in the old sleeping 
Spanish dty darkened under her white .■-tars,’ ” 
“Good-’ord! Do you remember that i ” 

“Yes." 
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His e)cs wrrc ^rr.iJirlu, .i** d.irlc as ever. • 

“Would y u like ii> nicci MiOuitl, Jon, and see my 
infant ^ ” 

“ Kiili.r'” 

“ W h< n i'- \cu i,M. .ioui f,. W.jn^J'-n ' ” 

“ 'lo niurrr.w or thi J.o iii- r ” 

“’Ih'-n. \ '•( i<.;r> t'-iP' .Ohl ! ,nc!. [“morrow ?’’ 

“WtM InSf 

“flail |\i-i <.ii« iiiJ A«i,; WiminJ, itio. Is 

yu'] nu-il ' '■ i’ 'rh 

“ " .''.'a I!,ml.' u •< til'iii there “ 

“ Well, [' II dani'' f d! on thur uc t, d*'ti*f thev ” 
“Th-e 

“Shill 1 L’lvo \‘'u • me pi'irt e-'tlei : Aunt Winilrcd 
rrid( h' r“ It ('ll Ik r < 

“ J h ur. \' ti Jo ii ok -f ittiJui ” 

“ 'I hank Il.iw \ “U t '. j' lou ij to ■-( c Kohin Hill f ’’ 

“ N(*i vet Sonic Jutent it'-'s pit H now” 

“ J)oc' \o-'r Anm tin 1 tlniips aniuMin: here ? ** 

“ ShcN terrible iinyre'-eJ '.«)■< ue'rc a. nation oI 
gcn'I-incn h’J )ou fv<r tioi;k that ' “ 

“ iv no ; lump.If itivt 1\ perhaps. “ 

“ It all bliicil' -u p'.o i }i< re ’’ 

“The poet' nose l)\ou riimmlKr our walk at 

Wan^Jon ’ 

“ I I' memUr cver\ tinnp hh ur ” 

“ThatN honc't N» do | It took me some time to 
rcmeml'eT th it I’J lo'‘gotu n I low long Jid it take you I ” 
•* Still huuer, ] e.\pt “ 

“Well, MichaelN the hr..! male I know.” 

“Anne’s the best kni.tle " 

“ How fortunate- l^n■l it ? How' old is she f** 
“Twenty-one.” 

“Just right for you. Even if we hadn't been ftar- 
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CPosscJ, I was alvsa)s too old for xci; (lod ’ VVcTtn'l 
V.C young fools ’ ” 

“ I don*i soc that It n.itural it was beautiful " 
“Still got ideals ? Marmalade ' liV ()\hird 
“Yes. 'I'Ika c.in’t make m.trmaladr out of Oxford " 

“ Jon, your hair grows exactl\ a^ it U'^cd lu Have \ ou 
noticed mine ? ” 

“ I’ve been treing to ’’ 

“ Don’t \ou like It ’ ” 

“ Not so much, quite , ind M t-- 

“You me.m I shouUlirt vcell out of the fashion 
\'cry acute! You don’t miiivi her being hinglcd, appa¬ 
rently.” 

“ It suiii Anne ’’ 

“Did her brother tell \ ou mmh about me ' ” 

“ He s.'ud )ou had a lo\i]\ house . and nursed him Iikt 

an angel.” 

“Not like .m angel; like a \ouiig wom.in of lashion 
There's still a difference ” 

“ Anne vsas awful!\ grateful for that vSfu's tfild vou ' ” 
“Yes. But I'm alraid, between us, we s(.ni J-r.mc^ 
home rather c\nieal Cvnici'ni grows here , d’\ou notice 


“ I think you put it on.” 

“My dear! I i.ike it off when 1 talk to )oa You 
were always an innocent Don’t "mile \ouwcrc' That’s 
why you were well nd of me. Well, I never thought I 
should see )ou again ” 

“ Nor I. I’m sorrx Anne’s not down ’’ 

“ You've never told her about me.’’ 

“ How did you know that \ ’’ 

“ By the way she looks at me,” 

“ Wh; should 1 toll her ? ” 

“ No reason in the world. the dead past- It’s 
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inn to \(tu .iciir>. tliuijc^h Sh.iko ii.inJ'« Pm poirijc 
up to Ho!K n('v\ 

Thtir h.ifui' foincJ ■)\.r tin nnrrn.il.ulr on htN pI.jU’, 
“\\\‘ro not tliilJri'n now. [on Till tomorrow, then’ 
011*11 li}\< nu li'UiM V rrrd/’r.' 

(jniru' uj' tin. ’“I tir 'n tlionijlii witli resolution about 
notlmiL’ 
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Tni tl. -f( ih.ii offici.il 
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dl dir HI 
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.mount'', .md bctwc'-n 
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“ N iri< N' ' \ 1 ' , tII It 

r'l'lit 

H.i\f \ ou seen Jon .* ” 

"V.^. hr 

th' onl, 1. .1 

rlv hirvi 

U ill \ ou all come to 

liitU it v\ 1 th u 

'• to-niurrr)v\ * 




It \oi| thi'ik It’ll hr uis(, I Ic-ur ” 

“ 1 think It’ll he ph.IS.lilt 

Sin nut the se.irJi oi tin l’H \ c\cs 'fi.uliU, and with 
scertt .ini,'ei No one should see into her—no one should 
nurlcrc ’ 

“ -Vll ri;,dit (hen, we’il e'pu: \ou all four at onc-thiriy. 

{ mu*-! run nove 

She did run , but smt<. she re.dl) h.iJ no appointment 
with anv “ ofSei.ai .iss.” she ucnt hack into the Green Park 
.ind -^at down. 

So that w.is Jon - now ' Terribly like Jon — then ! His 
eves deeper, his chin more obstinate—that pcrlups was all 
the difference. He still had his sunny look; he fftill 
l>clie\cd in things He still-admired her. Yc-«! A 
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little wind talked above her in a tree The day was 
•surprisingly Hnc — the fir'll rcalK fine day ‘.mcc Easter * 
What should slic give them for luiuh ' H'hv should ‘'he 
deal with Dad ? fh must nnr he There ! To have perfect 
command of oneself was all ^cr\ well, to have perfect 
command of one's father w.o ant so eas\’ A pattern <’t 
leaves covered her short slar:, tl.< smi w.iriH' ^ her kme-' : 
she crossed them and le.ined ]M^K hvt*' hr-t aistumc - ■ 
n pattern of K.I \e' “ \\ i ( - "Hoi!', had aid Who 

knew? Shrimp cocktail'• \<'' 1 ncli'h lood Paii- 

cike5-4<cTt.unl\ ! 'l'<i v t i :d ..i 1) iJ, nuivt propose 

I'Crtclf with Kit at M.ipK diirl, .-11 lor the d.o. after, tijen 
he would go, to j rc['iti lor th> in Ihi inoth;.r was vtill m 
E'rancc. Tlie oii-ers \'onld In coni to W lin'd-!, Noih’ng 
to wait for m town \ niC( \\ irm -un on li«’■ iicek \ 
scent of grass of l.oiit \ .. ' 1. ' (ih ' Ji.ir! 
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Tli^T the m'"t pt' un.int !m- ■; >.i <>l iuniitn life is the 
mc.tl, ".ill ht ..ainiiti'i h\ .il uIk* i.iKt j\.rt in ihcse 
ruurrcni The jnij i- il iht) uf p- tunp Jnwn from 

r.il'lf r(n<hr>ii th< rn-'-t tt.nni.i ihh nt l.ui:..»n jctivitiei^ 
aJ..' IL' {'"-■ph ' ^1 !>- lla po.ii’, ol all-tuinp not onl) 

thiir U'vd bu' ;i lit u . 'i’":- 

Such a CMi'’'; Mil ,ii h.iM n.i' pr^s<.nt t-i Ihnr during 
rli.ii lunJi Th.ii her u.is uii h, reminded her 

It w.i i."t \M'h 1(11 -L h.'i -j MU her hijneymdon 
in ^p.iin 'I’.tri h ul in-n .1 iiH'inau, loa, bchirc 

lutkli; h-r, th; hr-t widi, h.iJ ^p^l.-n <ni seeing 
MiJutl, had Ixui : 

“ Hallo ' '1 i.is L' qu> cr ’ \\ a^ } kur with \‘ju thjt day 
at Mount WriMn ' ” 

What wai ihij ' Had die he Ml kept in the dark f 

Then Mkhacl had ^aid 

“ You reniMiilHr, 1 h ur : The \oung Luglishman I met 
at Mount \ ernon ’ 

‘ Shipb that pasiP in the ni^'ht ’ ’ ” said HcuT. 

Mount Vernon ' So thy had met there I And she had 
not! 

“ Mount Vernon is lovely But vou ought to see Rich- 
mond, Anne. We could goaftir lunch You havenY been 
to Richmond for ages, I expect, Aunt Winifred. We could 
take Robin Hill on the vva\ home, Jon.” 

“ Your old home, Jon ? Oh ! Do lct*s! 

At that moment she hated the girPs eager face at wJkkk 
Jon was looking. 
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“ T)icrc's the I'nti'ni.iic," lie i.iid 

“Oh!” s.iid I'leur, qunkli, ‘'lie'- .it Monte C.irhi I 
read it tcsttrd.iy C"uld t'» eome, Mudi.iil •' " 

“Afraid I've got a Comnmiei And the c.ir ean onlv 
manage fitc " 

“It would he ju^l ton l.o.K 

Oh I that Anieru.in eiitliu i.ism ' It w.is ii.iiiioriini; to 
hear lier Aunt's flat voice '||■lnlll'■ th it it wmild he a niee 
little run— the clustiuiis would In out m tiu i’arh 

H.id MkIi.icI re.illt .1 Coti.mitti 1 • Sluoliinknew ili.it 
Michael re.illv li.nl, '.Ik [;< ik r.ilK Incw more or le-^ ‘.h.it 
he W.18 thiiikmg, hut now -li' did not oLtn to know In 
telling him l.ist night of tin- unit ition to lunih, sin h.id 
carefully ohlilirated the tnij'ri--ion h\ .in emhr.iee w inner 
than usual Ik nut-t not g, i .,n\ iion-i n-e into In- liead 
about Jon ' When, to,,, to her l.iilur -lie ii.id -.iid 

"Couldn't Kit .iiid I conn down to eou the die .ifter 
to-morrow, hut ton'll u.itii .i d.it tlicre fir-t, I'lii ..traid, 
if Mother’s not there," how e.irtiulli she had li-tened to 
the tone of In- re)'K . 

“ H’m ! \'e - es I I'll go tiown to-niorrow niorning ” 

Had he scented .iiit thing, had Midiael -cented .niv- 
thing ? She turned to )on 

“ Well, Jon, what d'tou think ol m\ hoii-c ■ ’’ 

“ It’s vert like \ ou " 

“ Is that a conighnu in ' ” 

“To the house ’ Ol cour-i 
“ Francks didn’t cN.igger.itc then ’ ” 

“ Not a bit.” 

“You haten’t seen Kit tet. We’ll hate him down. 
Coalicr, plca.se ask Nurse to bring Kit down, unless he’s 
asleep. . . . Ik'U be three in Jiilt , quite a good walker 
already. It makes one Inghtlully old ! ” 

The entrance of Kn and his silver dog caused a sort of 
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r()oin': •^oiirul, ihcck-J. for three of ihe women 

were ot I-or‘'\ tc '-tnck. .ind tli'- I "Tm it.- di'l not ok) He 
'tood there, blue .ind r.Jtliir nutJi, witfi a •'li^]»l frm\n 
and his fi.-'ir [iriirlit, -t inne it '!a toni|'iii_\ 

^ C'-nu htft.nu -"ii Ih'-i {"ii \ >'ur iccorul cousin 
onre r< d 
Kir .id\an f d 

" ^'.dl I ln\ini' ins - i-' ih ’’ 

“ Hor-c, Kii . i -k' ii ii, ! 

The snudl h md vstii' . !'*n'- ' ii d mu dos\n. 

“ You L’"! d.ri S h 111 

v'slu s.iu ).'ll flu ’ , .r^i \’iri "1 n I Ik. just t<Mi 
unnine • ” 'ii- - nd 

* “ Kil, \ o rr< Mrs r Ml S' i ss ouid ' ".i li i \ i, if \ ou d 
I'ci n -i( ’kiiiL’ ill (lij'iM 

" ^ I I lid 111 I'l. T', I i.( 11| v\ .1 fl.Mii I ver siiKc, but 
1 t (I'd i:< i n Hi m ” 

“Whs 

“ Ir’s i:oi nit<i tlu d in ” 

“ Ix ’ nu '(< 

“(in and diaki han i> ssiih s.-iir it aunt, Kil.” 

"No ’ 

“ Hear littli I hapd' s.ud W iniirt J “ Siivh a bofe, isn’t 
It, Kit ' ” 

“\cn \M i], then, ijo out apmi, ind vour nunnern, 
and bnn>; tlu ni m ’’ 

" Al! vsii:ht ” 

His exit. i!o-cd in hs thi -ils«r doe, "as followed by ft 
general laugh , Heur said, >otil\ 

“ iattii wretch-' poor Jon ! ” \nd through her lashci 
she saw Jon give her a erateful hM»k 

In thi^ mid'Mas fine weather tht view from Richmond 
Hill had all the width and leal> eiiarm which had drawn 
so many Forsytes in phaetons and barouches, in hansom 
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cabs and motor cars from immemorial time, or at least 
from the day^ of Georpe the Fourili The winding river 
shone discreetly, far down there ; and the trees of the 
encompassing landscnpc, though the oaks were still 
goldened had just begun to )M\e .1 hruuding lock ; in JuU 
they would be he.iv}' .mJ bhitoh Curiou-ly, few houH'S 
showed among the trtns .mJ field'', very scanty ev idcnce ot 
man, within twelve inilis of London! Tlie spirit of an 
older England sceinotl to )inve hnded jerrv-lniildcrs from a 
prospect s.icred to the ejaculations ot Jour gcner.itions 

Of those five on tlic lerr.ux Wnntritl best exprc^■-ed that 
guarding spirit, with iier. 

Really, it’s a very prettv view ' ” 

A view—a view ! Ami vet .» vd w v. a^ not wli.a it had 
been when old joh on ir.u fll( d tin \1| s w Ith that knapsack 
of brown leather and scpiarc sh.ipi, 'till in his grandson 
Jon’s posscs''i«'n , or Swithiit abi-ve Ins grevs, rolling hiS 
neck with consequence luw.irds tin ladv bv liis ^lde, had 
pointed witli his wlnp down at tin. nver and pouted: 
*‘A pooty little view I" Or James, crouched over Ins 
long knees in some gondola, had examined the Gnrid 
Canal at Wnue with duulnmg eves, and muttered : “ They 
never told me the water was this C(T>ur! ’* Or Nicholas, 
taking his constitunorml at M.itlock, had i»pincd tliat the 
gorge was the finest in England No. a view was not 
what it had been ! George E-'r') tc and Montague Dartie, 
with their backs to it, qui/./.ically contemplating the 
Liberty ladies brought down to be fed, had started that 
rot; and now the young folk didn't use the exprcs’^ion, 
but just ejaculated • “ Christ! ” or words to that 
effect. 

Bat there was Anne, of course, like an American, with 
clasped b^^nds, and: 

** Isn’t it too lovely, Jon f It’s son of romantic ! ” 
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And so to tlic Park, wliUf Uinifrod chanted autu- 
mutually at sti^i.t of (he thc'tnut'. ind every path and 
patch of fern and talkn tree Jri.u troni li-dlv or jon some 
ridmi; r<.( -ilK«. »inn 

“ iahjk, Vnne, iliti'' v\l:ire I tl-ren in\Nclt of? m) pon\ 
rt'' a kij wh'.n f I" [ nn 'tiriap and l:''1 so hored with bcin^i 
bump'd ’* 

Or j- n ' \ a! Old I )i ui a tkc down that 

a\(.nu' Oil' and ilrr.’ tin !■ ^ \\( u.dtojump Still 
tlicr ' ” 

And ‘\n'u "..o HI ei-t.t \> *'\^r tin. h 1 r nd ific grass, 
So difh rent t'■"In rh'* \m( in an .ntii' 

To I'lci.r hie P irk III' HO noiiiHi.’ 

“Jon,"'' id, aid :il\, ^\iMt ■ v-u eoim,’to Jo to 
gel in at !<■■! Hiii 

101 lilt I'. li r li ii I \s ipi to '•liow nu wife where I 
lued as a I- \ , and i:i.( hiin 1 majk wf good reasons. 
1 don’t want to .set tiic li<ui, all ru a tiirniturc and 
that ’’ 

*' Couldn't at. 1:0 in at tin- fiottom. tlirojgh the coppice f ” 
,ind her e\es ad kd . “ A^ wt. dnl that da\ 

“ We might tome on soiii' om , an.l get furind back.” 

Tilt couj'le of good rcaMHis -ti-urt J llmr top entrance lo 
tlie ground-s, the ‘ family ' was not • m resiJtruc.* 

Businncv’i mavtcrpucc wore its mellowest asjKCl. The 
sun-blinds were duv\n, for the lun was streaming on iw 
front, past the old oak tree, where was now no swing. In 
Irene’s rose-g.irdtn, which had replated old Jolyon's 
fernery, buda were forming, but only one rose was out. 

“ * Rose, you Spaniard ' ’ ” >omeiiiing clutched Flcur*S 
heart What was Jon thinking—what remembering, 
with tlu^se words and that frown ? Just here she had sac 
berween his father and his motiicr, believing that she and 
Jon would li\e here some da) ; together watch the roses 
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Moom, the old n.ik drop jts leaves, lof^clhcr say lo their 
guests • “ liooh ' TliireV the* (irand iMand at Kpsnm- 
se*c ? Just ahovc thove poplar'* ' 

And now '*he' emild not even walk hc'-ide him, wiio was 
plaving guide' to th.it girl, hl•^ wit< ' Ik-uie her Aunt she 
walked instead Winitred w.is cxiremelv uitni:ued Sin- 
had never vet nen this hou^e, whuh So.iniec had huilt 
with the i^rains of voune lio-'inncv , whuh Iniie, with 
* that unfortunate litih aftair ol her-’ had wret k<.d . llii’' 
house where OKI I nJe joKon and C>usin [^^,,11 had 
died ; and Ireiu. -«* iroiiu ilK. had lived and h ui thi'' bov 
Jon — a niec bov, too, this hou''< <'t )'o^^\(( •'ong and 
stfjry. It was verv distinuiii-h'd and bcloncd to a p(*tr 
now, which, Mtui it had i:one out ol tlic tannlv, setined 
builahlc In tin walk d trun e-irden. ■ Ik "aid to h K ur 

“ Your grandtathir t.iiuc down lure ome. Iosk. how it 
was getting on 1 remember hi" "ivmg ’It'll co-'t .i 
pretty penn)’ to keep up * And I -huuld think it dm" 
But it was a pitv to "cll n Irtiu's vloing, ol course' 
She never c.ired hrr the tamilv Now, n unK ” Hut 
she stoppe'd short olthe words . “vouaiid jonhadmad* a 
match of it '* 

“What (*n t'arih would [on have done. Auntie, witfi a 
great place like* this so near lauulon ’ He’s a poet." 

“Yes,” murmured Wmifrec' — not verv quick, because 
in her youth quickness had no: been fashionable . “ There’s 
too much glass, perhaps.” And thev went down through 
the meadow. 

The coppice ! Still there at the bottom of the tield ' 
But Fleur lingered now, stthtd In the lallen h)g, waned till 
she could say: 

“Listen! Thecuck<K), Jon ! ” 

The cuckoo's song, and the sight of bluebells under the 
larch trees! Beside her Jon stvHjd still! Yes, and the 
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<^prin^» "tond -ull T!i(.r< utru thi.- o\or .mJ 

over' 

" Ir was ht’fi v atiu- un \ *>uT in-a|u r, {•■[), and t)ur si.tr-- 
U(.rc i.n>‘'Si'd Oil. [on ' " 

G-uld '-/ '*i"ri .1 '^ound ru if -■> iiiwi ii, <a\ m, muJi, Ik* 
so 'tardinp ' Hi- ’ M' junij”.! .11 the lo^ at 
onit 

'■ \m L'la< : Iti'. i. I 

\rid. vMti I t in. I";, !•. .1.uj I, her 
>}i' I'u' 'v : '1 .iid- I'M 111 iiid jenip'd down 

\!)a ii'i' Mi'n’ h'l.-hn '1,. w . M \nd ti.. i-irJ sang 

.tier r!.< ni 

•'That .hiiii-Hi,’ .-aiwikur. 



CH\m:R XI 

PI KAMIU 1 A 1 ION 

Tnr instinct in rci^.irJ to h-s «i iu;j!,Ti.r, \\liicli hv now 
formed }urt of las pn-tcan i- > > o ( nn.' .ip.an-c the. m.^Kin- 
ationb of F.uc, luul u.irncd ili' J,r. l^forL, rh.tt 

Fleur was up t<' '''mtihiiiL' -'ii'n ‘•he went < iit whik he 
was having hre.ikt.ist St.n il-r'-in-h iIk ’MnJov\ u.uing 
papers at him, Oi- h.ul .ai .nr n| ui.r, ihn, <,r .a lea-r ui 
appearance <>t u-'t (■ Hmg hnn .nuihine V- M’mcihnm 
not quite g< mime m ilu \<iul w.trns i vi ./ ih.i: he i- 
about to be leJt, so u.i- s.^mu - '.v.inu ^1 In iIm I'-tent.itiiin 
of those paper-' lie tini-lud his hre.iki.iit, ihertfurt, 
too abruptly lor one (.on'iitnrion ill\ L’i\en to ni.irinalmle, 
and set forth to (iu-.n Street >ii've ili.it fellow 

Jon was staving ilure, ilus i.ishion.ihh, !o\.,ihu was the 
seat of any rc.ison.ibk uiua'iness If, moreover, there 
was a place in the workl where So mu-' could still un¬ 
button his soul, It w.is Ills sj^ttr Wmilrid's di.iwmg-rooin, 
on which in 1879 he lunmell h.ui miprc--sed so deeply 
the personality ol Louis Umn7e thut, m spue of j.i/./ 
and Winifred's desire to he in tin. he.ivier modern 
fashion, that mon.irih's intur.iblc lev it) w.is ntjH to he 
observed. 

Taking a somiwluu circuitous course .ind looking in at 
the Connoisseur!.’ Club on the wuv, Soames did not arrive 
uniil after Fleur’s departure. The first remark from 
Smither confirmed the uneasiness which had taken him 
forth. 
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“Mr. So.imf-5 ! Oh' Wh.jt a pity—Miss Flcur'b just 
pune ! And nobodv dnwn \et but Mr Jon ** 

“Oh!” said So.inu'- “ Dul site s(.c fum ?” 

“ Yo«, “^ir }h^ in rht JminK’-r'«»in, if you’d like to 
go in.” 

v'^oaracs sh'ii.k hi-' h*..J 

■* !!o\\ loiu'art tfK\ ’ I. iiii:, ^initlirr ? ” 

w.-ll, I did !i< ,r Mr- \ .d -a. llu ^ WfTt all iroiric hack 
i(t Wansd^n ilr li\ ’ r f*. M,Mrrov\ \\\ -h.ill he all 

.d"iio agon in t i ' \'>j \scri 'iiniiiu; <>t viniuig to US» 
Mr l^oam^^" 

\g.un lain* - ^li'''K I’l• h'ad ‘ lu-Niid, 

'• W’hat ! ' -aiM il \- nni: ]ad^ Mi • ) kur 'a^ grwwn, to 

U "liri , sut a I Iji'Miia ni-nMnc'” 

.'''lamcsgiM \cr.t t-' in rin'ii..!' '^oanJ The news 

ua^ not to 111 ' liMiig, hnl !k 1 liafuK 5a\ .m> ill Jroni 
ol an in-t It u lion ' hit t "ulJ never tOl Ii'Av mm h ^milhc^ 
knew .''.he Ltd irtak(d Ik r wav through pretty well 
cvtrv tarnilv xirct in htr iinu, Jr-'in tin da\s when hia 
'mn matrimonial rchtinins ■.u['plud l'im'»t!4\\ with more 
tlian alt the go'-'-ip it reijinrcd ^tj, and were not hia 
nun matrimonial relations luue-Uul, s>till supplying the 
raw material ' CurI'*u^K 'inMtr ii -tenifd to him just 
then, that the son of hia MippUntcr jol)on should l>c here 
in this house, the near^•^t cuunicrftu of that old homing 
centre of the FofNVte^, ’linioth)’-' in the Haysw'atcr Road. 
What a perversity there wa.s in things! And, repeating 
the indctcrmin.ite sc^und, he said . 

“ Hv the wa), I hupp''sc that Mr. Stamford never canM 
here again ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, Mr. Soamci; he called yesterday to ace Mr. 
V’al; but Mr. Val was g'ane.” 

He did—did he ? ” said Soames, round-eyed. “Wi*t 
did he talcc this time f ” 
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“Oh ! Of cour-c I knc’A better tlun to let him in ” 

“ You liidn’t ^M\ c him Mr WtlC in the I'nmiry ? 

“ Oh, no, sir; he knevv it 

“ Deuce he did ' ” 

“Mull i tell iIk \ou'rc here, Mr SojnU'^ 

She must be neirl) doun l'\ ii"v\ ” 

“ No ; don't di^i iirb lu r " 

“ I .im that ''orr\, sir , a'- alu a •• -h h i pl< a»urt i-. h r 
to see )"U." 

Old Snmlii r bridhnt,^ ' \ L'""d 'oul ' \m s;aii doni- stii - 

now.ul.us' \nd. p'litinL'"i' In- hit. ''M.inirs loiuh' i it- 
brim, murnuinnL; 

“Well, t^')-)dln(, ^'ii'iilur <ii\e li-.r nn Invc'" .iiid 
went out 

‘So!’ he ih'MiL'fit, ‘ I l( ur'' -etn ih a l'o\ ' ' ] 1,, 

wJiole thing Would Uein o\er aiMin ' lb- hil !• Mown a ' 
And, verv «l''wl\, wah In- h.a r.aher •*\cr ha e\'--, h< 
made for 11\ dc I’ark C"riu r ’I In- was i<>r him a nmnu tu 
in deep watcr-^, when the lu art must hi harditud to tha 
dangerous deuMon or to tha Wah the t( ndcnc'. tor 
riding past the hounds aiheraevl fn-ni ha f.ither J ane' 
in all matters whah threatened the mam scairaics oi hte, 
Soames rushed on m ihouela to tlu rum ot ha daui^laer'' 
future, wherein s.KrcdK was embalmed ha own 

“Such a colour she 'ad tha mornini: ' " When she 
waved those papers at him, she was p,tlc enough- -too 
pale ! A conhnindcd chance' Hreakfast time, 
worst time in the dav—most intimate* His naturalK 
realisric nature apprehended all the suggestums that ia\ 
in breakfast. Those who breakfasted .<lonc together slept 
together as often as not Putting things into her head ! 
Yes; and they were not boy and girl n»*w I Well, u all 
depended on what their feelings were, if they still had any. 
And who was to know ? Who, in heaven's name, was to 
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know * ‘\uTom.uic.iIlv Ik h.ivl !vi:un to rnoomp.« 5 s the 
\rcillr'r\ .M<ni"ri.il \ lT( .r ulnti ttuni’ uhuh he h.ul 
ne\(.*r \t.*i t.iktn in proptrK. *nJ iliJn't know ih.u he 
w.iimii to Vet s..mc}ioK |[ f .tr\ rt.il, hkI suited to 
his iiiooj i.mii thiriL,'''. iv-ihiiK' hieh flown .ihout that 
i:un- '■tiori, h trkiriu’ 1 rnit o; .1 tiiuie , or tin dark inen-- 
dr,u\n .ind df\i’i(d i.iuUr iIkt 'irtl ii.ttv' Notlun^* 
j■'rctl^-|'r< tt\ ..[‘•111 tfi.'i Hit niori il i.o .inu<ls” vvinj^s 
there' No (i<ore<' iti'f i"- dru'on , iior hor>f s on the 
pr.ifKc, riop.no[-!\, md no , I h< rt ii * sot ' - 

.IS thf.\ ust'.l to s.i\ iju iittu I'K' I iTi It white toad on 

the n,i;ion\ lifi LojurtUvl ih jt^.! r Not an illusion 

iliMiit It' (lood thine to ^-'I. It ui.,. a d.i\, and set 

whit \oii’a oot to t\oid ’Tv! iiM I., ruh the noses ot 

those Crown I’ntut iiut niihi.ir\ i o. k' o* the walk on 
It,' thouirhi f'o.r, 'wit.', ihur w.hit vsas it ‘ --“fresh 

and merrv uar- ' ’’ ’ \'iJ. iro‘--i:iL' ihi ro.ul m the sun¬ 

shine, Ik pj'Md into the I’ark, nio’.inL' toward' Knii'hts- 
hridirt 

liut about li'ur ' W 0 Ik :■ •ifiL,’ to t.)k< the hull by 

the hori'\ or to h' low ■" Mu-i 1 >< on. ihin>: or the other. 

He vsalkid rapdi\ now, <.orK(ntrattd in l.ui. and movc- 
nunt, stalking a*- it w(r«. In own tliouL’lits uith a view 
to nn.ihtv Hl pasHd out ..t K.muf*t'hrKii’e, and after 
unseiini; scruiinv ot two or three sin dl shops where in 
his iinu Ik. had puked up man\ a biriMin, for himself or 
shopman, he td^tid pa't Tattersall'- 'i’liat hung on—they 
still sold h'-rses there, he I'clitved ' Horses had never 
Ik'en in hi' line. i)ut Ik had n-.t lived in Montpellier .Square 
wiiIk'UI knowing the habitui^.s of Taitcrsall's by sight. 
Like c\(.r\thing else that was crusted, ihcv’d be pulling 
It down bciorc long, he bhouldn't wonder, and putting op 
some m(»tor place or cinema ! 

Suppose he talked to Michael.’ No! Worse (hao 
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useless. Resides, he couldn't talk about Fleur and that 
boy to anvonc—thereby huni,’ too lou^' j tale, and the 
talc was hi3 own. Montpellier Scju.ire ! He had turned 
into the verv' place, \v!w lIut b\ dcsii^n he hard!) knew 
It hadn’t cb.m^ed - but w.is dl clicked up binee he u.^^ 
last there, stxjn alter the w.ir Builders .ind decorators 
must have done will latels d>oiu the I'uly people a\ ho 
had. He walked ak-nt; the richt ^ldv ■'! thi narrow square, 
where he had knovMi turbuKme and ir.tL:cd\ There the 
house wa", lookitiL' iiukIi l^ it ii-evl to. not quite so neat, 
and a little more tlond \\t,\ had iu evir married that 
woman W liat li.iJ made him 'o s<.t <ai it ? Well ' >hc 
had done her best to d'tir him But (hid!—how he 
had wnnlcJ licr ’ To tl.i^ li i\ iit ...uM rcco^ni.;c tii.ir 
Anti ai fir.I —at tir.t, he h id ttiMueht, and perliapb .fii iiad 
thought—Inn who could tell- hf never cuuUi ' And 
then slowK or was it t|uk'LU llie end ; a ghastly 
business! He stood sidl fiy the square railings, and 
stared at the doorway that had Inut his own, as if from 
its green paint and its brass number lie might receive 
inspiration how- to dioke love m liis own daughter for the 
son of his own wife - yes, how to choice it belore it spread 
and choked her ! 

And as, on those days and nights of his first married 
life, returning home, he had sought in vain lor inspiration 
how to awaken lose, so now no inspiration came to tell 
him bow to strangle love. And, doggedly, he turned out 
of the little square 

In a WTiy it wa: ridiculous to be lussing about the matter; 
Jar, after all, Michael wa.s a good young fellow, and her 
marriage far from unhappy, so lar .is he could see. As 
felt young Jon, pre,sumahiy he had married for love; 
there hadn’t been anytliing else to marry for, he believed— 
unless he had been misinformed, the girl and her brother 
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had been museum pieces, two Americans without money 
to '^pc.ik of And \et—there was the mixm, and he could 
not forget how Hcur liad always wanted it. A desire to 
have what she hadn't )cl ift was her leadini: tharacteristic 
Impossible, too, to hhnk his mcnu.rv ot her. six \earj» ago 
—to forget her bod) crumpled .ind crushi*d into the sofa 
in the d.irk that night when he came back from Robin 
Hill and broke ili<- !uv^^ to her Perusing \Mth his mind 
the record since, ^oanKs li.id .m acute mi c•milortlcs'? 
telling rliat she hid, a-^ it were. Inin marking time, that 
ail lur fluttering acin itie-, eem the production of Kit, 
had been in tin natun ot a makeshift Like the age to 
which slic b'l-.ngcd, slu had I'cen litting her feet up and 
d(>wn without gc tting anewherc. bnausi she didn’t know 
w'iierc she wanted to get And \rt, of l.uc, siruc she had 
been round the world, he bad <crned to nniKc something 
quieter and more solid m her conduct, as it sc tiled purpo^ici 
Were pushing up, and she were coming to terms at last 
with )icr daih life I/K)k, I'T instance, at the way she 
had tackled this canteen I \nd, turning hi’=' face home¬ 
ward, Soarncb had a vi.'ion oi a common not far from 
Mapledurham, wlurc .sonic fool had started a fire which 
had burned the gorse, and of the grass pushing up, almost 
impudently green and young, ihr'»ugh the charred embers 
of that cimfiagraiion Rather like things generally, when 
you thought of it! Tlw war had burned them all out, 
but things, )cs, and people, tivi—onc noticed— were 
beginning to sprout a bit, as if they felt again it might 
be worth while VVh)', even he himself had regained some 
of his old connoisseur’s desire to have nice things! It 
all depended on what you saw ahead, on whether you 
could eat and drink because to-morrow you didn’t die. 
With this Dawes Settiement and Locarno business and the 
Gcociai Strike broken, there might even be another long 
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c.ilm, like the Victorian, winch wnulJ m.ike tlnni;-' pochhlc 
Me w.is M^enty-nne, hut one could .ihsav*^ d\ie!l on d'lm 
oth), who had lived to he a hundnd. fixed -^tar in sinliini: 
skici And Meur onK iv\eniv-four miirKt almo<;t out 
live the century if -die, or, ratlier the eenturv, took care 
and IxjttleJ up it^ iinruK pa'-Mon^, it' di't-rdcred loni:ini;'. 
and all that silK ru'liui;,' to nowin-n in partu nl ir 

If ihes steadied down, the m’i inieht he come a i^oldcn. 
or a platinum, aijc ai an\ r.iu l\tn lu mij.-hi lire 

to sec the' income-tax at hall ,i t n-un ' \o.’ he thonuht, 
confused hetvseen hl^ d iui:hu r .uid ih' i^e , ‘ she mu'tn't 
go ihrowiiiL: her c-ip occ r tli^ vcuidniill it’s shori-'ic»hle\l 
And, Ills hlo.>d uarnnd In pt r.inihiilation, he Ixcmn 
convinced that he uoidd lea 'pt .ik to her, hut lie 
low, and trust tit that lonmion rri't, nf uhieh sht 
surely liad lier sh lU oh. x-'’ ' ju't kee[' nu cxcs 

open, and spc.ik to no on,,' ht ilioucdit . ' h nt sud, 
soonest mi-HvIe d ' 

He had c'onie acain to tin. Vriilhrc Memorial, and for 
the second time he nio\ed around it No' A hit ol a 
blot—it sccnu*d to him, nou mi literal and licav\ ' Would 
that great white ihinu In ip Consols to rise ; v^<ime thini; 
with wings iniglit, altir all, ha\e hten pr^feralde Some 
encouragement to j'eople to take sli.irc' <ir gonuo domestie 
service; help, in laet, to make life lixcahle, instead ol 
reminding them all the time that the\ had already oiue 
been blown to perdition and might ag.iin he. Tltose 
Artillcr)' fellows—he had read somewhere -hned their 
guns, and wanted to be reminded of tlicm But did 
anybody else love their guns, or want reminder : Not 
those Anillcr) fellows would l(K)k at this excry d,ty outride 
St. George's Hospital, hut Tom, Dick, Harry, Peter, 
Glady’B, Joan and Marjone. ‘ Mistake ! * thought Soames; 
* and a pretty heavy one. Something sedatix e, statue 
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of \'ulcan, or «;()mehoJ\ on .1 wanted ! * 

\nd remcinhtrini; (k* ri^c III on .1 huF'-c, he ''miled griml) 
the ijitriL* \s.iN. .mvl u<>uld iiavc i(» stay! 
Hut 11 w.i" liiL'ii tim( .iriisis uinr IvkK to nvniphs and 
dolphin*', .md "(hi r c\ uli n' i - of .1 ‘•titled lit< 

Wilt 11 -K hiriih Mtiir '•in.'ctM'd tii.it ht vti'uld want .1 
vl.i\‘sl.o\ .it M U'l-sluri; .in I'rfon '(u .uui Kit i .iinc down, 
lie a^Min Ith tinr- w •"intdiHiL' I’-hiru!. l-ut. relieved 
I n"ui;h .It tt 'lu' h' r, he 1 '' ' ! iu df piik’d' 'L' ’ 1 i< , nor did 
he mention \ mi t" (»rc * n >*rci t 

“ Tht ui.ithir !u..l 'itl. d." la ',o^i “You want 
'iinit Min .iltir ihat i.in'nn i h« \ talk al'«»ui ihc^c 
ultra-x loh 1 r.A PI nn siit!- ine i. 'd i" ht fo'id cn<4U^h. 
J'he d< It t":-’!! I” Imdiiii,' 'aui t! in^* t \ ir.i pink ht tort long. 
If iht\’d "iiK h t ttiine'- .don« 

‘‘ D.irliiiL', It .iinu I “v tlr 111 '* 

“ Kt tliM "M rine wh.ii our erandnioilM r*- kntw '■o well 
(hat ut\e loreoCtn \ni. and i dlitie ’< m In trtsh names! 
A tiling’ i-n't itit niort wliohs-'iiu t<. i.ii for jn-tance, 
betau'-c the\'\t namiid the word ‘ Mlannii ’ W}i\, your 

i^randf.itiitr .nt an or.mvt t\'r\ d.i\ "t hi' lift, because 
his old dottor t'lld ii’in I", .It iK’ i'tL’inniriL’ of the last 
tcniur\ \ii.iniiii'' ;,"U hi Kit r-1 faddy about 

Ills food It*^ ^ toni; tim' 1 1 tori ).< 11 l:o to •'chool—that’s 
one comturt Shool i.. dito-' ” 

“ Did till \ ftid \ou <:o b.idiv. I ).id ' *’ 

•• HadK ! Host wt eriw up, I don’t know. Wc ate 
our pnntipal m*. 1 in t \t!i:) minuit', .md were playing 
Jootball ten miriutcv atter Hut iiobinh thought abtiut 
digestion, then 

“ Dn’t that an argument for thinking of it now ? ” 

“A gfx.'d digi-'tion,” Miid boaiiu*', “is the whole secret 
of life.” And he hxikcd at his daughter. Thank God I 
Shr wasn’t peaky. So far as he knew, her digestion was 
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excellent She nn^^'ht f.incy herself in love, or out of it; 
but so long as she was unconscious of her digestion, she 
would t«)nic through “'rhe thing is to walk as much as 
y<»u can. in these days of cars,” added 

“ Yts,” said Fleur, ” I liad a nise walk tins morning ” 

Was she ch.ilhnging him n\cr lier ipplc charlotte ^ If 
so, he wasn’t going to rise 

“So did I,” he said "\ vMtit all about We'll ha\o 
wime golf down rlurt 

She h'f'kcd .It him lor ) 'oomd, then s ud a surprising 
thing: 

“Yes, I believe I'ni ''..rting ipuld'e igcd enough lor 

Rolf” 

Now wlutl did she mean 1 ^ il.ii f 



CH\IM 1 -R X'll 

PKI\ \j 1 nil 

()n till d.i'- >i 'hi luiiih } ir.’ .(lui [Ik Jrl\c t<» Robin 
Hill, Miiluifl rc.dR h.u! I C- innintoc. Init hi «l«i' lu»d Im 
pri\ itc tcMUtiT'' and want''I i<. t uii ({.ini-i v\uii them, 
'lltin art ritturt' in whiih Ji'. >ur\ >'{ wli.a ihrciJtcns 
}i ippim-ss ,'i.rurt-. !<> pr^ i-kIki all javlj^nunt ol the dU- 
turhmj: Miihati’' wa* !,'•( Muh Hi had taken 

a talk) ii> ill' N'-aiiir I‘4»tnan I'kt at ilk home of 
that "lij Ai.^ruan Hhtjic W'a'I in^'tori, pirtlv, indeed, 
IxiaUk Ik : it IkiL'ii'h . and, smni' hmi now seated 
next to I ii ar. iioiid x.uu m md lir^t Io\i he was unable 
to revise tlu' \'rdut The Im.\ IkuI a like faie, and Was 
I'cttcr-lool .' l: ih.iii lam-di, la. had atiraciive half, a 
'•troiu’ chin, "iraii;!!! ‘ Vc-. and a modest Ixaring ; there 
Was no "cnk* in hiinhini,' lucts 1 j1v« thoae The Free Trade 
in love, whicli obtained atn'»ii^'^i pl< asant pciiplc, forbade 
Michael to apply the cruder priiiciph ' of Protection even 
in thoughts rortunaids, the Ihjv vvas married to this 
vhm and attractive girl, who looked at one—as Mrs. V^al 
had put it to him—like a guar,irteid-purc water-nymph! 
Michael's private feeling' were therefore more concerned 
with Fleur than with the voang man himself. But her* 
was a dtfhcult face to n-ad, a twisting brain to follow, 
a heart hard tc/ get at, and—w.is Jon Forsyte the reason 
why ? He remembered how in Cork Street this boy^» 
elderly half-sister—that flv -away liiilc Udy, June Forsyte 
-had blurted out to him that Fleur ought to have married 
her young brother—first he liad et'er heard of it, Hoir 
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painfully it h.id .ifTictcd liim with inum.itlon that 
he played but second fiddle in ilit life of Ins beloved ’ 
He remeinhered, too, some c.iuii<»us .md cauijonar) 
allusions bv ‘old Futsyte ' CominL.' frt)m that model ot 
sctrec) and suppressed fi-Oint^s, ihtv, too, had made on 
Mkhacl .1 deep and lasiinp iriifTt-sKm reinforced b\ his 
own failure to at the boiOini of FI'ur’s heart Ik 
went to his Commitue with I'ui halt In- mind on publu 
matters. What had nipped tlnu tarl\ love atfair m tin 
bud and given liim hi- tlnime ' Not sudden dislike, lack 
of healtli, or lack <tf mone\ imt relationship, h>r Mrs 
\’al Dame had marrieii her sdond uni-in .ipp.irentlv with 
everyone's tonsent Mkhael, it will bt s(fii, }i,,d rtrnanied 
quite ignorant of tlie skeleton in So mn s' \ upboard Sueh 
Forsytes as he liad met, retiecnt about tanuK atlairs, had 
never mentnmed it, and Fleur had never even sjit.kcn 
of her first )o\c, muJi hss of the r<ason whv it had conu 
to naught. Vet, tlii-re must have Ivcen some reason , and 
it was idle to irv and underst.iiuf her presmt kelinus 
without knowing what it was! 

ffis Committee w.is on birth control m connection with 
the Ministrv of Healtii, and. while listening to arguments 
whv he should not support for oilur people what he prac¬ 
tised himself, he was \ isited bv an idea \S h\ not go and 
ask June Forsyte.’ He «.ould find her in the tdephone 
book—there could be hut one with such a name 

“ What do ye« sav. Mont ? ” 

“Well, sir, if we won't export dnldren to the Colonies 
or speed up emigration MtnidKiw, there's n<<thmg for u 
but birth control. In the upper and middle classes we’re 
doing it dll the time, and blinking the moral side, if there 
is one ; and I rcallv don't .see how wc can insist on a moral 
side for those wh<» haven’t a quarter of our excuse for 
having lots of children.” 
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“ Mv dc.ir Mont,” the t h.urm.in, \\ith a prin, “ aren’t 
\ou cutting there at the has^ of all privilege ’ ” 

“ Vef) prohihK,” saul Mi'Ii rI, \Mth an ans\\ering grin 
“ I think, of that clnhl mugratiou ^ much better, 

hut nt)h<-dv tl'i doiR, appinntU 

K\er\ I'oJ; kn< u that *o-arn.' M 'nt ' h ul a ‘ bee in his 
bonnet’ about thiKi < niier ifion, anJ there \vav little 
disposition to eruourtgc it to bu// And, since no one 
was more ..wart, ilnii MiWii'l of bang thit crank in 
politiion< \slii> th(nii:ht soa loul.l tmt tat \our Cake 
and have it, li'- • nd no H), .n IVi . ntK , h cl ini’ that llie_\ 
Would go round and round ilu mulb. rr\ bush tor some 
!inu ct, md -K on tin fc lu c. ilic r, Ik < \c as. d lnnist,]{ and 
U( ni .iw i\ 

}|i }ound. t).. aldr- •' he \\ mt'd “ Mis- june Forsyte, 
pop! ir lloa>. O.Kv.ni,” .imi mounted a If iminer^mith 
’bu- 

How fa-t ihinc -iM.Kd coniiru’ bad, to th( normal! 
F\ir,iordinarii\ ,iilh< ult to up'' t anv tiiitu - o \ ..st, intricate, 
.indelisfn is a nation's litt I In 'bus sHung along among 
countless vdiid's and p. di-trnn mvria<is, and Michael 
realised h<)W tirm were tbo i. two (leirunts .rt stability in 
the modi rn -talc., the coiTiiT' -n imd lor eating, drinking, 
and getting about, and thi nu t that so man\ people could 
driticars. ‘ Ktv*<iuti<<n * ’ }r tiiought . ‘ There never wa'^ 
a tunc when it had lis- diante Machin"r\'<t dead agin 
it.’ Machincrv belongci to the settled state of things, 
and cverv da) s,iw its reinlorument The unskilled multi¬ 
tude .ind the Communjstir visionaries, thiir leaders, only 
had a chance now wliere macfiincrv and means of com¬ 
munication were still undeveloped, as in Russia. Brains 
ability and technical skill, were by nature on the side of 
capital and individual enterprise, and were gaining ever 
more power. 
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“ Poplar House ” took some finding, and, when found, 
was a little liousc -.upporting a large studio with a north 
light. It Mood, hcliind two fHiplar trees, tall, thin, white, 
like a ghost .A foreign woman opened to him. Yc.s. 
Miss Forsyte was in the studio with .Mr Bl.ije ! Michael 
sent up his card, and w.otid m .i draught, e.\treraely ill 
at case; for now th.u he w.is litre he tould not imagine 
why he had come. How to git the iniorm.ition he wanted 
without seeming to h.ivc conn, tor it, p.issid his compre¬ 
hension ; for It was the sort ol knowlsdge th.it could onK be 
arrived at by crude questioning. 

Finding th.it he w,is to go up, he vseiit, perlecting his 
first lie. On entering the studio, .1 1 irge room with green 
canvassed walls, piitures hung or si.i, kcJ, the usu.d dais, 
a top light half curt.lined, and sonic cats, he was conscious 
of a fluttering miwement A little light Lidv in flowing 
green, with short sihcr h.iir, h.nl risen from .1 footstool, 
and was coming towards him. 

“ How do you do ! A'ou know 1 l.ir. ‘Id lilade, of course ? ’’ 

The young man, at whose feet she had been sitting, rose 
and stood before ,Michael, squ.irc, somewhat lowering wrth 
a dun-coloured complexion .md IkmviIs charged eyes. 

“ You must know his wonderful Rafaehte work.” 

" Oh, ves ! ” s.iid .Michael, whose conscience was saying; 

“Oh,noV’ 

The young man .said, grimly; ” He doesn’t know me 

from Adam.” 

“ No, really," muttered Michael. " But do tell me, why 
Rafaelite ( I've always wanted to know.” 

“WhyI” exclaimed June. “Because he’s the only 
man who’s giving us the old values; he's re-discovered 
them.” 

“ Forgive me. I’m such a dud in art matters—I thought 
the academkiaos were still in perspective ! ” 
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“Jhiy.'" cried June, and Michael winced ar the 
p.i'Mon m the H'lrd "Oh, mil—if you still believe in 
them--" 

" But I don't,” i.iid Mich.iel 

“ H.irold js the onK' Raf.ic!ite ; p-oplc are Rrouping 
round hmi, o( course, but he'll Ih the hist, tcKi It's ,alway> 
like th.it (ire'.it p.imtiT' m.ike i selHS’lfl'ut tlie- schools 
nei’cr .iniount to .invthtm: " 

Micll.le-I looked with .1 Ide-d lllte-rrsl ,it the first jnd last 
R,af,lelne He ehd not like the l.iee, but it h.id .1 certain 
epileptic qu.ihiv 

" Mipht 1 look round ‘ Does me l.ither in-law know 
sour eeork, I eeonde-r I He's a creat collector, .ind always 
on the look-out " 

" So.inies' s.iid |une, .ind .itMin .Mieh.icl winced. 
“ He-'tl be collet imir Harold eehen lec’rr .ill de.id. Look 
at that! " 

Mich.iel turnid from the Raf.iclite, who w.is shrugging 
his thick shoulders He saw wh.it w.us elearU .1 [xirtrait of 
June It w.is entirely rccognis.iblc, verv smooth, all green 
and silver, with a sugt,>estion of h.ilo round the lie.ad. 

“ Pure prim.iry line .ind colour -d'eou think they'd hang 
that in the .Ac.idemy : ” 

' Seems to me exactly what they would h.ing,' thought 
Mich.iel, carctul to keep the conclusion out of his face. 

*‘ 1 like the suggestion of a halo," he murmured. 

The R.ifaelite uttered a .short, sharp bugh. 

" I'm going for a walk,'' he said ; “ I’ll be in to supper. 
Good-by'C! ” 

** Good-bye ! ” said Michael, with a certain relief. 

“ Of course,” said June when they were alone," he's the 
ofiJy person who could paint Fleur. He’d get her modem 
look so perfectly. Would the sit to him I With everybody 
against him, you know, he has stub a stmg^.” 
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“ ri) ask her. But do tell me—why is everybody npainst 
him ? ” 

“ Bccau''e he’s been through all these cmpt\ modern 
crazes, .jnd come hack to pure form .iiid colour The\ 
think he’s a traitor, and ( all him ac adenne It’s a!wa\ s the 
way when a man has the grit to fK against fashion and 
follow \m ovvn ptfiius I can -ee exat th wli.it he’d do vMth 
Fleur. It would he a great ihanie for him, htc.tuse he’s 
very proud, .md this would 1 h .1 propir commission from 
Soames Splendid for htr, t '-i, of course She ought to 
jump at It-- in ten \ears' tinu Ik 'll hi thr man ** 

Michael who doubted if Fleur would 'jump at it,' or 
Soames give the coniniission, replied cautiousK “I’ll 
sound her H\ the w.iv, \our sister IIolK .md vuur 

young brother and his wife were hint lung witli us to-d.n 

“Oh!” said June, “I liaven’t seen jt)n \et" And 
looking at Michael with her siraichi hlue eves, she added . 

“ Why did voii c<*me to see me ^ 

Under that challenging st.ire Mkhad's diplomacv wilted 

“Well,” he said, “frankls, I want \ou to tell me why 
Fleur and vour >oung brother came to an end wiili each 
other.” 

“Sit down,” said June, and resting her pointed chin on 
her handf she li>okcd at him with eves moving a little from 
side to side, as might a cat’s 

“ I’m glad you asked me straight out ; I hale people who 
beat about the bush. Don’t vou know about his mother ' 
She was Soames' first wife, of course ” 

“ Oh ! ” said Michael 

“ Irene,” and, as she sptikc the name, Michael was aware 
of something deep and primitive stirring in that little 
6gurc. “ Very beautiful—they didn’t get on; she left 
him—and years later she married my father, and Soames 
tiivorced her. 1 mean Soames divorced her and she 
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m.^rried my fatlier They had Jon And then, when 
Jon and Flour fell in love, Irene ond mv father were terribly 
upvot, and ■'O was Soamc"—.d lead, he oupht to have 
boon ” 

*’ And then ' ” asked Michael, for she was silent. 

“The (hildr^n were told, and m\ father died in the 
middle of It all, mJ fon savritued himself and took his 
mother a\sa\. oul Yh nr married nou " 

So that vsas it ' In spue of the short, sharp method oJ 
the tellui^', )i( >tiuld frel trairic human feilinp hcaw in the 
tale lh)or link dc v lU ' 

’* 1 always thoui^ht it was too h.id,” said |une, suddcnlv. 
“ Irene out'ht to jut i.p with it HnU --')rily- 

and s)ic siir<d at Muha*!, “thev wouldn’t have been 
li ippv Fkur's toos(|h^!l I tvj'fct slu saw tiiat ” 

Miihael r uH'd an iridnmani vouc 

"Yes,” said [un? , “vou’re a ^'ood sort, I know—loo 
^’ood for her ” 

" Pm not,” said Michael sharpK 

"Oh, \cs, \oij are She isn't had, hut slic’s a selfish 
little creature ” 

" I wisli you’d remember ” 

" Sit down ’ Don’t mind what I lav I only speak the 
truth, \ou know Of course, it was all horrible; Soames 
and mv father were first cousins And those children were 
awfully in love ” 

Again Michael was conscious of the deep and private 
feeling within the little figure , consciou.s, too, of something 
deep and private stirring within himself. 

" Painful! ” he said 

“I don’t know,” June went on, abruptly, ”I don’t 
know; perhaps it was all for the best. You’re luppy, 
aren’t you ? ” 

With that pistol to his head, he stood and delivcfed. 
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“ 1 am. But is she i ” 

The little grcen-and-silvrr figure straiphteneJ up She 
caught his h.md and gave u a squeeze There w.)' '-ome- 
thing almost terribly warm-he.irted .rlv.ut the aciem, .ind 
Michael was touched. He h.id ouK -.een her tuice before ' 
“ After all, Jon’s married. U h.u’.s his uife like ■ ” 

“ Looks ch.irming --niec, I think " 

“An Ameru.in ! ” said June, JeepU' "Well, Fleur's 
half French. I’ m gl.id Nuu’vc got a b'.e " 

Never had Michael known -invone nho.,e wor.i- corneted 
80 much ummended poteiici of di-eomfort ' WIr. w.is 
she glad he Ii.kI a Ixn f Hec.iU'c it w.is ,iii msur.mte-- 
against what ? 

“Well,” he mumbled, “ I’m ter) ghid to know ,it last 
what it was all about.” 

“You ought to li.ive been told before, but \ou don't 
know still. .Nobodv can know wh.tt f.rmily lends .md 
feelings arc like, who K.isn’t lud them Thougli 1 ss.is 
angry about those children, I admit that. You sec, I 
was the fir-st to back Irene against bo mn s m the old d.ivs 
1 wanted her to lease him at the beginning of everything. 
She had a beasth time ; he was such .i—such a slug about 
his precious rights, .md no proper pride either Kann 
forcing yourself on a woman who didn't w.int you ! ” 

" Ah ! ” Michael muttered. “ F.mcy ! ” 

“ People in the ’eighties and ’nineties didn’t understand 
how disgusting it was. Thank goodness, they do now ! ” 

“ Do they ? ” murmured Michael. “ 1 wonder! ” 

“ Of course the)- do ” 

Michael sat corrected, 

“ Things ate much better in that w.i) than they were — 
not nearly so stuffy and farmjardy. I wonder Fleur 
hasn't told you all about it.” 

“ Sbe’a never said a word,” 
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“ Oh! ’’ 

That jwjunJ uas as di^cnmfortin)? ns .my of her more 
cl.iUirntc rcm.itlvs Clcarlv >l\e was thinking what he 
himsdt vsnx tlnnkinu • th-a it had tone tix) deep with Fleur 
to he spoken of He vs.is nni iven ‘•ure th.ii Fleur knew 
uhaher he h id ever heard ><( affair with Jon. 

\nd, with a suddt n '•lirinkine fr >ni ,«n\ in"re discomfort- 
in.; M'und'', he rn-< 

“Thank' .iwf'ilK I'T Tillini: me 1 mu'' Ini// off now, 
I'm afraid 

“I shall ii'ine .md 'U' Ihur ah"ut ''itliiu; to Harold. 
\[\ too gr>nd a (h.iiive tor him i«i lit. simply must 

p ( «.i)mn)i"!')n' " 

“()f L-'ur-t. ' “ lid Mtvliul. lie u'ldd trust Fleur’s 
powers of rifii il Ixtur than h'" -'Wn 

“ (h)od-l'\c . tin n ' ” 

Hut whui h< L'ot to the d"<T and looked liack flt hcf 
standing ah-nv in that larire r-«.m, he fJt n pang—she 
'eerned so heht. so ■.ma!!, so fh iwav, with her silver hair 
and her Iitf!.- intent fait -till \'*unit from misjudged 
enthusiasm He had got sonu tiling out of her, too, left 
nothing with iicr, .md he had stirred up .some private 
fueling of in r pa-t, some hdirii: as strong, perhaps stronger, 
th.jn hfs own 

^ilc ](K»kcd d..'hed lonel) ! He waved hi.s hand to her. 

Fleur h.\J returned when Ik got home, and Michael 
rcalmcd suddenly that in calling on June Forsyte he had 
done a thing inexplicable, save in relation to her and Jon ! 

‘ f must write .ind ask that little lady not to mention it,’ 
he thought. To let Fleur know that he had been fussing 
about her past would never do. 

“ Had a good time ? ” he said 
‘*Vcr>-. Young Anne reminds me of Francis, except 
for her eyes.” 
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** Ye*; I liked the lonks of those two when I s.uv them 
at Mount Vernon That was a queer meeting, wasn't it ? ” 

“The d.i) father was unwell ? ” 

He felt that she knew the meeting had been kcjM rrom 
her. If only he could talk tolurfreclv , if only >ht would 
blurt out cvcrythini:; 

But all she ^aid wav “ I fet 1 at a bad loose end, Mieduu I, 
without the canteen ” 



cn\PTKR \iir 

So \M1 •> IS \\ M I ISC 

lo •'.!) rli.it So.tmr'- pr(tc•rr(.^} hi' In the river when 

hi' uit< w.!' n''t till uoiilJ 1 « .1 (ri.^lt \s iv ol f\prcsMnj{ 
I tar fri.in ini{’!r cqu (Hmti li- L’h« i t'» W sull nurned 
I-- .) h irkl'orTu woman arui \'r\ iT" d k< tper, who 

n ilK .ouhi not iiflj' I'Min: iTiHifi and iwuiu-hvc )c.irs 
\i>uni:tr than luni'ci! Bin thi la< t w .s, tlut when she 
vsa" .ns.i\ Irom him, In mnhi see h< r l' 0"J points so much 
hitter than wlun '•he wa'^ not Tlp-uL’i; tond (jf rncKkin^f 
him in Ik r hr'ntii ui\, she had. In knew, lived into a 
iirtain rej^ard for hn eomh^rt, .md lu r own position as his 
w lie Aifci. tion ' No, Ik did not 'upposi. she had affection 
tor him. hut 'lie liked hi r home, Ik r I'ndc’e, her importance 
in the ncic'hhourhfKid. and dome’ thinp' alx/ut the house 
and garden Mie was like a (at And with monev she 
was admirai-h --making’ 11 go furtlur and buv more than 
most people She was cdting older, tin., all the timc» so 
that he had lost serious tear tliat ''he would overdo some 
fricnd'-hip or otlier, and let him know it. That Prosper 
Profond business of ^ix years ago, which had been such a 
squeak, had taught her discretion 

It had been quite unnecessary rc.dly for him to go down 
a day before Fleur’s arm al, his household ran on wheels 
too well geared and greased. On his fifteen acres, with 
the new dairy' and cows across the river, he grew everything 
807 
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now except flour, fi‘ih and meat o( which he was but a 
sparing eater Fifteen acres, if hardly ‘ land,’ represented 
a deal of produce. The c.staHishment was, in fact, typical 
of countle.ss residences of the unlanded well-to-do 

Soames had taste, and Annette, if anvthing, had more, 
especially in food, so that a better fed household could 
scarcely have been found 

In this bright weather, the leaves just full, the m.iyflower 
in bloom, bulbs not vet quite over, and tie riser re-lc.irning 
its summer smile, the I'e.uiii of the pmspeet w.is not to 
be sneezed at. And So.imes UII hi.s green l.ivMi walked a 
little and thought of wh\ gardeners seemed ahvay.s on the 
move from one place to another He couldn’t .seem to 
remember ever having seen .m Kngli-li g.irdcner otherwise 
than about to work. That w.is, he supposed, why people 
so often had Scotch g.irdeners Fleur's dog c.ime out and 
joined him. The fellow was getting old, and did little 
but attack imaginary fleas Soames w.o eery particular 
about real fleas, and tlic animal was w.ished so often that 
his skin had become very tbin—a golden brown retriever, 
so rare that he was alw.iys taken for ,i mongrel The head 
gardener came by witli a spud in his hand. 

“ Good afternoon, sir," 

“Good afternoon,’’ replied Soames. "So the strike’s 
over! ” 

“Yea, air. If they’d attend to their business, it’d be 

better.” 

“ It would. How’s your asparagus ! ” 

" Well, I’m trying to make a third bed, but I can’t get the 
extra labour.” 

Soamea gazed at his gardener, who had a narrow face, 
rather on one side, owing to the growth of flowers. 
“ What 1 ” he said. " When there are about a million and 
• haU peopk out of employment 1 ” 
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“And where they get to, I can’t think,” said the 
gardi-ncr 

*' Most ct tiicm.’' s.nd So.irncs, “ arc pl.iving instruments 
in the street^ ” 

“'rhai\ vir nn M'Ur livc’' in London. 1 could 
get a ho\, hut I uin'i triM him ” 

*' \\ h\ don't \0U do It N OUT'' It ‘ ” 

“ Well, -tr, ) e\ptH I h' 1 ! come u> tli it . hut I don’t want 
to let the LTod-n down, uju i.iiou ” \nd he moved the 
<<pud unt.i'-iK 

‘'What h.i\( ’.oil cot thit thine f-T ? Tiicrc isn’t a 
v\eed about iV {1 m 

The ga!-vh!i r '•iniKd. “ ft'' • micil.inv ».rucl,” he said, 
"the wav til'\ 'pnne up w heiM ou’i' not .tbout.” 

" Mr> M •nt -.’ill he vlown fo tuo!r'''.\.” muttered Soames. 
‘‘ I shall v\ant •im cood tlo\\«•^^ in t'lc hoii^c ” 

“ \ er\ little ,it till', time ol war. -ir ’’ 

“I ntwr kn-w a time ot vt .r when there was much. 
You mm t ^tlr \ our stump^ and hnd M)mtthing ” 

" \ tT\ L'ood. Mr,” s.nd tia LMr.Ientr, and walked away. 
‘Wheri'- Ik cointr now ^ ’ thouciit h<james. *I never 
knew .sudi a chap But thtv're .dl the‘tame ’ He supposed 
thev did work some time or other; in the small hours, 
perhaps—precious small hours ' Anywa\, he had to pay 
’em a preitv pennv hir it I .And, nuticing the dc^’s head 
on one ?ide, he s.nd • 

" Want a walk r ” 

They went out c>f the g.ite t(»gcthcr, aw'ay from the river. 
The birds were in varied s<ina’, and the cuckoos obstrepetouc. 

Thev walk(\l up to the bit of common land where there 
had been a conflagration in the exceptionally hoc Easter 
weather. From there one tould look down at the river 
winding among poplars and willows. The prospect mu 
something like that in a long rtver landscape by Dadi^fiy 
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which he had seen in an American^ private collection- a 
very fine l.mdsc.ijK-, lie never remembered seemj; a finer 
He could mark the smoke from his own kitchen clurnnc), 
and was more pleased tlian lie would have been marking' 
the smoke from an\ other He had missed it a lot last 
year —all those months, mosih hot -- iourini> the world 
with Fleur Irom <me unhomdikc place to .mother Youn)» 
Michael’s cra/e for ern!|:raiion ' Soanics was Jinpcriahst 
enough to see the point ot it in iheor) , but in practice 
every place out of Engl.ind seemed to him so r.u\, or so 
extravagant An bngli-hman was entitled to the smokt 
of his own kill Ik n Jnmnes Lo-.k .a the (langes 
monstrous great thing, compand with that winding silvcr\ 
thread down there ' ( he bt Lawrence, the Hudson, tlic 

Pdtomac—as he still called it in thought had all pleased 
him, but, comparaluely, thev were sprawling pieces of 
water. .And the people out there were a ^pr.iwlmg lot. 
They liad to be, in rlio^ big pl.n.e'' He moced down from 
the common through .1 narrow bit oi wood where rtmks 
were in a state of sc»mc excitement He knew little about 
the habits of birds, not detached enough from self for the 
study of creatures quite* unconnected with him , but he 
supposed they would be holding a palace’r about fexid— 
worm-currency would be depressed, or there liad been 
some inflation or other —fussy as the French over their 
wretched franc. Emerging, he came down opposite the 
lock-keeper’s cottage. There, witli the scent of the wood- 
smoke threading from its low’ and humble chimney, the 
weir murmuring, the blackbirds and the cuckexis calling, 
Soames experienced something like aspluxiation of the 
proprietary instincts Opening the handle of his shooting- 
stick, he sat down on it, to contemplate the oozy green 
on the sides of the emptied lock and dabble one hand in 
the air. Ingenious things—locks! Why not locks in the 
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insiile<i of men .inJ women, so tlui their pa«;sions could be 
dammed to the proper moment, then u-^ed, under control, 
lor the main traffic of life, instead of pouring to waste over 
ueir.s and down rapids r I'he ton^juc of Hour’s dog licking 
Ins dabbled hand intirrupted this somewhat philosophic 
reflection Animals were too human nowadays, alwavs 
uanting to ha\c nntu e t.tkt ii <•! them . onl\ that aftermion 
he li id urn Ann<‘tfi's Mail lat l«»i.L up into the plaster 
l.Kc «•! hi^ Naples and mew taintl) -wanting to 

Ik t.tken up into Its Lip. he ^up['■ is(.d 

I'Ik liKk-kt'per’s daughttr tarn* «>ut to take some 
garments "ff a line Wnnun m tin caintry seemed to do 
nnihinL' but hang vlothes uii line - ind taki them off again ! 
Sianu" \\..i'lKd li! r, neat handed, neat anklcd, in neat 
light blue print, with a faee like a liottieelli lots of faies 
lik«* that in 1 lowland ’ ^he would have a )ourig man or 
perhap'i two md ilie) would walk in that wof>d, and sit 
m d.iiTip plai es and all the rest ol it, and imagine themselves 
happy, he sht)uMn’T womler. or she would get up behind 
him on one of those cvele things and go tearing about the 
iountr\ with her dress up t" her knees And her name 
would be Glad\s or Dori', e)r what not ' ^hc saw him. and 
smiled, bhc had a full mouth that h«)kcd pretty when it 
smiled So.im< > raised hi'^ hat slightly. 

“ Nice evening ! ” he said. 

“ Ves, .sir ” 

Very respectful 
River’s still high ” 

“ Yes, sir ” 

Rather a pretty girl! Suppcise he had been a !ock- 
keeper, and Fleur had been .t lock-keeper’s daughter— 
hanging clothes on a line, and saying, ‘ Yes, sir! * Well, 
he would as s<x)Q be a lock-keeper as anything else in a 
humble walk of life—watching water go up and down, 
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and living in that pretty cottage, with nothing to worry 
about, except—except hit daughter! And he cliecked an 
impulse to say to the girl; “ Are you a good daughter ? ” 
Was there such a thing nowadays—a daughter that thought 
of you first, and herself after ! 

“ These cuckoos! ” he said, heavily. 

“ Yes, sir." 

She was taking .i somewh.it suggestne garment off the 
line now, and Soamca lowsred his eyes, lie did not w.int 
to embarrass the girl -- not that he s.iu .niv siirns Proh.ihly 
you couldn’t embarrass a girl nowail.iss! And, rising, he 
closed the handle of his shooting-stick 

“ Well, it’ll keep line, I shouldn't wonder ’’ 

“ Yes, sir.” 

" (Jood evening." 

“ Good evening, sir ’’ 

Followed by the dog, he moeed .d<mg towards home. 
Butter wouldn't melt in her mouth, but how would 'he 
talk to her young man i Humiliating to he old ! On an 
evening like this, one should be \ oum; aitain, and w.vlk in .1 
wSod with a girl like ihat, .ind all that had been faun- 

t i in his nature pricked cars for a moment, licked lips, and 
h a shrug and a slight sense of shame, dieil down 
It had always been char.ieteristic of bo.imes, who had 
his full share of the faun, to keep the fact carefully hidden. 
Like all his family, except, perhap.s, his cousin George and 
his unde Swithin, he was secretive in matters of sex ; no 
Forsyte talked sex, or liked to hear others talk it; and 
when they felt its call, they gave no outward sign. Not the 
Furitan spirit, but a certain refinement in them forbade tlie 
subject, and where they got it from they did not know ! 

After hii londy dinner he lit his cigar and strolled out 
Agsun. It was really warm for May, and still light enough 
iof him to tec lus cows ia the oieadow beyond the river. 
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They would soon he Nhclicrmi; for the niglir, under that 
h.oNthorn hedge And hen- c^nic the swans, with thc»r 
grey hnxij in low, handsome birds, gnjng to In-d on ihc 
island ! 

The river was whitening; the dusk seemed held in the 
tree’*, waiting t«i spread and tl\ up into a sky just drained 
ot '■unset \ erv pe..etlu], and a l.iih eerie*-the hour 
1'c.tween! TiiO'C starling' made a raiktt -disagreeable 
beggars, thtTt ftulJ be m* rial stlinsput with such 
short tads' The swalh'Ws wiiii h\, taking ‘ night-cap* * 
id gnats and ear)\ moths , and iIk poplars stixtJ so still — 
JUM as it listening- that >oai5U > pul up Ills hand 10 feel 
Ii*r brcr/i Not a briaih ! Vrui ilun, all at once-— no 
swallows tl\ ing, no st irimgs , , t halk\ hue over ri\cr, over 
sk\ ' The iigliis spring up in the limj-e A night-flying 
Ixellc passid iiim, b'Mjnung bhe dew was falling-—he 
iclt it, mu't go in Vrui. as he turn'd, quukly, dusk 
softened i]k tn is^ il,i skv, the r!\ ir. Aiul >iiamc*s thought: 
‘Hope to giK)dnc.'s tluredl Ik* m* nusleries when 
slie (omes down to-morrow I don’t want to be 
Worried ' ’ just she and the little tii ip , it might be •<> 
pleasant, if that old love trouble with its gnarled roots in 
the pa-^t and Its bitter fruits in the future were not present, 
to cast a gloom. . . . 

He slept well, and nc\t morning could settle to nothing 
but the arrangement <»f tilings already arranged. Several 
times he stopped dead m the middle of this task to Uitea 
for the car ani remind himself that he must not fuw, or go 
asking things No doubt she had seen young Jon again 
yesterday, but he mu.si not ask. 

He went up to his picture gallery and unhooked from the 
wall a httlc U'atteau, which he had once heard her admire. 
He !rK>k it downstairs and stood it on an eftsel in her 
bedroom—a young man in full plum*<oloured akirui gad 
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lace ruffles, plnving a tambourine to a young lajy in blue, 
with a hare bosom, behind a pet lamb Charming thing ! 
She could take it away when ‘:he went, and hang it w'lth 
the Fragonards and Chardin in her drawing-room. St.ind- 
ing by the double-poster, he bent down and sniffed at the 
bed linen. Not quite as fragrant as u ought to he That 
woman, Mrs. Edger—his housekeeper -had forgntien the 
pot-pourri bags, hi- knew there would be something! 
And, going to a store closet, lu tu'^k J-mr little bag'- \Mth 
tiny mauve ribbons from a sIkIi, and put them into the 
bed. He w.indered thence into the b.ifhruom He didn’t 
know whether she would like those -.dis-- ihe\ were 
Annette’s new speuahiN, and -^meh loo strong lor /jj 
mate. OtlicTwisc n ^ccmed all right . the so.ip wa^ ‘ Roger 
and Gallcl,' and the waste worked Ml these new g.idgets 
—half of them didn't , there was nothing like the old- 
fashioned thing that pulle'd up with a chain ' Great 
change in washing during lu^ htitinie He couldn’t quite 
remember pre-baihriHim J.iv*', but he could well recall 
how lu’s lather used to sac rcgitl irl\ “ The) never gave 
me a bath when I wa^ a I'my l irsi house eff m\ own, I 
had one put in -people used to come and stare at it---in 
1840. They tell me the doe-tors are against washing now, 
but I don’t know " Jame.s had been dead a quarter of a 
century, and the dex'turs had turned ihcir coats several 
times since. Fact was, people enjoved baths ; so it didn’t 
really matter what view the doctors took ! Kit enjoyed 
them—some children didn’t. And, lea\ mg the bathroom, 
Soames stood in front e>f the fiowers the gardener had 
brought in —among them, three special carU nwes. Roses 
were the fellow’s forte, or rather his weak point—he cared 
for nothing else ; that was the worst ol people nowadays, 
they specialised so that there was no relativity between 
things, in spite of its being the fashionable philosophy, or 
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they told him. Ho tm)k up .i ro^e and sniffed at it 
deeply. So ni.in\ different kmd^ now- he li.id lo<t track ! 
In Ills youn^ d.ivs one could toll them -La France, Mar^chal 
Nicl, .md Lloirc de Dijcn - nothim,' oKc to speak of; you 
never heard nt ihm now .And .it this reminder of the 
mut.ihility of flowers .md the incenuitv of human bcing^l, 
So.inio.s felt sli^htK cxhau'lod Theft w.i'i no end to thitlps! 

She was kite, too’ 'i hat Ullow Rii;gs for he had left 
(he car to hnnp htr ilcwn, .ind h.id loino hv train himself— 
wniild li.u'c );oi puntturtd, <>1 course, he w.is always 
yeitinu puni-tured it tluro w.is .in\ ro.ison wh\ he shouldn’t. 
And for the next h.df-hour S-mhk s tidL'ctcd .ibout so that he 
W.IS deep m notiiini,' in his puturi LMlh rv .it the very tup of 
the house .ind did not hoar ih*- i.ir .(rrtve. flour's voice 
roused him from iliouijlits uf her 

■‘Hallo'’* he said, pecrini: d>’wn the stairs, “where 
h.ivc \ou sprung irMiii ' I expected you .in hour ago.” 

" Yes, de..r, we h.id to get some things tin the way. 
How lovoK it all looks ’ Kit’s in the garden ” 

" \h ’ " said Sti.imes, disttnding “ DkI you get a rest 
and ho pulled up in front of her 
hhc bent her face forward for .1 kiss, and her eyes looked 
bc'vond him Soames put his lipson the edge of her cheek¬ 
bone. She was awa), somewhere' And, as his lips 
mumbled her soft skin '^lightU, he thought; ‘She’s not 
thinking oi me wh\ should she f She’s young] * 
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CHVPTI R T 

•^ns J Pis( i»u\ r 

WiiiTi'iH nr ii'-c tile ih.ir.Rtir nt I nul^Kmrn in general 
i> b.iNcd '*n liudk, It i'' unvleni.ibU prcii nt in tin svaicms 
u! (lur jixkc)^ jnd tr.iiiur- lor tlji most part on 

Dowi^.drinkini: a di.il R.<!(r..4nd MinuTned with 
die joint' of iioF'C', tilt \ .in .dnio't [Tote ^Mon.»lly tal- 
4 irenii', .md .it tinu^ di'tinitui'iu J In i'(.n\ mwes and 
I lull' 

The vhin ot (iRcnw.Hir, rlu rciind ji^ktv in charge of 
\ a \ D.iriu’s 't.ihlr, pritjcucd, .is ii in vcmfs of race-riding 
it h.id been iKiit on prolonging the efforts of his mounts 
and catching the judge’s e\e Hr thin, commanding none 
dominated a ma.sk of brovxn skin .»nd hone, his narrow 
brown eves glowed siighth, his dark hair was smooth and 
brushed back . he w.o five feet seven inches in height, 
.ind long season', during which he had been afr.iid to eat, 
had laid a k>ok ivt auMcritv o\cr such natural liveliness, 
IS ma\ be observed in - ha\ - a water-wagtail A married 
man with two children, he was endeared to his family by 
the taciturnity of one who had been intimate with horscii 
for thirty-five years In his leisure hours he played the 
piccolo No one in England was more reliable. 

\'aK who had picked him up on his retirement from the 
pig-skm in 1921, thouglii him an even better judge of men 
than of horses, incapable of trusting them further than 
he could see them, and that not very far. Juii now it 
was particularly necessary to tru^t no one, for there was 
in the stable a two-year-old colt, Rondavcl, by Ka^ oot 
8iq 
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of Sleepinp Dove, of whom so much was expected, that 
nothing wiiatevcr liad been said about him. On the Mon¬ 
day of Ascot week V.il was the more surprised, then, to 
hear his trainer remark ; 

“ Mr. D.irtio, there was a son of a gun watching tlie gallop 
this morning.” 

" The deuce there was ! ” 

'■ Someone’s been talking When they come watching 
a little stable like this -something's up It \ou take nn 
advice, you’ll send the colt to .Ascot and let him run his 
chance on Thursd.i\--won’t do him .iny harm to smell a 
racecourse. We c.in ease him .ifter, and bring him .ig.un 
for Goodwood " 

Aware of his ir.oner's tom iciion that the English r.ice- 
horse, no less ihan ihc English in .in, liked a light prep.iration 
nowadays, V.d answered 

“ Afraid ol overdoing him : ” 

“ Well, he's ht now, .iiid th.ii's a f.u i I h.,il ^l^ne•t shake 
him up this morning, and he just left 'em .dl standing. Tit 
to run for his life, he i.s ; wish you'd been lliere.” 

“Oho!" said \ al, unlatching the door of the bo.x. 
“ W'ell, ray beauty f ” 

The Sleeping Dove colt turned his he.id, regarding his 
owner with a certain lustrous philosophs A d.irk grey, 
with one white heel and a st.ir, he stood glistening from 
his morning toilet. A gtmd one ! The straight hocks and 
Tmgateu of St. Simon crosses in his background ! Scope, 
and a rare shoulder for coming down a hill. Not exactly 
what you’d call a ' picture ’—his lines didn’t quite ‘ flow,’ 
but great character. Intelligent as a dog, and game 
aa an otter 1 Val looked back at his trainer’s intent 
face. 

“All right, Greenwater. I’ll tell the missus—we’ll go 

ia force. Who can you get to ride at such short notice f ’’ 

• 
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“ Young Lamb.” 

“ Ah ! ” said with a grin ; ” you’ve t;c*r it all cut and 
dried, 15 CC.” 

(in!) <in liis way b.uk to the house did he retolleci a 
pd^'ible ‘hole in the h.illot ’ of sccrec\ Three daya 

after the (Jeneral ^t^lke coliapied. bch»re H<>llv and young 
Jon .md hib wife h.iJ returned, he h.ij been smtiking a 
vecond j’lpi o\(.r hi- I'■-'ants, when the maid had an* 
nounu'd 

*” A ttiiul'm.*n t<< M e \<ui, sir.” 

“ W hat name * *’ 

“ >t.iinford, '•ir ” 

Cheeking iIh impuKt to <;.n, “And \oa left liiin in the 
li.iir *' \')lp-i“(vl hurrit^iU intM tfj.it part of the hf»u^e. 

Hiv old c<'lk L’c pal wa' cunterii plating .a j'lci c <-f plate over 
the '^toiu hearth 

“ Hallo’ ’\iid\'.d 

Hi'^ uncmoti'jnal \iMtor turned round. 

Lc'-s threadbare than lA (ircen iMrtti, as if something 
had restored his credit, hw fait had the same crows-footed, 
contemptuous ».alni 

’* Ah, Dartic ' ” he s.ifd “ }<<• Lighison, the bookie, 
told me \f>u liad a stable dn\sn here I thought I’d look 
vou up on mv way to Brighton How has your Sleeping 
Dove yearling turned out ^ *’ 

“ So-so,” said \'al 

” When arc you going to run hira f I thought, perhap*, 
vou'dlikerae to work your commission. I could do it much 
better than the professionals.” 

Rcal]\» the fellow’s impudence was sublime t 

“ Thanks very much ; but I hardJy bet at all” 

“Is that possible? I say, Dartie, I didn’t mean to 
bother you again, but if you could let me hoTt a ’ posy/ 
it would be a great boon.” 
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“ Sorry, bur I don’t keep ‘ ponicj? ’ ;il)out me down here.” 

** A cheque-” 

Cheque - not if he knew it! 

“ No,” .sriid V'al firm!) “ H.u c o drink ? ” 

" Th.mkh very much ! ” 

pouring out the drink at the sideboard in the dining* 
room, with (iOc eye on the 'slillv figure of his guc-.t, \ .d took 
a resolution 

“Look here, Sr.onhirJ ” he Ineun. then In- heart 
failed him “ How did \oii get lu rt ' “ 

“ B) car. from Hor-!iani And th.it remind- im 1 
ha\en’t a sou with me to pa\ for it 

\’al winced Tlierc was somerhing inctlab!) wretched 
about the whfde thing 

“ Well,” he said, here's a fn<T, il that's .ms use to voii ; 
but really I'm n<it game lor am inort ” And. with .i 
budden outluirst, lie added " I'm never forgotten, vou 
know', that I once lent \(*u all I had at Oxford when I was 
deuced hard pressed m\sclf, .md vou never paid it back, 
though )ou came into shekels th It \er\ ttrni.” 

The well-shaped hand closed on the fiver; a bitter smile 
opened the thin lips 

“Oxford! Anotlicr life ' Well, gooii-lne, name—I'll 
get on ; and i hanks ' Hope vou’ll have a g<M>d season.” 

He did not hold out his hand. \’al watched his back, 
languid and slim, till it was out of .sight. 

Yes! That memory explained it’ biainford must 
have picked up some gossip in the village—not likely that 
they would let a 'Sleeping Dove’ lie! It didn’t much 
matter; since HolK would hardly let him bet at all. But 
Grcc»watcr must look sharp after the colt. Plenty of 
straight men racing; but a lot of blackguards hanging 
about the sport. Queer how horses collected blackguards 
—most beautiful creatures God ever made ! But beauty 
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was like that—look .u the hlackijuarJs hanjjin^ round 
prett) women' VS'cll, he must let Hollv know. They 
could stay, as usual, at old WarinM»n’“. Inn, on the nvef; 
from there It was onK .* tiltci-n mik drive to the \.ourse. . . . 

['hi ' Pouter I'l^'con ’ stood h.u k a little from the river 
Thame?, on tlic Berkshire side, .d)o\e an old fashioned 
£»arden of roses, sti^k', i.;ilKhov\( rs. popi les, phlox drum- 
mi>ndi, and s\\,tt vsillimis In the w.irin June weather 
the scents Irom th.it ^.irdcn ind koin sweethn.ir nmnd 
ifie windows dnfiul int" m <'id brnk feuisc p.onted trc,iTn- 
(.olour Late \ K ton m s( r\ Ke in 1’ irk I. me under James 
1 oFfcNte, lontirincd h\ a liter marria^'e with hrnily’s maid 
1 ifine, h.id indu id in W.iriTi'on, indc<d, suih Complete 
kno\vkdi.;t o{ wh.it w Is wh.it, ih.it no ri\<r inn h.id ^'rcatcr 
•itrrai lions tor tlio^ whose i.i'te had survived modernity. 
Spi'tlc.ss linin, do'jbl' beds warmed with copper pans, 
(vm in sumnitr. eider, home-made from a hiri'c orchard, 
.irul matured in rum casks -tht inn was a vantalile feather¬ 
bed to all the senses Prints of * Maria^'e a la Mode,’ 
‘R.ike's Proercsx,’ ‘ Tiu Nuthid-irt bteeplci hasc,’ ‘Run 
with the Quorn,’ and lari;c funttion.il ^;roupmgs of Victorian 
celebrities with their n.imes attached to blank faces on a 
key cfiart, decorated tlic w ills Its sanitation and its port 
were excellent Pot-pourri lav in every bedroom, old 
pewter round the coffee riHim. clean napkins at every meal. 
.And a poor welcome w.is assured to earwigs, spiders, and 
the wTong sort of guest . W.irmson, one of those self- 
coni.aincd men wlio spread when they take inns, pervaded 
the house, with a red face set in small, grev whiskers like a 
sun of just sufficient warmth. 

To young Anne h'orsyie all was ‘ just too lovely.* Never 
in her short life, confined to a large country, had the 
come across such defiant cosiness—the lush peace of the 
nver, tile songs of birds, the scenu of flowers, the nude 




A MODERN COMEDY 


«J4 

urbour, the drifting; la?)- sky, now blue, now white, the 
fricndlt fat spaniel, and the feeling that to-mornm and 
to-morrow and to-morrow would for ever be the same as 
yesterday 

“ It’s a roem, Jon ” 

“Sligliil;. uinm When everything'-slightlv tonne, you 
don’t tire " 

“ I’d tcrtaiiilv never tire of tin- ” 

“ Wc don’t grow tr.igeJv m England, Anne ” 

“Why 1” 

“ Well, tragedy’s evtrenic ; .iiiJ wc don’t like extremes. 
Tragedy’.s dr\ and England's damp '' 

She WHS leaning In r ilhows on the wall at tlie boiium of 
the garden, and, turning her elnii a litile in her hand, -lie 
looked round and up ai him 

“ Elcur Mom's lalher Im- on the river, doesn’t he la 
that far from here ? ’’ 

“ Maplcdurham ' I should think about ten miles ’’ 

"1 wonder if wc shall sei her at .Asvot 1 think she’s 

lovely,” 

“ Yea,” said Jon. 

“ I wonder you didn’t fall in love with her, Jon.” 

“ Wc were kids when I knew her ” 

“ I think she fell in love with vou.” 

“Why?” 

"By the way she looks at vou. . . . She isn’t in love 
with Mr, Mont; she just likes him ” 

“ Oh ! ” said Jon 

Since in the coppice at Robin Hill Fleur had said “ Jon 1 ” 
in 80 strange a voice, he liad known queer moments. Ehere 
wa» that in him which could have caught her, balanced 
there on the log w ith her hands on his shoulders, and gone 
(Uaight back into the past with her. There was that in 
him which abhorred the notion. Hiere was that in him 
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which sal apart and made a ^onf? about them both, and 
that in him which «.aid “ Get to work and drop all these 
silly feelings! ” He was, in fact, confu'ccd. The past, it 
seemed did not die, as lie had thouphi, but lived on beside 
the present, and s<tmetimes, perh.ips, hecarac the future. 
Did one Ine fur what one had not got : There was a 
wrinkling in his soul, and fc\eri'h dr.iughts crept about 
within him The whole thing w i*- on his cunscicnce—fori/ 
Jon had anything, he li id a von^eien^c 

“ When we get our pl.ut.” he Haul, " we'll h ivr all thwe 
t>ld-f.«shionod flovsers Tlicv’re rmiLh the swectc't ! ’’ 

“Ah! Ve^ do let'^ gel a home. Jon Onls ,ire vou 
sure \ou want one ? W'ouldn't \<-.i like travel and write 
poetry ’ ” 

“ It’s not a job llc'idcs, nn verse isn’t gfK»d enough. 
You want the mood of Hattera*- J Hopkins. 

“ ‘ Now, "ievered from my kind by my tunicmpi, 

I live apart .md beat my lonely drum.' " 

“ I wish you weren’t modest, [on ” 

" It’s not modesty, Anne . it's a sense of the comic.” 

“ Couldn’t w'c get a swim before dinner ? It would be 
fine.” 

“ I don’t know what the regul.itions are here.” 

“ Let's bathe first and find out afterwards.” 

" All right. You go and change. I’ll get this gate 
open.” 

A fish splashed, a long white cloud brushed the poplar 
tops beyond the water. Just such an evening, sii year* ago, 
he had walked the towing-path with Fleur, had separated 
from her, waited to see her look back and wave her hand. 
He could see her still—thai special grace, which gave 
her movemenu a lingering solidity within the memory. 
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And now—it was Anne! And Anne in water was n 
dream ' . . . 

Ahow the ‘Pouter Piijcon ’ tin- ^k\ was darkening, 
car.s in their garages were still, no boats passed, <»nlv tin 
water moved, and the river wind talked vaguelv in tin- 
rushes and among the leaves All within was cosy On 
their backs lay W'armson and Ins I'lfine, singing a little 
llirough their nos«-s By a bedside light HolK read “'I'Ik 
W orst Journe\ in tlu* World,” and K-sule her \’.il dreamed 
that he was tr\ing to stroke i Imit-c's nosr, •'hortenmg 
under his hand to the size of a hopard's \nd \nne slept 
w’ith her e)’ts hidden against [on’s shcjuldiT, and Jon ku 
staring at tlie crannie'- through which the moonlight eddied 

And in hiv '■table at \''Cot ilu ">111 o| blei'ping Do\c, from 
home for the first time, pond{red on the muiahilitc of 
equine affairs, dosing and opening lus r\er md breatfiing 
without sound 111 tin 'tr »w\ .1 irk ibovc the bla<.k cat he had 
brought to bear him company. 



niMTFR II 


t nl s K\( ISC 

To Wi'iifrril ilic oi Iht .''Irtpin^j I)o\c 

cM C up n.u 'ctimd .in <K>. .i'M'M n>r the ij.ithcrinjj 
ot '•uvh number^ "t her larniK .i' uco pcrinittcd tc go 
rjiiiig the pnnurs (..lutioii in tlnir but it 

.1 'hiuk 1" her v\lKn I luir fehphi'iird . “ lulhcrV 
loniinv, nr\rr l'(.rn u> \'iui, md di'crn’t know th.it 
hi w.lnt^ to L’" ” 

"Oh'” ''hr ''.tu!, ■■ it ^ t"'! l.iit t(t get .\ny tnorc 
Lfulosure ti^-kM' iiut |.iik i..in see t-* hnn Wlini 
.ibout Mich.iel ' ” 

"Miilud t.in't conn. , he dcip in ‘iluni'' got j new 
slog.m ‘ lirojder gutters ' ’ ” 

" Hc‘s so good,” said Winifred " Let’" go down early 
enough to lunch before r.iung, de.ir I think we’d better 
drive.” 

Father’s car is up- we'll call for \ou ” 

■'Delightful'” said W’lnifred "Has yjur father got 
a grc\ top hat : No ' Oh ! But he simply must wear 
one, they're all the go this \ear Don’t say anything, 
just gci him one He wears scven-and-.i*quartcr; ind, 
dear, tell them to heat the hat and squash it in at the 
Sides— otherwise thev’re alwa\s loo round for him. rVnd 
he needn’t bring an) money to speak of; jack will do all 
our betting for us ” 

Fleur thought that it was not likely father would have a 
bet; he had said he just wanted to sec what the thing was 
like. 
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“ He's so funny .ihout betting," sjid Winifred, “ like 
your grandf.iihcr " 

Not tli.1t It li.id been altogether funny in the cu-,e of 
James, who h.id been called on to pay the racing debts of 
Mont.iguc D.iriie three times over 

With So.imis .ind Winifred on the back scats, Fleur and 
Imogen on the front seats, and jask Cardigan alongside 
Riggs, they took a circuitous road b\ wav of H.irrow to 
avoid the tr.iffic, and emerged into it |ust at the point 
where for the first time it became thick tsoames, who had 
placed hi9 grev top hat on hi^ knee, put it tin, and said. 

" just like Riggs " 

“Oh, no, L ncle ! " said Imogen "It's Jack's doing 
When he's got to go through l'.toii, lie alwa\' likes to go 
through Harrow first ” 

“ Oh ! .Ah ' " said So.imes " He was there 1 should 
like Kit's name put down " 

“How nice!" said Imogen. “Our boys will h.ive 
left when he goes A'ou look so well in that hat. 
Uncle.” 

Soames took it off again. 

“White elephant,” he said. “ C.in’t think what made 
Fleur get me the thing ' ” 

“My dear," said Winifred, “ it'll last you for wears. 
Jack's bad hks ever since the war. The great thing is to 
prevent the moth getting into it, between seasons. What 
a lot of cars I I do think it's wonderful that so many 
people should have the money in these days.” 

The sight of so much money flovsing down from town 
would have been more exhilarating to Soames if he had not 
been wondering where on earth they all got it. With the 
coal trade at a standstill, and lactones closing down ail over 
the place, this display of wealth and fashion, however 
reassuring, .seemed to him almost indecent. 
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Jack Cardigan, from his front scat, had begun explaining 
a thing he called the ‘ tote ’ It seemed to be a machine 
that did your betting for you Jack Cardigan was a funny 
fellow ; he made .1 lih’s huMness of vport. there wasn't 
another countn. that lould have pr<iJuLed him! And, 
leaning forward, Soame*' vnd to Klcuri 
“ V()u\(. not got .1 drauglu there ^ '' 
bhc had been ver\ silent all ilie was. and he knew why. 
Ten ti* one it \<'ung Jun I'or'-vit wouldn’t [*e at Ascot I 
Twiee (Oer at Mapleduriiain Ik 1m i n')iKcd k iters .iddrcssed 
\'\ her to: 

“ .Mr> \ al I) true, 

U an^J<-n, 

>U-'( \ ” 

v'^hc had ''eem'‘d t'> him ver\ ti l^'-tv or \erv listless all 
that fortnigiii On-.e, wiien lu had been talking to her 
ab(t\jt Kit's iiiture. she had said *’ 1 doiCt think it matters, 
I)id. whatt\< r M'U popuM, h-’ll vli'p iic . parents don't 
L'lunt now • jo'>k at nie ’ 

And he had h).-kid at lur, and le!( it at that 
He w IS still Contemplating the back ol her head when 
ihc\ drew into an ernlooirc and he wa^^ forced to expose 
his hat t«» the publa g i/e Whit itr«iwd! Here, on the 
tar side of the course, were rows of people all jammed 
logeihtr, who, so far as he ciudd tell, would see nothing, 
and be damp one wa\ or another ihrouglumt the aftenioon. 
H that was pleasure! He followed the others across the 
cour.'^e, in front of iht Grand Stand So those were ‘the 
bovikics ’! Funny lot, with iheir name*. * painted dearly 
on each/ so that people could tell them apart, just as well, 
for they all seemed to him the same, with large necks and 
red faces, or scraggy necks and lean faces, one of each kiiid 
in every hrm, like a couple of music-hall ccanedians. And, 
every now and then, in die pre-racing bosh, one of them 
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gave a sort of circubr howl and looked hungrily at 
space. Funny fellows! The\ passed alongside the Roval 
Enclosure where bookmaker^ did not seem to be admitted 
Numbers of grey tftp hats there! This was the placc--hc 
had heard to sec pretiv women He \va^ looking for them 
when Winifred pressed his arm 

"Look, Soames—the Ro\al Procession'” 

Thus required to gape at those horse-drawn carnages 
at which everybody else would be gaping, Soames averted 
his eyes, and became conscKmv that Winifred and he were 
alone ! 

“What’s become of the otliirs ^ " he said. 

" (jonc to the padd-nk, I expect ” 

" Wh.Tt for ^ " 

"To look at the liorscs, dear ” 

Soames had forgotten the horses 

“ Fancy dm mg up like that, .u this umc of vla\ ! ” he 

muttered. 

" I think It's so amusing ’ '* said Winifred *’ Shall we 
go to the paddock, too ^ 

Soames, who liad not intended to lo.se sight of liis 
daughter, followed her towards whatever the paddock 
might be. 

Jt was one of those days when nobody could tell whcilier 
it was going to ram, so that lie was disappointed by the 
dresses, and the women's l<K»k>. lie saw nothing to equal 
his daughter and was about to make a disparaging remark, 
when a voice behind him said ; 

" Look, Jon ! Thcrc't Fleur Mont! ” 

Placing his foot on W’mifrcd’s, Soames stood still. 
There, and wearing a grc\ top hat, too, was that young 
chap between his wife and his sister. A memor)' of tea 
at Robin Hill with his cousin Jolyon, that boy’s father, 
twenty-seven years ago, assailed Soames—and of how Holly 
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.Tncl Val had come in and '■at !iH>kin^» at him as if he were 
.1 new kind of bird There the\ went, those three, into a 
riny of people who were stanm; at nothing* so far a's he 
«ould see And there, dose to them, were those other 
three, j.K'k Cardij^in, Fleur, and Imogen 
“ M\ dear,” said Umilred. “ \ou ./i./ triad im mv toe " 
“1 didn’t nuan to.” muttered boames “Come over 
to till other sidi tlurt’s mon r'->m ” 

It seemed hor^s wire bcini: led round, l>ut it was at 
his dau^'htor that Suanu s uanievl to m/e from behind 
\\ inifred's shoulder Mie had not \( t sicn tlu vounj? man, 
hut w i" iviJenth lookin-r t >r him her (\i*s wire hardly 
{\er on the horsis n<i L’rt it wofuhr in that, pirhapft, for 
tlK\ all'ft nu lI aliki to >o lines, ^hii.ini: uid siiakey, quiet 
a'- shtip. with bov^ hohim^' on to thiir heads Ah! A 
St ih unit lhroui,’h his thest. for Mrur li iil suddenly come to 
lite , and, as suddenl\. seemed to hide lier resurrection 
i\en from herself' How still die -t^>od e\er ho still 
;;a/ini,' at that \ouni: fellow talking' to his wife. 

“That’s the f.uouritc. Soanus At least, Jack said he 
would U What d<' you think of lum ' 

“ Mueh like the others i^ot four Ic^js ” 

Winifred bugficd boinus w.is so amusinj^r 
“ jack's moving, if wi’re going to have a bet, I think 
we’d better go back, dear I know what I fancy " 

“I don’t fancy anvthing,” said Soames. “Weak- 
minded, I call It, as if they umlJ tell one horse from 
another! ” 

“()h) but you’d be surprised,” said Winifred; “you 

must get jack to-” 

“ No, thank you “ 

He liad seen Fleur move and join those three. But 
faithful to his resolve to show no sign, he walked ghunly 
back into the Grand Stand. What a monstrous noise they 
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were making now in the ring down there! And what a 
pack of people in this great Stand ! Up there, on the top 
of it, he could see what looked like half-a-dozen lunatics 
frantically gesticulating—some kind of signalling, he sup¬ 
posed. Suddenly, beyond the railings at the bottom of 
the lawn, a flash of colour passed Horses—one, two, 
three; a dozen or more—all labelled with numbers, and 
with little bright men sitting on their miks like monkcM. 
Down they went—and soon they'd come hack, he supposed ; 
and a lot of money would change h.inds And then tlicy'd 
do it again, and the money would change back And 
what satisfaction they all got out ol it, he didn’t know ! 
There were men who went on like that all their lives he 
believed—thousands of tliem : must be lots of time and 
money to waste in the country! Wliat was it Timothy 
bad laid: “Consols arc going up'" They hadn't; on 
the contrary, they were down a point, at least, and would 
go lower before the Coal Strike was over ]ack Cardigan’s 
voice said in his ear : 

“ What are you going to back. Uncle boames ” 

“ How should I know ? ” 

“ You must back something, to give you an interest.” 

“ Put something on for Fleur, and leave me alone,” said 
Soames ; " I’m too old to begin.” 

And, opening the handle of his racing stick, he sat down 
on it. “ Going to ram,” he added, gloomily. He sat 
there alone; Winifred and Imogen had joined Fleur down 
by the rails with Holly and her party—Fleur and that 
youngman side by side. And he remembered how, when 
Bosinney had been hanging round Irene, he, as now, had 
made no sign, hoping against hope that by ignoring the 
depths beneath him he could walk upon the waters. 
Treacherously they had given way then and engulfed him ; 
would they s^aia—would they again t His lip twitched; 



AN ^ONG 

.iml he put out In^ h.jnJ. A litilr dri//lo fell on the back 
ut It 

*' Thcv’rc ctl' ” 

Th.jnk • thi r u\u li.nl icjvod ! Tunin change 

tr('m dm !'• htl^h Tlu v^)ll>Ic chiiii: iumi\ .* lot t>f i»ro\%n- 
up tliiUrm ' N»nitl'"vl\ ^ .illui ••ut shnllv .it the top of 
hi' w.i' . l.mi'h i)u ti ih-im- In c-<n -swelling 

Ironi the si.iriil. hi .k 1' .stn cnnini: r-MiiJ him ‘*Thc 
l.aounte uiri'!” "X'-t h' More ii'H'r . .1 tliudiling 
.1 tl.i'hme p I't '-t eol.iur' \ik 1 ' th-uj^-ht . ‘ Well, 
ih.itX (i\tr'’ IVrh.ip' u,j> iiki th.it really. 

\ luj-'h .1 dm .i tl.i Iiini: ps'i i iuiih ' \il life .i race, 
a -.peel.tele "nh \<)!i i 'uhirri < it ' \ \(nlurr and .s 

paMipe II}''' Mid luiK.ith hi' ikve h.it hi p.i'-id hi-' hand 
down (i\eri'iic fi.it ilKiiv. <nd then tin othir A paving* 
up' li< didn't . irt who j .nd up, 'o I'-mk' •<' it wasn’t 
IKur' Hut t.'i'Tf It u ' soriH dfhts .'iiild ii'it Ifc paid 
in pruw ! What on i.irih ua* Nature .ihoiir when t-lic 
made the human lie in ' 

The .iftirnooti won ou. (nd he mw iiotiung of his 
Jauiriittr It wa* as if she 'U'pe< led ills Ji 'ign of w-atchiog 
over lier There was tlu “ hoT'O of the iv-ntarv ” running 
m the Gold Cup, and lu po'itivdv mustn’t mis» that— 
thc\ '.ud. N> ag.iin ^oame*. was ltd to the ring where the 
horses were moving round 

“Th.it the animal ' ” he said, pointing to a tall mare, 
whom, hv reason of two white .mkles, he was able to 
distinguish from the '>'hers NoHodv an'Wircd him, and 
he perceived th.ii he was scpar.ited irom Winifred and the 
Cardigans by three persons, all looking at him with a 
certain cunosiiv. 

“ Hire he comes! ’’ said one of them Soames turned 
his hc.id Oh! So/cij was the horse of the century, WM 

)—this bay fellow—same colour as the pair they used to 

cc 
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drive in the P-irk Lane barouche. Hu {.uher alwavs haJ 
bays, bccau'^c olJ Jolson hod broun^, .nul Nicholas blacks, 
and Swtfliin grc\‘', .md Roi^^cr hi JiJn't remember \Ahat 
Roger u^ed tu h.tve - sonieihine n bn < ccentnc - piebahN, 
he shuuKln’t woiul'-r SonicimuN ihcc would t.ilk abi-ui 
horses, or, radier. about what i1k\ had given lor iIimu. 
Swithin had Ixen a judue. or e" he >aid—“^uaincs had n \er 
believed It, he h.id newer b<!ii\ed in Suithin at all l^ui 
he could p*rl(ci)v well riin-inlir (ietirui bcinir run an.a 
with by hi*' j'oiu in the R^w, o.a | iti! td into .» (luwcrlx 1 
—no one had e\ir Ixu; .d-h in explain lu-n , just like 
George, with Ins taste lor ihv LT-aisqu< ' He hitn^ell had 
never t.iken nu interi a in h'-i o. Iri ne, ol course, had 

loved riding- she would! Mu hid nc\er liad any liter 
she marned Inm . \ouc s ud 

“Well, what do \ou thinu ol hini. Unde Soanies ? ” 
with his cuntoimded gnn . 1 .. k Cardigan, to<i, and 
a thin, brown-lan^l in.m wiih a n-sc md d.iti ^oanle> 
said guardedly ' 

Nice enough n iv " 

If they thought ihex’ w.ri gonig to get a rise out o* iiim ! 

“ Think he*Il STa\, \ al ' ItN thi d< me of a joarnec 

“ He'!! sla_\ ail right " 

“Got nothing to be.it," said the thin brown nun. 

“The Frenchman, (ireenw.ucr.” 

“No class, Captain Cardigan. He's not all the horse 
they think him, but he c.in’i lose to-day." 

“ Well, I hope to (lod he beats the Frenchman ; we want 
A Cup or wo left m tiic country " 

Something responded within Soames’ breast. If it was 
against a Frenchman, he would do his iK'st to help 

“Put me five pounUi on hun,” he said, suddcnlj, to 
.Jack Cardigan. 

“ Good for yon, Uncle Soames. He’ll start aboot evens. 

• > 
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See his head and his forehand and the way he’s let down— 
lot' of heart room Nm quite m) good Wimd the i»addlc, 
but a great Imrsc, I tiunk " 

“ Which IS the Frenchman ’ ” avked S'umcs. “That! 
Oh ! Ah ! I don’t like him I want to ^cc this rare.” 

J.ick C.irJiLMn hh .trin— tin ii’i- u’s fingers were 

like iron 

“Von come along with me!*' he s..ui Soames went, 
was put up higher th.m he h.td been \<r, given Imogen's 
- a prc'^crit {mm htni'>tll and Iti; tlure. He was 
surprised ir> find liow will and f ir he lould ■'ce W’hac a 
lot i.l tars, and what a l-'t of pt<?ple ! ‘ Ine national 

pa-iimc’ didn’t thev ^ ill it' Here t.inu the horses 
walking pa't, crIi Kd h. .1 man \\<11I Thev were 
prettv creatures, no doubt ' Vn hngl; ii hotR' against a 
French li<>rsc—th.tt pave tin thing soint meaning. He 
was glad Annette w.is still with her moih.-r in France, 
othirwist slic’d h uc been hire with him N-'W they were 
caruiring past Sf'anus made a rtal effort to tell one from 
the oihir, hut e\tept for iliiir numher-s, they were «o 
ci'nfound(dl\ .dike “No,’’ he said to himself, “ I’ll ju*t 
v\.itch those two, and tli.it t.ill hoto- " -its n.ime had 
appe.ilcd to him, I’ons AMnurum K.ithcr painfull)' he 
pit tlie colours of the tliree bv ln.irt .ind fixed hts glaates 
on the wheeling group out tliere at tlic starting point. 
.A- soon as the)- were olT, howeier, all he could see was 
tiiat one horse w-.is in front of tlic others Why had he 

gone to the trouble of Ii arning the colours f On and on 
and on he watched them, worried because he could make 
nothing of it, and everybody else seemed making a good 
deal. Now they were rounding into the straight. “The 
favourite’s coming up ! ’’ “ lavk at the Frenchman I ” 
Soames could see the colours now. Those two I His hand 
shook a little and he dropped his glasses. Here they came 
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—a regular ding-Jimg! Dash u -he wasn't--Hnelarjd 
wasn't! Ycv-i, by George ! No! Yes’ EniircU witltout 
approval his heart v\as be.uing painfullv ‘ Ab-'iird ! ’ he 
thought. ‘ The iTcncliinan ’' ‘ No! tlic favourite wins! 

He wins ! " Almost opp'^tsuc., the hor^t was shooting out 
(fooj horse! Hoor.tv ' |■ng}.^IUI lor ever’ Soanics 
covered his mouth just in tune to pr xeiii the vvfird' 
escaping. Sonubody said oinu thing to him He paid m 
attention; .trul, taretulls putting InioecnN gl.^^>es into 
their case, took off Ins grev hat and lo.J.i d into it Tlure 
was nothing there except a laint ^liNeoIuraiion ■>! ihc buff 
leather where he liad perspired. 



CHAn'FR III 
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Tiff toilet i*f t[n- i-.tr-nKF \\ a > pr-n c ulinc in thf mare 
unlrcqmnttJ portion', oi tin- p.iJ.^nik 

* (.‘oiiK .mJ SIC Kundi\tl '•aiJitJ, Jon,” '.jui Meur 

And, ufi( tl lie lo(»k<d h.ulv, '•lu 1 illL’li' il 

“ \o, k'nt Arun ill du .inJ .dl mcHt. Comt 

\Mili nn t<ir j ( 

On the i.ir mJc ot the p.iddo'.k ihc son nl Sleeping Dove 
u.i' hohiin;.' fiijh his inteiliLMt’ In .id, jnd his I'jt was being 
gint]\ ji^’nlfd, while (rfeenvs (ter with liis own hands 
adJU^tcd tlie s.lddh 

• \ r.iLthorsc has ihoul tin In-st tinu* <>t an)thing on 
earth,” she heard Jon sav '* Ia»oL at his eye—wise, 
bnphi, not bored Draft hordes ha\c a cynical, lon^* 
snfTcring look- rauhorses never He Iikcs hhs job; that 
keeps him spirit) 

Don’t talk Iiki. a p.miphlct, Jon Did \ou expect to 
see me here ' ” 

'* Ves ” 

" And It didn’t keep you .iwa\ r How brave ! ** 

“ Must you s.i\ that son of thing ? ” 

“ What then * A'ou notice, Jon, that a raaharsc never 
stands over at the knee , the reason is, of course, that he 
isn't old enough. By the was, there’s one thing that ipoib 
vour raptures about them. They’re not free agenu.” 

Is an) one ? ” 

How set and obstinate his face 1 
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“ Let’s see him walk round.” 

They joined Val, who said gloomily : 

“ D'you want to have anything on i ” 

“ Do you, Jon " s.dd Thur 
“ Ves ; a tenner.” 

“ So will 1 then. Twemv pounds between us, \'al ” 
Val sighed 

” Look at Inm ! i \e‘ -ec ;i tw(o\e-tr-oh! more -'.If- 
cont.lined ! ! tell you th.it \oung^i(.r'‘i gomi; f.ir .4nd 

I’m confined to a moerable ' pon\'' ! D.imn ! ’ 

He left them .ind tpoke to Oreenwatir 
“More self-contained,” ■-.iid Tleur "Not a modern 
quality, is It, Jon > " 

“ Perhaps, undi rnc.itli ” 

“ Oh ! You’ve been in the backwoods too lone Fr.ineis, 
too, was wonderfulK pnmitue; so, I suppose, is .-\nne 
You should have tried New York, judging by their 
literature.” 

“I don't judge by hter.iuire, 1 don't lielicvc there’s 
any relation between it .ind life ” 

“ Let’s hope not, ans-way Where sh.ill we .see the race 
from I ” 

“The rails over there It's ihe finish 1 care about I 
don’t see Anne ” 

Fleur dosed her lips suddenly on the words ; “ Damn 
Anne.” 

“Wc can’t wait for tliem," .she said, "The rails soon 
fill up.” 

On the rails they were almost opposite the winning post, 
and they stood there silent, in a queer sort of enmity—it 
seemed to Fleur. 

“ Here they come ! ” 

Too quickly and too close to ise properly taken in, the 
two-year-olds came cantering past. 
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Rond.ivci pocs well,” - liJ jon " And I like that 
brow n ” 

Hcur n"i( J till in I iii/niJK, too o'n^d(^lJ^ of being .done 
uttii him— rc.illy n]<»ne, i-lni k' d ort in ■vir.inpers from an\ 
knowing c\c Fo savour tli.a lon« lim-i'- ot so fetv minutes 
ua^ taskiDL: .dl her f.u niiies Slie '•lipp<‘d her hand through 
In'! arm, and forced her \oivv 

“I'm tuhiii'. norkc d up, \.<v He -iinplv mu''t win.’’ 
Oul Ik kiiM\' that III M'-iiv f*’' vl 1 -r s he left her hand 
untaiK d 

“I can’t Hi lie th-m >Hir louii Jk o " ’Fhcn his arm 
rcc.!L'(d iicr }. iiid aL'iiii^t hb SI !■ l>id lie know ^ What 
did he knov. ' 

“ d'ju \ ' t ' • a ' ” 

[• leaf pre- ' ■! < lo-.cr 

Silence—ciir. '•hourniK f)f tfn'. n .m that name ! Bnf 
pn *.siire li^ain'-t him ua' all jr !.i< ant t > Mour I^jst they 
cam-, a doiinsjung flash or c-ilour, hut die saw nothing 
ol It, for her (M - vi< re t I.)S» 1 

“ ii\ (h*di ' ” d.e ficard hiiu •• iv ; ‘ H- '> won.” 

“(Hu Jnn'” 

*■ I wonder what price wc p K ' *’ 

Fleur looked .n him, a spot ot red in rich pale cheek, 
and her eyes very clc.ir 

“ Price ? Did \ou realK me.in tint, |'>n 
And, though he was behind her, following to the paddock 
she knew from the way his c)cs were fixed on her, that he 
had not meant it. 

Thev found their party reunited all but Soames. Jack 
Cardigan was explaining that the pncc obtained wa* 
unaccountably ihort, since there was no stable money on 
to sivrak of; somebody must have known something; he 
seemed to think that this was extremely repreheocibk, 

^ 1 suppose Unde Soames hasn’t been going Ust the 



840 


A MODERN COMEDY 


gloves,” he said. Nobody’s seen him since the Gold Cup 
Wouldn’t it be ripping it \sc found he’d kicked over and 
liad a ‘ monkey ’ <m ? ” 

Fleur said uneasiK': 

“ I c\pcct Father got tired and uent to the tar We’d 
belter go too, Auntie, and gel .iwav heiure the crowd " 
She turned tti Anne “ W lu n shall ue see \uu again ^ 
She s.tw the girl look at jon, .md heard him sa\ clumlv 
** Oh ! sometime ” 

“Yes, we’ll fix something up (ioud-h}!., nn dear' 
(jood-byc, J«>n ' Tell \ .il I’m ^cr^ gl.*d " And, with a 
farewell nod, sIk led tin ua\ Ot a son of rage in lur 
heart a\( 110 'ign. pri.p.iring nonn.iliic for her f.trher’-- 

eyes. 

Soames, indeed, \sa^ in the tar h.\i.itcment o\er the 
Gold Cup— so e<*nir.jr\ l(< his prinuplt" -h.id t.iuscd him 
to sit down in the Stand And tin re he had reniaimd 
during the next two raies, iJK watching the throng below, 
and the horses going ilown t.ist and coming h.ick faster 
There, quietly, in the isol.iti«»n suited to liis spirit, he 
could, if not enjo\, .it le.ist browse on i sc-cne stnkingK 
unfamiliar to him 'I’lie national pastime -he knew that 
everybody liad ‘a bit on" something n')w-.od.n- r<»r 
one person win* e\cr went racing there were twcnix— it 
seemed—who didn't, and \et knew at least cn')ugh Icj lose 
their money. You couldn't hu\ a paper, or have your 
hair cut, without being conscious that. All over London, 
and the Soutli, the Midl.mds and the North, m all classes, 
they were at it, supporting horses with tlieir bobs and 
dollars and sovereigns Most of tiicm—he believed— had 
never seen a racehorse m their lives —hardly a horse of 
any sort; racing w'as a sort of religion, he supposed, and 
now that they were gmng to tax it, an orthodox religion. 
Some primeval nonconformity in the blood of Soames 
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slmddercd a hitlc He h.id n/« s\nip.ithy, uf eoursc, \\nh 
those Icather-lunpcd ch.ip'- down there under tlicir queer 
h.its .md their umhrelhi-', hut the feelinp ilut ihcv v\crc ni»v\ 
ni.idc free heaven »>: at lea-'t ot that vv non) m of heaven 
the m< idem Slate ruhli d him (t >Aas almost as if Knpland 
w^re lacinL' realities at la't - \ t r\ danitemus ' Tlic\ \sould 
he IkenMiii: ['r-'-tjuui ai ru\( ' I’o tax \xfiat uerc called 
\ kes V'I' t" admit that thi\ \strepartol human natufe. 
And thiiiiL'li. hU 1 }"r-\ti, lie hid hmi: knoun them to 
In SI), to admit It A as. Ik. Ii It. 1 n lU h 'I o knowlcd^^e 

tlu limnaii"!!' ot human iiaiur' v. i' i sort of defeatism: 
Alien \ou 'like l'<:.'an that, \ ou didn't know where you’d 
stop Still. lr"m ail la i.<iijid sx, (Ik tax would hnnjj HI 
.1 prc.lt\ j'lita iiid pfritiks \M-re I'.idls neideil; so, he 
didn't kti'iw, la wa-n'i ^urc ll- wouldn't have done it 
hun-eh, hu! lu w on'i - repared to turn out tlu (»ov<Tnment 
for havim: d"!!- it i’hi \ hid rMovmscd, too, no doubt, 
as he did, tha: camhhiic wa^ tlu priatcsi make-wci^jlil 
llure was aijainst revolution . m. lonj: as a man could bcl 
he h.id .ilw i\' a iharuc o{ ^’rttin^’ something' tor nothing, 
and that desin wa> tin real driv mi,'fort e Ik hind any attempt 
to turn thini,'s uj -ide down Ite-kits \<ui li.ui t«» move witli 
the times upiiill or dovNnhill, and it w.is difficult to tell one 
from the other The itreat thirii; was to avoid extremes. 

From this me.isured reflection he vv.is ahruptK tran.s- 
ferreJ to feehmrs unmeasured hlcur and tluit youriK 
fellow were walkini,' .lcro^s th< rt down to the rails! 
From under the brim of hi" i;re) hat he watched them 
paintulK, rcluctantl) admitting that they made as pretty 
a couple as any then Tlie) i.imc to a stand on the rails — 
not talking, and to Soames, who, when moved, was 
exccptionaUv taciturn, this seemed a bad sign. Were things 
rcallv going wrong, then—was passion forming within its 
still ciKoon to flv on butterfly wings for its brief hour ? 
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What was goin>; on within the silence of those two ! The 
horses were passing now ; and the grev, they said, was his 
own nephew’s ? Why did the fellow have horses r He 
had known how it would be when Fleur said she was going 
to Ascot. He regretted now having come No, he didn’t ! 
Better to know what ihere was to Ik known In the press 
of people to the raiK he could no longer see more than the 
young man’s grey hat, and the bl.u k-and-whiu covering 
of his daughter’s head For a minute the race diverted 
him : might a.s well sec horse well beaten. Thev 

said he thought a lot of it ; .uid So.mics thought the less 
of its chance for that. Here they came, all in .1 bunch- 
thundering gre.it troop, and that grev—a h.indv colour, 
you couldn’t miss it Why. he was winning ' Hang it - 
he had won! 

H’m 1 ” he said, aloud . “ that’s inv nephew’s iiorse 1 ” 

Since nobod\’ replied, he hoped they hadn't heard .And 
back went his eyes to those two on the rails Yes, they 
were coming away silentlv—Fleur a little in front Perhaps 
—perhaps, after all, they didn't get on, now ! Must hope 
far the best. By George, but he felt tired ! He would go 
to the car, and wait. 

And there in tiie dusk of it he was sitting when they 
came, full of bubble and squeak—something very little¬ 
headed about people when they’d won money. For they 
had all won money, it seemed ! 

“And you didn’t back him, Uncle Soames ? ” 

“I was thinking of other things,’’ said Soames, garing 
at hu daughter. 

“ We thought you were responsible for the shockin’ bad 
fake,” 

“ Why 1 ” said Soames, gloomily. “ Did you expect me 
to bet against him ! ” 

Jack Cardigan threw back his head and laughed. 
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“ I don’t «icc nnytiung funrA,” muttered Soamc^. 

“ Nor do I, Jack,” s,nd KK’ur “ Why should Fuibcr 
know an) thing .ilx)ut r.King ' 

“ I bci: your pardon, sir, TI] toll \ou all about it.’* 

“God torhid ! said >u.inu'> 

“ No, but It’s rather queer I)\«»u r rnomber that chap 
Stamford, wlio bnc.iktd th? M.iicr'*' snutT-ln>\ ? ” 

“I d<." 

*' Well It SOCHI' he p.-iJ \ .il a \isi: ir Wwisdon, and Val 
thinks he pk keJ up tlu idea that Rondavel u,is a real good 
one ihcrc wa^ a ihip uatch.ng the edlop List Monday, 
That’s what decided tiiem to run the ^olt to Jay. Thi-y 
\^cre eoinj; !n tor (.ouJuloJ loti late, thouj^ti; 

'.nnicbodvn -iJo i j'ot over him \\v u:ii) iroi fouri.*’ 

It wai .ili Ortolc 10 Ni.imct, fx.fj't that thv languid 
ruffian htainl-rd h.tj 8onu hou hern nspon^ihk a second 
time for hrmviriit about 1 mci-tiiiv li^iuccn bicur and Jon ; 
for he knew trow W inilrcJ th.ii \ al md his mens^r had gone 
to 5t.1v at Creen htrccl Jiirmi; tiw hinkc on purpose to see 
bt.iinford Hi wi-h'd 10 irroi.incs.. h; h.i! r.il'.-d a policctnan 
tli.it day, and li.id tin. lellow shiii u| 

They were i long time getting out ol the traffic—owing 
to the perverMts of “ ih.it ch.ip Kiggs,” and did not reach 
bouth Square till ,sc\in o'clock. The) were greeted by 
the news that Kit had a temperature. Mr. Mom was with 
him. Fleur flew up. Hating washed ofl his day, Soames 
settled himself in the ‘ parlour ’ to wait uneasily for their 
report. Eeur used to have temperatures, and not infre¬ 
quently they led to something. If Kit’s didn’t lead to 
anything serious, it might be good for her—keeping her 
thoughts at home. He lay back in his chair opposite the 
Fragonard—a delicate thing, but with no soul in it, like 
all the works of that period—wondering why Fleur had 
changed the style of this room from Chinese to Louis 
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Quinze. Just the''dice <)f change, he supposed. Tlicsc 
young people had no eontmiiity , some mitnihc in the 
blood--of the ‘ idle ru li,‘ and the ‘ idle po<jrd and cver\ bodv 
else, so f:ir .is he could see Nf»hod\ muld be got to si,i\ 
.•in)wherc- not even in their graves, judging hy all tho'-' 
vhinccs. If only people w<iuld attend quutl\ to tlnir 
business, even to th.U of being dead ' lhi% had ''Ueh .ui 
appetite for Ining, that tin \ liad no life \ be.im ot 
sunlight, smoky uirh diivt-rnotcv, camr slanting in on f 
the wall before him prett\ thing, a be.irn of sunlight, but 
a terrible lot of dust, c\en in a room 'pick-and-.spand\ as 
this. And to think th.it .1 thing sm.dlcr ih.in one of ^ll.l^c 
dust-motes eould give a child .1 icmj'er.aurc He hopcil 
to goodness Kit had nothing ^ Uc lung And his mind went 
over the illnesses of childhood mumps, nic.isles, cIik ken- 
pox, whooping-cough. 1 icur had caueht them dl, but 
never scarlet fever \nd boatius Kean to fidget Surelv 
Kit was too young to have got si.arl< i fever But nurses 
were so careless—vou iie\cr knew ! And suddenly he beg.m 
to wish f<)r Annette. What was she doing out in Trance 
all this time ^ Mic w.is useful in illness; h.ici some \er\ 
good prescriptions Ho wouIJ s.iv that for the Erencli— 
their doctors were deter when \ou c'ould get them to lake 
an interest. The stuff the\ had given him for his lumbago 
ut Deauville had been first-rate And after his visa the 
little doctor chap had said . “ 1 come for the money to¬ 
morrow ! ” or so a had sounded It seemed he had meant: 

I come in the morning to-morrow.” They never could 
speak anything but their own confounded language, and 
looked aggrieved when you couldn’t speak it yourself. 

They had kept him a long time there without news before 
Michael came in. 

*• Well i ** 

“ Well, air, it looks uncommonly like measles.** 
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“ H'm ! Now, how on c.jnh Jul hv gei that ? 

“ Nuf'C ha*? no iJca ; but KitN awiullv bociahlc. If 
then N .jnoihcr tlnlJ in '>iL;l.r, hi goon for him.” 

“ ’n.at'*- h.ivl,’’ '-.nJ boiiniN ’■ ^ got slums at the 

b.iik lure " 

“ \!i ' ” s.ihl Michael “ v'^Kini'. to tlic right of us, slums 
!(' the left ti} us, vluni- In ila If'ii.t <•} iis how tan you 

u ofij. r ' 

's'MTiKs st.iTdl ‘ iiMi n"(ih.il’li,” he said, 

■’ ifi.iiik L’"0,lri< ^s ' " 

■■ \o Mc.oR'^ ” ii lie li i.i 1 Jp i.!, It v\as a notifiable 
Jio.isc, with the - p'Mjug thnr n>»scs in, and 

h.iiinr u|' th( .iri' .1' liki U n><i “ How’s the hide 
rh.ip lc< liiiL' 

* \ cT\ -t-rre }<>r huiisclt ” 

“In ni\ "pi’uon," Mki b".unr', “tlurcN a great deal 
more in flci- than t}ie\ think lint dog of his may have 
puked up a mra-’le). lb i I w >iK{<‘r the tlintors don’t turn 
ihur atti ntjon to Jicas ” 

“i wj/iuler the\ don't turn iluir attdition to slums,” 
said Miehacl , “ that’s wliere thr tU-as lome from ” 

\gain So.lmc^ stared Hid hi' son in law got slums 
in his bonnet now * His inanift stations of public spirit 
were very disturbing Perhaps he’d been going round 
those places, and brouglit the flea m himself, or some 
inftetnm or other 

“ H.jac you sent for the doctor ? ” 

“ Ves; hc’il be here .m\ minute.” 

“ Is he an) good, or just the ordinary cock-and-bull 
type ' ” 

** The same man we had for Fleur.” 

“ Oh! Ah! I remember -too much maimer, bot 
shrewd. Doctors! ” 
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There silence in the polished rcxim, while they waited 
for the bell to ring ; and Soames br<»odcd Should he tell 
Michael about the afternoon ? Hia mouth opened once, 
but nothing came out. Over and over again his son-in-law 
had surprised him by the mlw he took of tlmigs. And he 
only .stared at Michael, w ho w as g.i/nig out nf tiic window— 
queer face tlu UMinir IlIIov^ h.nl , p] on, and yet attractive, 
with those p<tinied ears and i.\ebr<>v\-. running up on ih'- 
outside —w.'isn't alw.ns thinking uf himself like good 
looking young men ''ceme I to b( (i .(.,l )M,»king men were 
always scihsh ; got spoiled, h-- supp.-^.i IK- would gi\e 
a penny for the \oung thougM-« 

Here he is!s.ud Mu hael. jumping up. 

Soames w.is alone .ig.iin How long alone, he didn’t 
know, for he was tired, .ind, in spiiL of his comern, ho 
dozed. The iiptnin),- 111 ilic JiMir rouvod him in time to 
assume »nxict\ bclore Flour •.poke 
“It’s almost oort.tinK iiie.idrs, D.iJ ” 

“ Oh ! said So.imos, blankly. “ Wh.it abont nursing ? ” 
“ Nurse .ind I, of course." 

“That’ll mean sou o.in’t jot .iboui ’’ 

“And aren't you gl.ul ! ” her l.itc seemed to say. How 
she read his thoughts ! 

God knew he w.isn't glad of an\ thing that troubled her 
'—and yet—! 

" Poor little ch.ip ! ’’ he said, evasively : “ your mother 
must come back. I must tri. .inJ find him something 
that’ll lake lus attention off ” 

“ Don’t trouble, l^ad ; he’s too feverish, poor darling. 
Dumer’s read)'. I'm having mine upstairs.” 

Soames rose and went up to her. 

“ Don't you be worrying,’’ he oaiJ. “ AU children--’’ 

Rent pat her arm out 
“ Not too near, Dad. No, I won’t worry.” 
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“Gi\c him mv linr," s.iid So.imcs. “ He won’t care 
for It.” 

Fleur likihcd .n him Hur lij'^ smiled .1 very little. Her 
culidk winked twice 'I'hcn slic turned and went oat, and 
Soamtw thought 

■ Sl'( --poc.r hitle thii.y ' I’m no use ! ’ It MS of her, 
■uit of hi« ^>rind'''n, th.it he tlRUj;ht. 
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The Meads of Si \uijusimi li t.l, no 'ionln, nnet on \ lin.e 
been flowers, .inJ !'urgcs^c , h.id walked ifare oi .t >und.i\, 
plucking suinnui iio^t^’.iS' ll ilnri were a tlovscr now. 
It would he toui\d on ilu il: tr oi tin- Reverend Hljar\'^ 
churchy or on Mr^’ liilar\'- dmtiiL: lahK d’hi rest <'f a 
numerous popalaiion had Ik ard ot iluse iiMiatuml pn* 
duels, and, mdstd, 'cemi; them oteaMonalh in ba^k(f', 
would uuer tin. u<'rds ” Aoh ' I.ook it ihc 
flahers ! " 

When Mj vhacl M'Hed fn^ kjkIc. asiordini; to promi'-e, on 
Ascot Cup l)a\, Ik wa-' uslu ri d hurrn IK into the presem i 
of twenty little Au^msuniaris 'tn the point of Inin^ taken 
in a covered motor van for < (''nnieht mioni: flower'' in a 
state of nature Hi' \uiu Mav wa-'t.tiidmg among them 
She was a tall w--nian with hn^’lit hnjwn •'hingled hair 
going grey, and the 'hylitlv rapt e\pressi()n of one listening 
to music. Her vinile was verv sweet, and this, wuli the 
puizlcd tw'iuli of lu r Jelu ate evel'row as who should s .v 
placidly: " Whai next, 1 wonder'" endeared her to 
everyone. >he had (merged fnim a Kettorv in Hunting¬ 
donshire, in the carlv wars of the ceimirv, and had married 
Hilary al the age of twentv He liad kept her bus\ ever 
since. Her bov's and girl \v«.re ail at school now, so liiat 
in term time she had mcrelv some hundreds of Augustini.ms 
for a family. Hilary was wont to say : “ Ma\’s a wonder. 
Now that shc*s had her hair <‘ff, she's got so much time on 
her hands that wcTe thinking of keeping guinea-pigs. If 
848 
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“^hcM only let me j?ro\s j he-iri,!, vse tould rcjlK .1 
m('\c on " 

She j;rceted Mitlmel with .1 ntij and a ivMtch 
“ Vouny L<indon, mv dear,” '^he ^aid. }Ti\ alclv, “ just «)ff 
h) I^'atherliead Rather'ueet, aren’t thev 
Mtvhael, indted, ua^- surpriH\l h\ tho Mthdit\ and ncai- 
ne^^ "f tlu T\\<n!\ \';L'ii'ttnian' fuditin^ hv the 

-rrett-' from \\hiJi tfav i.inu ..nd the ni-ither. v\hn were 
there to bct. I Ik m oi[. ih- ir I uniiK - had (\ idoruK ^^onc ‘ all 
<>Mt ’ to t^el them in ^oiuiiiion t'lr I,* alia rhead 

H(. -.tood ifrinninL: aninhK . \N iiiif thi \ \^c^e ushered out 
on to tht tjlouiriL' pa\(nKnt Ix-tvsun the unre^t^alncd 
appreeiation oi th-ir n.o'Jur' and .httr- Into the van, 
open onl\ at it •' ir. tiicv were piUvi, witii lour voun^ 
ladies to ]ool aiTt r lie lit 

“ 1 our and n\. nt\ Ma<. khirds l'ak(d in a pic,” mur- 
nuind Mulua 1 
His aunt laiiL’hcd 

“ Vt ■«, poor little dtaf'. won’t tIkv lx- hot ! Rut aren’t 
the\ i^ood ' ” '^ia loui.rt i Iht \>i;Le ” And d’v'ou know 
what the\’ll '•a'. wluiitliM iomel>iik o’ler their fortnight } 
' l)h ' \es, we hkid it all \* r\ min h, iliank you, hut it wa#. 
rather-1I0W \\ehk< tht ^trut- Ik r ter’ Kvery year it’i 
the .same ” 

“ Then, what’s the ust of sending them, Aunt May ? ” 

“ It docs them good phv sicall) , thc\ ItKik sturdy enough, 
but they aren’t really strong Besides, it seems so dreadful 
they should neyer ice the eountry OI course yyc tountf}- 
bred folk, Michael, neyer can realise vs hat London streets 
arc to children -■ yery nearly Heaven, you know.” 

The motor van moyed to an accompaniment of fluttered 
handkerchiefs and shrill cheering. 

“The mothers love them to go,” said his aunt; “ it*» 
kind of distinguished. Well, that’s that! What would 
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you likf to fee next ! The staet we've just bought, to gut 
and re-gut ? Hilary'll be there with the architect." 

“ Who owned the street ? ” .isked Michael. 

“ He lived in Capri 1 don’t suppose he ever s.iw it 
He died tlie other day, .and we got it r.ither re.isonably, 
considering how ccntr.il we are, here, hues are valuable ” 

" Have you p.uJ tor it ! " 

“Oh! no” llir tielimw twitched. “ IVot-dated a 
cheque on Providtiice." 

“ Good Lord ' " 

“We had to h.ive the str.et It was such a chanii.. 
We’ve paid the deposit, .md we’\c got till btptember to 
get the rest ” 

“How much : ’’.said Michael. 

“Thirty-two thous.md ” 

Michael ga.sped. 

“ Oh ! We sh.ill get It, dc.ir, I 111.ire’s wondirlul in that 
way. Here’s tlic street ” 

It was a curving street of which, to Micli.iel, slowlc pass¬ 
ing, each house .seemed more dil.ipui.itcJ than the la.st 
Grimy and defaced, with peeling plaster, broken rails and 
windows, and a look of having been abandoned to its fate— 
Hke *ome haU-bumt-out ship—it liii the sen.ses and tlie 
heart with its forlornncss 

" What sort of people live here, .Aunt .May ! ” 

“ All sorts— three or tour families to eackhuuse Covent 
Garden workers, hawkers, girls in factories, out-of-works— 
every kind. The unmentionable insect abounds, Michael. 
The girls are wonderful—thc> kc-ep their clothes in paper 
bags. Many of them turn out quite neat. If they didn't, 
trf coarse, they'd get the sack, poor dears ” 

" Bat is it possible,” said Michael, “ that people can vanl 
to go on living here f ” 

Hi* aant’s brows became intricate. 
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“It isn't n quoiiDn of w.int, iny J- xr It’s t simple 
cc(^numic propoMti(»n. Where cUc run they lis'c sochcApIv f 
It's more ill.in th.it, even , Nshero el-ic i in they go at all, 
if they’re turned out' The Authorities Jenioliihcd a 
sirctt not j.ini^ .igo up tin.re, and huik that Mock ol 
workmen'N ftiiN, hut the ruil' v\irc prolubitivc to the 
peoph' who had been living in the street, and they simply 
melted aw.i’. to other >luins IhMdes, y>u know, they 
don't like tli< harra'k; Hats, alui 1 don't wonder. Thev’d 
mu< h r (flier ii.iv c a 1. u hou- , ;t tla \ e.ni, or the floor 
of a holl^e It they c.in'i f>r ev* n a ro-im Thai’s in the 
Lui^'wh naturi.. and it v\'l! he til! vleogn workmenN 
dwvllini:' Inttir The 1 nitli^h like to live low down: 

I ^upp(^*'t hcL.ea-'e llicj alwu^ hr.e Oh! HcrcN 
ililarv’" 

liilarv (. harvstll. 01 a d irk ”re\ N.-rioll 'ur, a turn-down 
collar open at the luvk, .ind fi ' hat, ua-< standing in the 
doorwav of hoUNC. talkini,' [>> arvaher 'pare man with a 
thin, and, To Mk} i it h V«r; j'h I'.iiit ! (cc 

“ Well, Mu h.iel, nu ho\, liniik )• 'U of Slant Street ? 
K.ich one of thoo lu»U'e« i-. ie''ing he gutted .md made a* 
bright a« .1 mw pm.” 

IT'w long will ihe\ iaxp hriL'Ut. I mle Hilary ? ** 

“Oh ! Thai’s all nglit,” >aid Hilary, “ ju igtng by our 
cxpcnnicntij so tar. One ’em a Oiante, and the people 
arc onJ) t(K) glad to keep iheir houses clean It’s wonderful 
wliat thf\ Jo, .Is It IS G>mc m and <cc, but don’t tottcli 
the walls. Ma\, you stav and talk to James. An Irish 
lady in here; we haven’t man) Can 1 come in, Mrs. 
Conig.vn f ” 

“ Sure an’ ye can. Plased to see )our rfvireacc, though 
nt's not tidy I am this morninh” 

A broad woman, with gnz/.!ed Mack b«ir and brAwny 
arms, bad paused ia whatever .she wm doing to a room 
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inconceivably crowded and encrusted. Three people 
evidently slept in the bi^^ bed, and one in a (<>t, co(>kjng 
•cemed to 1^0 on at the ordm.irv black hearth, over 

which, <in .1 mantel-board, were the social trophic'^ ol a 
lifetime Some clotlies were liiinc' on a line The pat^ hed 
and greasy walls had no pu turi ^ 

“My nephew, .Mr Muhatl Mont, Mrs Corrigan i hc\ a 
Member of Parliament ” 

Tlie lad) pul her arni'' .ikimbo 
“ Indeed, an' l'^ he, then - ” 

It was Said with an intiniti indiil’:' ne^- tliat went to 
Michael’s lie.irt "An’ is ut true \our rnirence has 
bought the street An' what W(uild ye be d .ing with ut ? 
Yc won’t he atlher turning u-' i*ui. Pin thinking ” 

“ Not for the World, Mr- Corrigan ” 

“Well, an' 1 knew that I 'aid to them * It's cleaning 
our'insidcs he'll maybe doing, but In'll never he alther 
putting us out.' " 

"When the turn ol ^lu^ house come^, Mrs Corrigan- I 
hope l>eforc very long—we'li lind \ou good lodging*- till 
you can come back here 10 new walN and Hoors and ceiling', 
a good range, no more bugs, and pn-per w islung 

arrangements “ 

“ Well, an' wouldn't lh.it be the day I'd like to see ! ’’ 

“ You'll see it fast enough. Ivook, Michael, if I put mv 
finger through there, the genuine article will stalk forth ! 
It’s you that can’t knoLk holes in your walls, Mrs Corrigan '’ 
"An’ that’s the truth o’ (>od,“ replied Mrs. Corrigan. 
“ The last time Corrigan knocked a peg in, ’twas terrible - 
the life there was in there ! ’’ 

" Well, Mrs. Corngan, I’m delighted to see y'ou looking 
so well. Good morning, and tell Corrigan if his donkey 
wants a rest any time, there’ll be room in our paddock. 
Will you be going hopping this year ? 
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“ \Vc will that/’ replied Mrs Corrii^.m. “ Good*dny U) 
\ (uir ri\ ircnu-, ^<K)d-d.i\, v^rr ’ 

On llie bare, ciccrcpil landuii: Ilii.ir\ Clnrwdl s.uJ ; 
“ b.dt oi the t.irth. Mk h.n.1 Hut im.a'ifH living; in that 
.tuni'sjvlurt ' Luckils, ilifv'ro all ‘ mi".,! ' ” 

"What'" Slid MkIi.kI, takintj deep hrcatliv of tlir 
-.iiunliat kv- ,..m[ 111 iT(d iir 

It*'- a purtniaiuc lu li.dde \>>t ‘ O.-t n.. im nf Hnicll 
I'» '['tak of ’ \!ul watift d tim Oiu r ' ‘ dt it,’ ‘ blind/ 
' -iiiihb ’ wh\ not ^ ‘n*>'il ' ' '■ 

" (‘ \n II'm ' How loii^’ ,,1<, \ (.11 n t koii it’ll t.ik'- vuu lo 
Miiucrt tliiv street. I !!' k III! ir\ ^ " 

“ Ab"Ul ihri ' '..a'’ 

" \nd liow ire ’ >>j m!)l; to t tin moiw \ ' ” 

" W m, wangle, ind ero’.intic it In hert there are rhrec 
cirl'who in ' IN It'r ind iNtplm's ’ The v'rc all emt, 

"t lourst .\iat. isn’t It ' Srt tlxir paper haj^s ' ” 

" I say, Liule, would \'<u b! <mt a i^irl (or doin^' anything 
to t,'tt out of a hoiisi like this ■ 

"No,” said the Keurend nilar\, "I would not, and 
that's the truth o’ (md ” 

"I'liat’swh) I lo\e\ou, Untie Hilary You restore my 
faith in the Churi h ” 

" M\ dear bo\,” jvaid Hilars, " the old Reformation was 
nothing to what’s been going on in the Cliurch lately. You 
wait and sec! Though J confess a little wbtilcsoroc 
Disestablishment would do us ail no harm. Come and have 
lunch, and we’ll talk al>out mj slum conversion scheme, 
W’e’Il bring James ahmg ” 

" You see,” he resumed, when they were seated in the 
\ icarage dining-r«x>m, " there must be any amount of 
people who would be glad enough to lay out a small por¬ 
tion of their wealth at two-and-a-half per cent.,with prospect 
of a rise to four as time went on, if they were certain that 
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it meant the chminaiion of the slums Wc’vc experimented 
and wc find that wc c.m put slum houses into proper livimj 
condit'ijn for their existing population at a mere fraction 
over the old rents, and pav tuo-and-a-half on our outla\. It 
wc can do tfi.it here, ir can he done in all slum centres, by 
private bluni Conversion houeties '•uih as "urs, working 
on the principle of not displaciriL' the existing slum popula¬ 
tion. But uhat’s wanted, ot lour-'C, is inonev—a General 
Slum Conversion fund—Bonds at two per cent , with 
bonuses, rcpa\ able in twem\ \( ars, tnun wlncJi tfie Societies 
could draw lund'' a'- they need them for bu\ mi? aiui convert¬ 
ing slum proper!\ ” 

“ How will V ou rtj'i\ the m twentv \e..rN'” 

“Oh ! Like the (hnernnunt —b\ issuinu more ” 

*' But,” said Michael, “ the local Authorities have wry 
wide powers, and much more c hance of itetting tlie mom v " 

Hilary shook his head. 

“Wide pov^-ers, yes; but thcv'rc slow, Michael—the 
snail li a fast animal comp.ired with tlicm ; besides, they 
only displace, because the rents they charge arc too high 
AkoiCs not in the English character, mv dear. Somehow 
wc don’t like being ‘ done for ' by official, or being answer¬ 
able to them There\s lots of room, of course, for slum 
area treatment by Borough Councils, and they do lots of 
good work, but bv' themselves, they'll never scotch the evil 
You want the human touch , you want a sense of humour, 
and faith ; and that's a matter for private effort in every 
town where there arc slums.’' 

“And who’s going to start this general fund ? *’ asked 
Michael, gating at his aunt’s evebrows, w'hich had begun to 
twitch. 

“ WeU,” said Hilary, twinkiing, “ 1 thought chat might 
be where you came in. That’s why 1 asked you down 
to-day, in fact,” 
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“ Tlic dcucc! ” s.iid Michael almost leaping abo\c the 
Irish slew fm Ills plate 

“ Exuctl) !” ’-.lid his iir.vle, “but cuuldn’t vou ^’ct 
together a Cuinmiiicc of b 'lh H-jscs to an appeal ? 
I’rom the work \ve’\e done l.nnev can give you exact 
figures Tlicv could mc tor themselves vvhat's liappcned 
here Surtlv, Mkli-iO. there mu't be ten ju't men who 
vould hi gi'l tomovc in a m.itur 1 ke ihi*- • “ 

“‘Ten jVpoith’x,’“ >jid Muh.u! i.untU 
“Well, but thtre’s no real lued to bring Christ in-^ 
riuihing reunite or scntiinuu il, vou *.ould approach them 
from any ungb Old Sir Timuihv i'anhcld, for example, 
would love to have .1 ‘go' at slum landlordism. Then 
wc\c cict. trike vl .ill ?1 k kitchens \o far, and mean to go on 
doing it -so \i>u could gel old bliropshirc on that Besides, 
then.no jufl to confine ihcComtnuic< to ilw two Houses 
—bir Thomas M>'rsclh or, I should think, anv of the big 
doctors, vvouKl vr>mc in, you could pinch a brace of 
banker^ with Quaker blond m them , and there arc always 
plcniv of retired Governor Generals v»ith their tongues out. 
Then if vou could rope m a member of the Royal Family to 
head it—the trick would be done ” 

“ Poor Michael! ” said his aunt’s soft voac : “ Let him 
finish his stew, Hilarv 

But Michael had dropped his fork for good; he saw 
another kind of stew before him 

“ The General Slum Conversion Fund,’’ went on Hilary, 
“ affiliating every Slum Conversion Soaciy in being or to 
be, so long as it conforms to the principle of not displacing 
the present inhabitant. Don’t you see what a pall that 
gives us over the inhabitants .‘—we start them straight,and 
we jolly well see that they don’t let their houses down again,” 
“ But can you 1 ” said Michael. 

“ Ah! you’ve heard stories of baths being used fsa coni 
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and vegetables, and all that. Take it from me, thes're 
exaggerated, Midi.tel Anyway, that's where vsc ynvate 
workers come in with a big adv.intage over municipal 
autho^llK•^ The\ have to drive, we try to lead ” 

“ Let me hot up vour stew, dear ? ” said hi'^ aunt. 
Micliael refused He perceived that it would need no 
hotting up! Another crusade' fli^ Tncle Hilarv h.td 
always fascin.ited him with hb crusading hh^od-- .11 the time 
t)f the Crusades the n.ime had betn Ktruual, and nt)w sp^h 
Charwell, was pronounced Cherwcll in .tccord.mce with the 
sound Hnglisli c usttmi of w('rr\ ing fnr< igners 

“ I’m ntJt apprtt.u lung \ ou, Mu li.icl, with the inducement 
that you should make vour name at this, because, .liter all, 
you're a gent ' " 

Thank \ ou ! ” murmurc d Mu had , “ .tlwav s ^-1 id o1 a 
kind word ” 

“ No I'm suggesting tluit \ou ouelit to do Mimething, 
considering M‘ur Kuk in life " 

“ I quite agree," s.iid Midi.ul, liumbh " The question 
seems to be : K this the some thing ' " 

“It is, undoubt(dl)," s.jid lus unde, waving a sall- 
spoon on whuh was engr.tved the Cfj trwcll crc't What 
else can it be ? " 

“ Did you never hear ot Fogg-irtism, I ndcMiiarc • 

“ No ; wh.u's th It ^ " 

** M) aunt ! " said Midmel 
** Some blaiK-mange, de ir ' " 

“ Not you. Aunt Mav ! Hut did vou reallv never hear of 
it. Uncle Hilarv ’ ” 

“ Fogganism ' L 11 th.it fog abating scheme one reads 
about ? ” 

“ It is not,*' said Michael. “ Ot course, vou’rc sunk in 
misery and sin here. Still, it's almo^l icx) thick. 7 'oi/t/ 
heard of it, Aunt May ? ” 
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Hi'i aunt's c\cb^(>w^ Kwamo inrncatr apain. 

“ I think/’ she ‘5.U1.1, “ I iltt rcmtmbor hearing someone 
8a\ It was baklerda-'h ’ " 

Mkhatl uru.iiied “And Mr janU' ” 
ti) do witii iIk Lurre ni\, i-n't it ' ” 

"And inn," said MkiiacI, " wt have three intelligent, 
publk-'['irif<d I'crsons. \sh'''’vc ri'vtr h<ard of Ihii^gartisni 
and I've Ik ard I't unrhiiUM k< h-r .j\ t r . \. .r " 

"Whll.” said llilarv, "had \<>u laard (j 1 my slum 
caan < r^ion 'Sidn rue ' ” 

" Ccrtainlv not 

■' J think,” said id' aunt, " It Would In an < \'(llcnt thing 
if \<iu’d smoke wtiile ] make tl.c notice \(.w I do fC- 
nicinber, MkIikI v'-ur mother did s«v to me tint she 
wished vou Would i,M t over It I’d fori;oticn the name 
It had to do witl. ! ikini:; town ciuldrtn away friun their 
pari niv ” 

“ Partlv,” 'aid Mali u 1, with gh om 
" You havn to r( number, d'ar, tiiat tlie poorer people 
are, the more tlw _v iIin^' to their t hildr( n ” 

" V icarious jo\ in lift,” put in Hilary 
" And llic poi.rcr children arc, liie m(*rt they cling to their 
gutters, as I wa-. telling vou ” 

Michael buried hi' hands in his pockets. 

"There is no good in me,” he said, «ionily. “YouVe 
pitched on a stuintr, I’nclc Hilary ” 

Both Hilary and his wift got up very quickly, and each 
put a hand on Ins shoulder 
" .Viv dear boy I ” said hn> aunt. 

" (lod bless you ! ” said Hilar)' • “ Have a * gasper/ ^ 

“ All right,” said Miflwcl, grinning, ” it’s wholesome.” 
Whether or not it was the ‘ gasper ’ that was wholesome, 
he took and lighted it from his uncle’s. 

“ What is the most pitiable sight In the world, Aont 
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May~-I mc*m, next to ^stcing two people d.ince the Char- 
1( ston ? ’’ 

“ The m('St piti.iMc Mgitt : ” ^.ml his aunt, dreamily. 

“ Oh ! I think—a rich man li^tcnlng lu .1 bad gramophone ” 
“Wrong!” ^aid Mtcliacl “The mo'-t pitiable ^ight in 
the world i'' a politnaan barking up the ngfit tree Hrhedd 
him ! “ 

“ Look out, M.t\ ' ^’oLii in.ii hinc'^ boiling ^he make- 
very good c‘'ji(.(, AIuliul iioiiiing !ik<' It for ihc gruInp^ 
Have Some, ..nd llu n Janies .md 1 will sho\' \on the hou-Jc- 
we’ve con\( rii d jarnc- -conu with me a niomcnr ” 
“Noted lor his perlin.uuv,” nuunred Michael, a^ the* 
disappeared 

“ Not onl\ not<‘d. Mh liacl -xluavhd” 

“Well, I would r.iilnr br I mk Hiliiv than an\boJ\ I 
know.” 

“ He i> r,;ti'.T .1 ik.ir," iiiiir!iu.r.,l i,i- .ium " Cuficc : ” 
“What titK-. Ilf rr.iIK I'flit.f, \uiit M.i\ 

“ Well, he li.irJK h,i> tune fur ih.it " 

“Ah! til.11'. the neu hope nl the Cluircli All the re^t 
»just as mueli .in .itunipt to imprme on m.itlicmiuics js 
Einstein’s th.on. Ortlnaox reheion Ma.i lietiscd tor the 
cloister, Aunt M.n, .ind there .ircn't any cloisters left ” 

“ Religion,’’ saiJ liis aunt, dreamily, “ used to burn a 
good many people, Michael, not in cloisters.” 

“Quite so, when it emerged from cloisters, religion 
used to be red-hot politics, then it became caste feeling, 
and now it’s a cross-word pu/tle —You don’t solve thm 
with your emotions,” 

His aunt smiled. 

“ You have a dreadful way of putting things, my dear.” 

“ In our ' suckles,’ Aunt May, we do nothing but put 
things—it destroys all motive power. But about this slum 
business: do you really advise me to have ‘ a go ’ f ” 
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• Not if you wunt a quiti litc.'* 

“ 1 don't know that I dti. I did after the war; but not 
now. But, you set, I've tried boi^'j^urti-im and cvcr\ body\ 
too sane to look at it. 1 rc.illv can’t aftorJ to back another 
loser Do }ou think tlu-rc's .1 ih.inct ot ^'ctting a national 
mo\c on ^ " 

“ Oidv a sporuni^ Iluim c, Jc^r ” 

“ Would \<iu lake It up then, if \ou \^crc me ' ” 

“M\ dear, I’m prijud" (d liil.ir\\ 1.-..ri is so set on 
ii , but ii does Stem u> me that ihere’s !m oilier caufcc I’d 
sn ully 1 ul in \\ 1 11 , n"t th.it t vattb. , but there really 
]s notlung so important as our town dncllcri decent 

li\ mg condiu >ns ” 

“ It's railitr like g'^'ing o\cr to the enemy,” muttered 
Mkhacl ‘’Our tuiure migliin’t to be su bound up in the 
louns ” 

‘ ft :al! be, whaievcr\ done ‘ A bird in the hand,’ and 
sut h a big bird, Mr fi.K 1 \li ! Ht tl’s Hil ir. ! ” 

Hilary and liis arthiittt ImoL MulMel tnnh again into 
the Meads. TIk afiernowii htui lurned dri//l\, and the 
diurnal ch.aracier of that Homrles. qiurt'r was more than 
c\tr apparent I p '•tfeet, dotMi sirtei, Hil.iry extolled 
the virtues of his p.indiioiKr-* 'Hat dr.ink, but not 
nearlv so mucii as was natural in tin ur. uin^tanccs; they 
\M re dirty, but he would be dinur under their conditions. 
Thev didn’t cornc to church—who on earth would expect 
tiam to ? They assaulted their vMvta to an almost Qcglig* 
iblc extent; were cxtraordinanlv good, and extremely 
unwise, to their clulJrcn. They liad the most marvellous 


f.Roliy for living on what was not a living wage. They 
helped each other far better than those who could afford to; 
never saved a bean, having no beans to save, and took no 


thought for a morrow which might be worse than to-day. 
Institutions they abominated. They were no more moral 
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than was natural in tlicir ovcrcrowdal state Of pliili^sophy 
ihcv had plcnt}, ot rclii^nm none that he could speak >)t 
Their amusements were cincni.is, streets, j^Mspers, public 
houses, and Sunday papers The\ liked .1 tune, and 
would dance if af?ord<‘d .1 (.hance Thc\ had their oun 
br.ind of fionesty, uhich required spei 1.1! '.tiid\ L'nhappy ’ 
Not precis(l\, ha\ 111,1: i:i\en up a future state in this hfe 
«>r in that reali'i'v to their en<. rusted fincvr-nails l'ais>- 
lisli ? Well, luarl) all, ,iiul nit)st]\ l.<-ndon-born A 
few country folk had come in \ounp% and \sould never go 
out old 

“ You’d like tlicin, Muhacl, noh(.d\ who real]\ knows 
them can hcl[' likniL' them \nd now, ni\ dcir fellow, 
good-bye. and think it over The h<qv (»f hncland lum 
you young men (lod bh ss \oli ' ” 

And with these vcord- m hi- ears, Micliael went home, 
to find hi{> little son sickening lor ineaslei. 
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Tmf uf Kit'- !n..l.i<i\ u I' s->nn \criric(i. .irivi Fleur 

\v( n: :ni(> { ur^i 'h 

ill'-rt' i.j di'ir.Ht hi- ^'rjrui-wn .ilmost 

every d.i\ Hru h.ui tlu-e ir-of 4 r.ihl'it, u irh the cxprcision 
of a dni,', .in<'tl.'T the till <<] .4 niuk dei.Kl:. 4 hIr from the 
hnjv <.f a h.in. the third niad< t noi-e like rn.in) bees; 
'he f<»ijrf h, th"iirh Je-U’.'K J !«>r .1 \\ ai^tt 'j.tt, could be pulled 
•ut tall III' I'naiinni,' <4 thesv rarities, loj^Mhcr vMih 
the choKe-t niaiiJarine oriru''s, nui-eatel ^Mpes, and 
honey tliat was not mrretv 'uarranttd’ pure, occupied 
his mc^rntnys m town lit was -tasiia’ at (ireen Street, 
vv’hercto the news, judiciousiv wired, had hniufc'ht Annette. 
Sfiame.s, who was not vet entirely rcsii^rad to a spiritual 
life, was genuinely ^dad to see her Hut after one night, 
lie felt he could spare her to Fleur It would be a relief 
to feel that she had her mother with her Perhaps by the 
end of her seclusion that young fellow would he out of her 
reach again. A domestic crisis like this might even put 
him out of her head. Siames was not philo.sophcr enough 
to gauge in-round the significance of his daughter’s yearn¬ 
ings To one bom in 1855 love was a purely individual 
passion, or if it wasn’t ought to be It did not occur 
to him that Fleur's longing for Jon might also s)TnboIi 4 e 
the craving in her blood for life, the whole of life, and 
nothing but life; that Jon had represented her first 
serious defeat in the struggle for the fullness of perfection ; 
a defeat that might yet be wiped out. The modem 
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soul, in tlic Intricate turmdil of it« sophistication, was 
to Sonnies a book winch, if not sealed, had its p.apes still 
uncut. ‘ Crying for the mocin ’ had become a principle 
when he w.is .ilrtadi mudi tt)0 old for pnneipks Ke- 
cognition of the limits of hum.in life and happiness was 
in his blood, .ind h.id cert.nnlv been fostered by his ex¬ 
perience. Without, t.xactls, defining existente .is ' making 
the best of a bad job,’ he would h.ive contended tli.at 
though, when \ou h.al .dniovi i\er\thing, wou had better 
a.sk for more, \ou imist not lash yoiir-elf if you did not 
get it. The virus ut a tinn-worn religion which h.id made 
the really irreligious old Forsytes say their praters to the 
death, in a mueUllcd belief that they would get something 
for them after death, still worked inhibititelt in the blood 
of their praterless offspring, So.imes, so tli.ii, allhough 
fairly cen.ain th.it he would get nothing after death, he 
still believed th.it he would not get evert thing before 
death. He lagged, in fact, Inhind the belnfs of a new 
century in wliose ' in ike-up ' resign.ition plated no part— 
a century which either heiieted, with spiritualism, that 
there were plcntt of chances to get things .ifter death, or 
that, since one died lor good and all, one must sec to it that 
one had everything before dc.ith. Resignation! ,Su.imc.s 
would have dented, of course, that he believed in any such 
thing; and ccnainlt he thought nothing too good for his 
daughter! And yet, somehow, he felt in his bones that 
there war a limit, and Fleur did not —this little distinction, 
established by the difference m their epoclis, accounted for 
his inability to follow so much of her restive search. 

Even is the nursery, grieved and discomforted by the 
feverish miseries of her little son, Fleur continued that 
search. Sitting beside his cot, while he tossed and mur¬ 
mured and said he was “ so ’oc," her spirit tossed and 
Buurmared and said so, too. Except that, by the doctor’s 
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order<5, b.itlic^l ind in il met. i i miiM'.f , $ho went {«'r nn 
liourV w.ilk t uh d.jy, kttj ihlj to her-'tlf, -^hc w«i 3 entire!) 
out oi the HoriJ, so tli.it the he.mt from which she suffered 
h.id no .inod\ne hut th.u of wanhuu' .mJ ministering to 
Kit. Mu 1. 1 '.'l ;\.is ‘ \ V.r t ’ t,, her, and the fact 

ih.ii ^}'c v^.^nt^d .inotficr in yl.ia i 'iiKl never have 
been L^U'• ed lo-.n }i« r nimp’r H( r tt'-olution to giv'c 
n<»thii.i,' w.i' f.rm .i' > ,• r. 1 .,1 ii u o a real relief 
not riuounfi r the rin.htnri'’ ithoiion .)t her father’s 
c)c Sli( v.rti' lo n ■ , 1'!.- Il ri.^K,\'A irom Joa a 

little \> til r t l A"i,di 1 1 


*■ W .msd m. 

“ June 22. 

■■ Dl VR I'l 1 I K. 

"\\\- ill o M,rr'. t.‘ 'i.m <! kit’' illness ft 

HUM lu vM.ti.,,i.d :..r A.'u \\( do :ioj (• tilt poor little 
t!..ip 1 ^ OUT fiu {'Mi.f'l I irt h\ now i rimcnil>cr my 
nic.islcas two Ik ..'Ja d.n,<nd tlu/i !oi; oI things that 
felt nice and No.ahino .dl tlu w a Jo.-n Mui 1 expect 
he’s loo Aounij to h( <.onv. loU' of ansiMiir: rnuth except 
heme thorouelii) uncon i\ 

“ Kond.nd, th(\ sa\, ..!! the Utter fur his race. It 
wa^-joll) vceiH'^Mt toecthcr 

‘•Go<)d-h)e, ricar; with .dl •>\n>path), 

“ V- Mir affectionate friefld, 

“ Jos/’ 

She kept It—as she liad kept his old letters—bat not 
like them, about her; there had come to be a dim, round 
mark on the “ affectionate friend” wliich looked ai if it 
might have dropped from an eve; besides, Michael was 
liable to sec her in any stage oi c«>siumc. So she kept it 
in her jewel box, whereof she alone had the key. 
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She read a j,»ood deal to Kit in those day*;, but still 
more 10 herself, cunscinus that nf late she had fallen behind 
the fonvard march of literature, and scckini; for distraction 
in an attempt to be up-to-date, rather than in the lives of 
characters too ji\elv to be alive. T!ie\ had so much soul, 
and that so lontortion.ite, that she could not even keep 
her attention on them lon^^ cn^^ueh to discover whv thev 
were not alive Midiael hrouj^lu her bodk atler book, 
with the words, “ 'I'his l^ supposed to he vlever," or “ Here’s 
the last Na/iny,” “Our old friend Calvin at,Min--nor 
quite so near the ham hone IhI^ time, hut .i' near as makes 
no matter” \nd slie would sit with liicm on her lap 
and feel ^^raduallv th.ii she knew enough to he able to 
say: “ Oli ’ ves, I'vt n »d ‘The (iorLtiUis’- it's marvel¬ 
lously Pruustian.” Or " ‘ Love - th. Chameh-on ' ' -well, 
it’s better than her ‘ Oreen C.ue,' (nit not up to * in the 
Nude.’ ” Or, “ You must re.ul ‘ The Whirli^oi;,’ my dear - 
it gets quite marvellously nowhere " 

She held some converse witli Annette, hut of the guarded 
character, suitable between mothers and daughters after 
a certain age, directed, in lati, towards elucidating 
problems not unconnected with garb The future— 
according to Annette—was dark Were skirts to be longer 
or shorter by the autumn ? If shorter, she hcrselt would 
pay no attention , it might be all verv well for Fleur, but 
she had rcached^the limit herseU—at her age she would 
not go above the knee As m the si/e of hats—again 
there was no definite indication Tlic most distinguished 
cocottc in Paris was said to be m favour of larger hats, 
but forces were working in the dark ag.iinst her—motoring 
and Madame dc Michcl-Angc ''qut est touu pour la vi^ilU 
(locht."' Fleur wanted to know whether she had heard 
anything fresh about shingling .Annette, who was not 
yet shingled, but whose neck for a long time had trembled 



.sWW SONG 


165 


on the block, conk'^.'cJ hcr^e^ " dt pt-rrg.” Evcr)thinp 
n<'w ilcpcnJcJ on the c.ip h \^omcn took lo 

them, bhinj^’linc would •'[.u , li not, li.ur mn,»ht come in 
In am ta-'C the new tint wi-uld be pure p'^ld ; “ /j 
ce/a s/r^i vn^' loU Ton ft-ri- ,w/ra// un/ ,ipvfUxu" 
In all) la'^e Aiuu'tti fe.irtd th.»t she was e(>nd<.mncd to 
liair till th{ \la\ of judermiit IV^h.^p^, the p<.‘od 
(h-d wouKl ha i C'lod nl.r^ i.t it 

ll )ou want to ^h!ll;.■l(, Mi.tlur. I >-}iould lt*S jubt 
t'thir'b ^oi>'.iii-in he reatl\ know what lu 

liki It wi-uhi be a nt w ii->atiwn lor liirn ” 

Annate i:nni.^cd ‘ 1/.; J'T,, v rVa -.;i< fie»( 
Yi'ur lather I' ^ ipa'nl' »i amthmi: " 

The nun a.iptbh •>! .ni. ihiriL,'' ^ann tvert atlcrnotm 
for hall an h"ur. ukI wi-u],) fi i.i nn seated l>cforc the 
Irjpai..rd. latiA.i 'hl: Mi-ha'.l or Viiiatii, and then say, 
r-.tlur ' UL IdenK 

"Well, gi\' m. 1 i>( loilcar, I’m i:Iad tin little ch.ip\ 
bitter’ " Or, " Ijiat pain hc’^ l" ! vmH be wiiul, I expect, 
Hat 1 should have what' -lii- naim .see to it (incmylovc 
to Tlcitr " Am! in ih'’ hall hi wnuld stand a moment by the 
coat-s.ircophag is, Iistmini: llKn, adjusting his hat, he 
wtuihi niurmur shat sounJtd Iii.<. “ U< 'h there it i» ! ” or 
“ .^he d»K.‘j>n’l gi I iK'Ugh air,” ami go out 
,^nd froni ih' nursers window hleur would see Silm, 
departing at hi glum and measured vail, with a com- 
pumtious rcluf Toor old Did! Not hia lault that he 

aymbnliscd for her just now the glum and measured paces 
of domestic virtue. Soames’ hope, indeed, that enforced 
domcstuitv might cure her, was not being borne out, 
\ftcr the first two or thret wuoou* days, while Kit's 
temperature was still high, it worked to opposite encU. 
Her feeling for jrin, m wl»ich now was an element of sexual 
paitsioo, Lacking before her marriage, grew, as all such 
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feelin;;s pow, without air and exerciic for the body and 
interest for the mind It flounslied like a plant transferred 
into a hothouse. The sense of having been defrauded 
fermenrcd in her soul Were they never to eat of the 
golden apple—she and Jon ? Was it to hang tliere, always 
out of reach— amid dark, lustrous leaves, quite unlike an 
apple-tree's She took out her old water-colour bo.x— 
long now .since it had seen the light—and coloured a 
fantastic tree with large goldt ii fruits 

Michael caughi her at it 

“That’s jolK good,’’ he said “ 'I’ou ought to keep up 
your water-colours, old thing ’’ 

Rigid, as it li.stening for oinu thing behind the words, 
Fleur answered '' .'lieer idleness ! ’’ 

“ What’s the fruit i ” 

Fleur laughed 

“ Exactli ' Hut this IS tile soul of a fruit-tree, Michael 
—not its bod\ ! ’’ 

“ I might h.ue known,” said Michael, ruefully “ Any¬ 
way, may 1 iiave it tor my stude when it’s done 1 It’s got 
real feeling.” 

Fleur felt a queer gratitude. “ Shall I label it ‘ The 
Uneatable b'ruit ’ ’ ’’ 

“ Certainly not- it looks liighlv luscious ; you’d have to 
eatitovera basin, though, like a mango." 

Fleur laughed again. 

"Steward I ” she said. And, to Michael bending down 
to ki«8 her, she inclined her cheek. At least he should 
guess nothing of her feelings And indeed, the French 
blood in her never ran cold at one ol whom she was fond 
but did not love ; the bitter spice w hich tinctured the blood 
of molt of the Forsytes preserved the jest of her position. 
She wai itiU the nut unhappy wife of a good comrade 
and belt of fellows, who, whatever she did herself, would 
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never do an\ihin<^ uncencrou’v or mean Fastidioui 
rc'coilin^js from unl'ocd KusbynJs of which she read m 
<'Id*fashH'n< d novels, and of whuii she knew her father’s 
first wife liad been so ^uilr\, seemed to hi r r itlu r ludkrous. 
f’runuseuit) was m the air, a hdthiv nf the spirit so 
logical that it extend* J t-' iIk ^u't^on^ of the body, was 
palc'ilithic, or at hast Xntonan .nd ‘ mid. 'lie-class/ 
Fullness of Could !*(\(r t'O re.ul-\i on tho'C lines. 
\nd yet the frank pi^aa-on, advocated b\ i.ertam masters 
of French and Fnvlish literature, was aKo debarred from 
1 leur, by us ;u -t'-rclv iovi' .1 li dut of p.in^ tfie whole hog. 
There wasn't enou;rh n{i.(.s.itr\ virus in her blood, no sex 
mama about Ih. ur. itui-ed, bir'-into, that "bsessioD had 
hardiv vonic her vv.u .u .dl lint tiow n* w was the 
feeling, a' well as old, that -he had h-r jon , and the days 
went b\ in sclicminf how, when sh< w.is fre- again, she 
lould set him .md liear ho v-'i’ and touch him as she 
had touched luni b) tlic ttulo-iirc raiK while the hones 
went Hashing by. 



nf\rTr'R vi 

F0RM1S(, A (.OMMIITI E 

In the mc.intinif Mkh.ul wj- ih-' ■'C uni-'n-'Cinu'^^ n*; she 
thought, tor \shcii iv%<) piMple li\t lot^'cther, and one ol 
them IS still in hue, lie senses i.h.in,i^c . 1 - a ^prltlgh()k \m11 
scent drou^'lit Meinoru-s ot that luneli, and ot lii>\iMt 
to June, Here «;till unplca'^.mtK ^recn In hi^ public lift 
—that excellent anodyne tor prisatt tounterpart --ht 
Sought diMrainon, .md m.uh- up his mind to ^o ' .dl out ’ 
for his I’ndc Hilar\'s slum comerMun scheme ll.iMiur 
amassed the needed liieriture, he bc^an C(jnsidcnuLr to 
whom he should qo tirst, well auare lliat publu bodie's 
arc centrifugal Round \shat hno h^nire of a publie man 
should he form his committee ^ Sir Timothy Fantield 
and the Mare|uess <*f Shropshire would ea>mo m usctullv' 
enough later, but, thouj^di well known lor their hobbies, 
they ‘cut no K'c ’ VMth the ‘general puldii \ certain 
magnetism w'as needed There was none in anv banker 
he could think of, less in anv lawver or cleric, and no 
reforming soldier e'ould be otherwi-ie than discredited, until 
he had carried his rclorms, by which time he would be 
dead. He would have liked an admiral, but they were 
all out of reach. Retired Prime Ministers were in i(v» 
lively request, besides being tarred with the brush of 
Party; and litcrars idol> would be too old, too bus) with 
themselves, too laz), or uk* erratic There rcm.uncd 
doctors, business men, governor general*;, dukes, and 
newspaper proprietors. It was at this point that he 
consulted his father. 


m 
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Sir L.u>rencc uho fi.al .li'u I'u-n rciniiriK 10 South Squ.irc 
almubi daiU Juniii: Ku^ illnc-'". tiKU'vrd the problem 
with hi' cn.inJ '.hi nutluni: tor quite two 
min liic'' 

“Whoi do \<‘u ni'.tii In ni h,’:h ii'.nj, M^liacW The 
r.u > '*} .1 "Ottinp or <4 ,i n^i^J -un ’ ” 

■■ d . i) id 

•' Did'u d’,” .11 i til - j r-iL’init..r, ” dithailt One ihinjj’s 
(i rt.iin . i>u < in ; itt*od , j \ > rn<•^' ” 

'• llou ' '■ 

Th( { ut>lu l.ivi 'iii'nri*,! ir'-ni 11 too rnueti Heside«» 
don't r- ill'. iiM ;i in ’lO't ounir',. Miiii.icl Cturacicr, 
no dt.ir, < /i if.11. K r ' ’ 

^lu h U 1 L'T' • iiicd 

I i no\s," ’.u.{ ■'ir 1, l ATf iK (, ' .lAtullv out of date 
Ailti \ou vounr follv ’ Ihcn. rai^in;.’ l<i-> loo^e e>cbrow 
ihrupiK tli.it til- Iti! on to itie problem, he 

.dd«d “turtki' \\ ilfrod Hf ntviortti ' Ttievorjnun— 
List ot the stj ores -• n-forniitii: tl.t slum- It’s wh.it you’d 
i all a •'tunt " 

“Old B<imu(*rtti • “ repealed Mii.1mc 1, dutuouslv 
“ Ho*'' onU nr. a^M- -ixtvmd sjot nothing to do 
uilli {•‘olilKs " 

“ But isn’t )k stupid ' ” 

“ Tticre speak- \our modern' Rather broad in the 
l>e.im, and ]<»<-kini,' a link like a butler with a niouitache, 
but -stupid' No Reta-.ed a peerage three times. Think 
of the effect ol that on the publu ! " 

•“ Wilfred Rentworth ■ i should never have thought of 
him—.'ilw.iys kxiked on him as the professionai honest 
man,” murmured Michael 
“ But he is honest ! ” 

“ Yes, but when he speaks, he always alludes to it.” 
“That’s true,” said Sir Lawrence, “ but one must have 
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a defect. He's got twenty thousand acres, and knows all 
about Eitting stock. He’s on .n railway board ; he’s the 
figurehead of his county’s cricket, and chairm.nn of a big 
hospital. Every body knows him He h.ns Roy.ilty to 
shoot; goes b.ick to S.i.von times, and is the nearest thing 
to John Bull left In any other country he'd frighten the 
life out of .my silrine, hut in Engl.ind—well, if \(iu c.in 
get him, Mithael, y our job's h.ilf done ” 

Michael looked qinr/ic.illy .it his parent. Did B.irt quite 
understand the Pngl.ind oi lo d.iy > His mind roved 
hurriedly over the tielJs of public life l!v George ' He 

did ! 

“ How shall I appro.ich him, D.ul .’ Will \ou come on 
the committee yourself ’ You know him , .ind we could 

go together.” 

“If you’d rc.'illv like to h.ive me,” s.iid Sir Lawrence, 
almost wistfully, "I will. It’s time 1 did --ome work 
again.” 

“Splendid ! I think I see your point about Bentworth 
Beyond suspicion- -ii.is too much already to havt anything 
to gain, and isn’t clever enough to t.ilce in anyone if he 
wanted to.” 

Sir Lawrence nodded. " .Add his appearance; tha 
counts tremendously in a people that have given up the land 
as a bad job. We still love to think of beef. It accounts 
for a good many of our modern leaderships. A jicoplc that’s 
got away from its ba.se, and is drifting after it knows not 
what, wants beam, beef, beer—or at least port—in its 
kadere. There’s something pathetic about that, Michael. 
What’s to-day —Thursday ? This’ll be Bentworth’s board 
day. Shall we strike while the iron’s hot .’ We’ll srery 
likely catch him at Burton’s.” 

“ Good! ” said Michael, and they set forth. 

“ This dab,’’ miunmred Sir Lawrence, as they were going 
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up tlie steps of Burton\s Club, "is cnnhncd to trjvcller% 
.inJ I don't -upposo Bcntuorih^ ever travelled a )ard. 
That sliow^ h 'w rcspcitfd lie is. No, Prn uTonging him. 
I rcmtn'bfr it- lornm.in.iod ’i;*; ’.ciiunr) in the Boer War. 
‘The ’ in the Club, Mnilunan ' ’’ 

\ c', ^lf L.ovrcncc ; just eoru<. in " * 

Tht ■ i.i't ot thi .5, mu vd, in front of the 

t.ij'i. Ill'' ro-'\ fau', uuh vlipf'tJ uintc nmuAtachc, and 
h.irJ. little, will!' s\ liilJ a*' if the news had 

unne tn him, n >t hi. to tla ikw-. l» mk ,.iii»ht inflate and 
(ll•\^.^n^.cn'- j ill, \\,ir iu. il ..ii.i ^irike-* coll.ipse, but 

tiicrc wt'ui.i lx. no h-iuiiru: -*! inu wiiiMdi-rablc want, no 
IlKkeririo ill i;.,. su ufv hill' 'top iroin under eyebrow* a 
little r ' * iMluir'iii r<nJ' R.irhi r bald, and dipped 

in vshat w is hit, iitvir uid m.ui lo.-k more pcrfcciK 
shaved. .:id liu nu-i*'*.a he rndine <' «'iK where the hp* 
ended. L'>\' -n ''irtn.i lirnm<S' to tl.c general good 
humour <d .in opni air r.u' 

Looking iran him to ins ...mi Luher-thin, quick, 
luistinc, dirk, .1' lull -d ulnnm i> i is of >nipe— 
M,t.hacl was mipr^ssed .\ v^hl^t, to Wiiircvl Bentworth, 
Would be str.inei fowl ind*-' d ' ’1 l'>wc\ cr he’s managed to 

keep out of politics,’ thouuht Micliael, ‘ I can’t conccivc.* 

‘ >'q.‘ire’--my son—.i suckiiu''>! itesmaii. Wc’vecornc 
to ask \i-u to lead a torlorn Impe Don’t smik! YouTc 
•for It,’ as ihes sa\ in tlu^ U.m/oiJ ace. We propose to 
shelter ourselves lx:hind m'U in the i>rcath.” 

*• Kh ! What ^ bit down ' What’s all this ? ” 

‘‘ It’s a mailer of tlic slums, ‘ if you know what I mean,* 
as the lady said. But go ahead, .Michael! ” 

Michael went ahead. Ha\)ng developed his uQclds chdis 
and cited certain figures, he embroidered them with a* macJi 
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“When you drive a nail into the wall% sir," he ended, 
“ things come (mi " 

“ G(X>d God ' " said the •'quire Middenh “ (lood (i<»d ! " 
“ One doubt', the ‘ p'od," iIk reput in Sir l,avs rcnc«' 

The squire stared 

“ Irrfcvcrcru be^i^Mr." he said “ I don’t kno\\ Charuell, 
they sa\ he's (.racked " 

“Hardly that," inurniured Sir f.avsrence; ' merdv 
unusual, like most members of n all; old tannin' ” 

The earlv English spccinnii in the chair bcl-.rc liim 

twinkled. 

" The CfiarcselK, \-<ui knocc," went on Sir Lawrence, 
“wore hoar\ when th.it r.iNt.dl' lawwer, the first Mont, 
founded us under J.inu-s rhe 1 trst 

“Oh!" s.iid the squire \rc vou (•n( nf hi precious 
creations .* I didn'i km.w " 

" You’re not faimli.tr with tin 'lunis, sir • " -aid Michael, 
teclini; that the\ must not waiulcr in tin ma/cs of dc scent 
“What! No Ouj^dit to be. I suppose I’oor dt \ iL ' ” 
“It’s not so much,'’ said Midiael, cunnini^K, “ the 
humanitarian side, as the deterioration of st.»ck, which is 
80 serious." 

“ M'm " s.iid the squire “Do vou knovc anvthini> 
about stock-breeding ^ " 

Michael shook his head 

“Well, >ou can t.ike it from me that it’s ne.irK all 
heredity. You could t.ii a slum population, but \ou can’t 
change their character! " 

“I don’t think there's anything vcr\ wrong with their 
character," said Michael. “The children are predomin¬ 
antly fair, which means, 1 suppose, that ihc\ 've still got the 
Anglo-Saxon qualities." 

He saw his father cock an eye. “ Quite the diplomat! ” 
he seemed saying. 
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“ Wlxmi li.ivc \(’U 1 ,'ni ill nunii for thi*' ecu mtuec ? " 
.take'll the ''quirr, il'rij[’ll\ 

'■■SU f.ilh'T," '•akl Mu "-niJ \m\ 1 of liu' 

\l,<rqu' Ml " 

“ \ trv i<ini: in ihi i-'M^h " 

•‘But \<r> * '■'rtiKc. " btill gjinc lu 

1 Itttrii\ tlu '.s'tM ■* 

‘WiM.i!-. ■■ 

^I^ 1 im-'ii.N I .nil Ki 
*' I }i It nn . itiHL' '-'M I ' ^ I” 

’ Sir 'i liniii !■- Mi-r-- !l 
“ M'm ' “ 

Mi [, K M' irri- .1 "11 “< >r 0 '\ - 'liit t iiu .In .il man \ou 

tiiMiii'li! V' f "t. ir ” 

■’llKn .ir< n-tiu An -"i. >.r< .l-Mat tin l)Uk;''? ” 

• ' '■ 

1 t" %f. I'm t‘/Ki lie c«in 

".i.umnn lit’ /.iriil-lt i: "’t •' J-'nkrv 

■ f II! ir \ ,1 k:MiKl t' !1 mv\ put in Sir I. i«n tkc , *• .i rcallx 

^'uMvi 1' Wnw, ' -qiiir. 

U 1 11. M'-ni. .1 I t tki til inn;, r!K’’nic m 1 iJnn’t like 

v< rrnin 

■ \ L'r« at n it tonal nio*. ni. to. -ir," Incan .Vlicliacl^ “ and 
1 it' '■quirt •-hiTok. Ill- 111 .ivl 

Ui.n't m.iKc am nii-'t ikt." In- ‘•aui " Ma) ^jet a fen 
pound', ptrliaps cti nd <»} a l( w hujjs; bu! national 
movements—no suth thinc'i in tin*'‘"untn ” . 

“Stout lellim," 'aid Sir Lawrence when they were 
gome down the step" a tain , “never been enthusiastic 
in III' life He’)! make .i splendid chairman. I think 
we've got lum. .Michael You plajed your bugs well. 
We'd better ir) the Marquess next. Even a dake 
will serve under Bentworth, ihcv know he's of older 
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family than thcmstlvc^, and there’s something about him ” 

“ Yes, what is It ’ " 

“Well, he isn’t thinking about himself, he never gets 
into the air; and he doesn’t give a damn f.ir anyone or 
anything ” 

“There must be something more than that,” said 
Michael. 

“ Well, there is The f.a i is, he thinks .is England rc.iIK 
thinks, and not .as it thinks it thinks ” 

“ By Jove ' ” s.ii J .\Iich.iel ‘ Some ’ di.ignosw ! Sh.ill 

we dine, sir f ” 

“Yes, let’s go to the P.irilKn.Tiim ! Wlieii they m.ide 
inc a member there, 1 used to think I should never go in, 
but d’you know, 1 use it quite a lot It’s more like the 
East than ana thing else in l.ondon A Yogi could .isk 
for nothing better I go m .ind I sit in .i tr.inee until it’s 
time for me to come out ag.iin There isn’t .i sound ; 
nobody comes ne.ir me. There’s no vulg.ir material 
comfort. The prev.iiling colour is th.at of the Canges. 
And there’s more iimccessible wisdom in the place than 
you could find anywhere else in the West We'll have 
the dub dinner. It's c.ilculatcd to moderate all transports. 
Lunch, of course, \'ou can’t get if you’ve a friend with )ou 
One must draw the line somewhere at hospitahts ” 

“ Now,” he resumed, when they had finished moderating 
their transports, “ let’s go and see the M.irqucss! I 
haven’t set eyes on the old boy since that Marjorie Fcrrar 
affair. We’ll hope he hasn’t got gout.” , . . 

In Cunon Street, they found that the Marquess had 
fintahed dinner and gone back to his study. 

“ Don’t wake him if he’s asleep,” said Sir Lawrence. 

“ His lordship is never asleep. Sir Lawrence.” 

He was writing when they were ushered in, and stopped 
to peer at them round the corner of his bureau. 
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“Ah, younE Mont'” hf sjid “How plcaiani!" 
Tlicn I r.ithcr .ihriiptlv. “ Noihiny to do with my 
t,'randdjuEh’'T, I tru-t ' “ 

'■ r.ir Ir tn u, M.irijui-- WV jutt w.int your help in 
u puhhc \\<<rk on hthuil ot tlic liumhlo ItN a slum prt»- 
posiiion, O', the V ink'- '.i\ 

'i'lic Al.irijiii'" -liook 111' III I.! 

“I dmi't liki- inii-riLriii" uiih thi liumhlr ; the hum¬ 
bler pi'i[ii .lO. till- mon. Ml,., oiieht In loiMder their 
til line' ' 

'■ W I'r.' ii'i.luuU uiili \.iu thiti, ,;r, bui let my son 
t \pl.iin " 

">11 di'.Mi. ifr.’i' Vinl th- .\!.iri|u<'"; roo', pl.itcd his 
loot on ill' I h.iir, .md k.n.ir.e I.,' (bviu ..n hu knee, inclined 
hi' In.ui I" I'll 'i.le 1 nr til' i.."ii.l iinu- ih.it evening 
Mn 1. I'-l pi 111 '.-' '1 nil" ' \['hn.. 

'■ Ikmunril, ■' ' ii.l ihc Miniuc'i “ Hii shorthorns 
uri e"nd , u '"lid kil"V\, but bi lurid ilie linies.” 

“ That’' wilt wc want tnu. M iripii " ” 

“ M\ de.ir '.nullE M"iu, I'n. I.m old “ 

" It's preciicl) bci.iU'C vnu're 'n '.nuiie that wc came to 

) I'U ” 

l-TankK, sir,” said Mnliicl, "we thought you’d like 
to l)e on iIk c'lmmittec ot appeal, because in my uncle’s 
policy till re's electrification ot the kitchens; we must 
ha\e someone who’' .in authoritc on that and can keep it to 
the tore " 

" All 1 ’ said the Marquees. " Hilary Ciiar.vell—1 once 
heard him pre.ich in St. Paul'- iiio't amusing 1 What do 
the slum-dwellers say to electrification f " 

“ Nothing till It's done, of course, but once it's done, it's 
ever) thing to them.” 

“ H’m ! ” said the Marquc«s. “ H'm! It would appear 
that there arc no flics on your unde.” 
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“ Wc hope," pur'^ued Michael, “ that v\it}i clectrificatKin. 
there will ''"(-n be no llic' on ansthini,' eNc " 

'I'hc Manjiiess nodded “ It’s the end of the ‘^tiok 
I'll think of It Mv troLibh iv that I’\(* no inone\ , md I 
don't like appe.ihrif^ to olh(T> witliout puttiriLr down 
something’ substantial in > " 

The two Monts looked at ( uh nilur. tlu ixetisc w.o 
patent, and the) liad not |..k - m it 

“I suppose," went on ila Marqiu "\>,\i J.iiTt l.no«^ 
anyone who would l'U\ "oine hn '■ P >!nt di rrKisc, the re i) 

Stull ? Or," he added, “ r\ c a Mori uid-" 

“Have\ou?’’ (.ritd Mn-had ‘‘.M\ fatin r in-law vva- 
saying on]\ the other da\ iliat lie wanted a M'lrl oul " 
lias he a goi)d home for il ’ " said tlie M.-rqueSs, ratiici 
Wistfull) “ It’s a while p'>n\ 

“ Oh, )cs, sir , he's r( al e<*llei. tor ” 

“ Any change ot us going to the na'ion, m tint' ^ ” 

“ Quite a good ehaii* e, 1 think ” 

“Well, perhaps hf'd come and lnok n it It’s never 
changed hands so tar It he would give me the in.irket 
price, whatever that nia\ be. it might 'oKi the problem ” 
“That's fnghitulK gO'sl ot \ou " 

“Not at all," -said the Marejue'-'N “I bchou in elce- 
tricitv, and I detest snmkc ; this seems a movciiKni in the 
right direction lt'> a Mr IOrsvic, I think There was a 
ease—my granddaughter ; bur that’s .} pust matter. ! 
trust yonYc friends ag.un ^ " 

“Yes, sir; I saw her ab('Ut a fortnight ago. tnd it w.is 
quite O.K." 

“Nothing lasts with \ou modern young people," said 
the Marquess; “the vounger generation seems to have 
lorgottCQ the war alrcadv. Is that good, I wonder ’ 
What do you say, Mont ? " 

“ ‘ Toiri €ASSi^ tout possti Marquess.” 
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“ Oh f I Joii'i eompl.iin,” '' thr M.irquc<s; “ rather 
the u'nirarv lU tlu a i\ on ti.i-. cuinniHiec \uu'll 
.1 new ni.m whIi rUnT\ oi ;ponc\ 

“ C^n \--u "lii ' ” 

“Ah iVMd'X'T lu » Ml tn i.tlirj Mniurov^—1 

think }ii-n ,il'i.iDK is-inrttr n-eiii }'■-"il'K ‘'orxr He’s 
iin.Jt n . 1 h( l'( V'. 'ii; <<* I'M <1 1 ’tn hnml h.^^ some 
p.if-! t lor in ik'ni: li'' n; ] i i o-i'' loui; enough. I sic 
him -onutir ' .• i , ' ■ i • I’u-l. i. nii I ilnn't ll^(• them, 
\"iikji..\\ I'.iii.p'i; ^j inMitioii nn n.tnic He lus a 
Ai‘- . .11,1 1,0 nti n j rt ■ ni 1 -i.i'iil i in, ..’inr )ir 
!'f ]o i.mc i-r I j . V .\ork ” 

■‘111 -oni ',1 i I. iv'.ri ,“[l.c\(r. in.m. Do 
\<iu think W' nil. 'hi \.n’.i:< an 

■■ I r\ '' '-.iJih' M.ir.juf‘ ir. V.ionn lu ;li.ir;u ter 
I'm I'.lil If h'l i.-c ,i‘'ll u th'i.n i\ animmcnsc 

..mount oi m n.( \ \\J1 I- w..iit'.1 ii av ..re to t i. ctnfy any 
(oiisiJv. r.if'lc ni miH r <>1 k'!i h' n- \ m in who v\tiuld help 
siih't.inn ill\ Iov^ .rJ' ih it wouiJ ( .rn i.i' knij'fitluvoJ much 
lH-r(.r than rno-t p. op!( ’’ 

■■ I i::rfi,” '..ni >;r l.wsr. ui , " real puhlu service. 
I Mipjnise v\c nui''tn’t J.inL’h' tiie kniiththood ’ ’* 

The .M.lrqu(.••^ ^h"'.k the h'..ij that w..^ rextingoD his 
ti.md 

'• In tfic'''. d.n-. - no.” he ‘v.nJ “ Just the names of his 
iolle.<i:ucs Uc c.in h.irJlv hope th.it he'll lake an interest 
in rht ihinir for itselt ” 

“ Well ih.mk \oj t\cr ^o mm.il We’ll let you know 
wiiethcr Wihrtd Ikniwonh w.ll t.ikc the chair, and how we 
j-ro^rc's gener.tlly ” 

The MarqueN> took hm I'hji vi<»\vn and inclined his head 
at M.chacl 

“ 1 like to sec \ oung pdiiicians interesting themselves in 
the future of England, because, in fact, no amount of 
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politics will prevent her liaving one. By the way, have 
you had your own kiithcn clcctnhcd ? ” 

“ M} wife and I arc thinking of it, ^ir " 

“ Don’t think ! ” said the Marquess “ fiavc it done ! ” 
“ We ccrramlv ^^lall, now " 

“ We nui^t strike \shiU' tin’ strike is on," sjid tlif Mar¬ 
quees. *' If tliero is anytliiiiir shortor than the public’s 
memor;,, I am not aware of it.” 

“ Phew 1 ’’ saui Sir L.uvrenee. on tht next doorstep ; 
“ the old ho)'s sprs cr than e tr f t.ike it we m.iy as ume 
that the ii.rnie here vs.is unein dir .Mos- If so, the qiii'-tion 
is: ‘ Have we tlie wits tor tin. job ■ 

And, in some doubt, tint souimi.ed the mansion bifore 
them 

"We had btiter be perlestU sir.iiplitfiirward," said 
Michael. " Dwell on the slums, mention the names we 
hope to get, and hate the rest to him " 

“I think," s.ad hi' l.ithcr, "we lord better sav 'got,’ 
not ‘ hope to get 

“The moment we mention tin names. Dad, he'll know 
we’re after his dibs " 

“ He’ll know tli.a m aii) e..se, my bo) 

“ Isuppo.se there's mi doubt about the dibs ’’ 

'“ Montross, Ltd. !' They're not conliiied to clastic 

bands.” 

"I should hkc to m.ike .1 perfectly plain iippeal to his 
generosity, Dad. There’s ,1 lot of generosity in that blood, 

you know.” 

"We can't stand just here, .Michael, discussing the make 
Up of the chosen. Ring the bell! ’’ 

Michael rang. 

“ Mr. Montross at home i Thank you. Will you give 
him these cards, and ask if we might see him for a 
moment ? ” 
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The room into which they were ushered wa* evidently 
.tccustomcd to ^orx of thing, for, while there was 
nothing that an\onc could take avs.iy, there were chairs 
m which It was po-^sihlc to be quite comfortable, and some 
\alu.iblc but large pictures and busts 

Sir Lawrenu' was cxaminini; a bust, and Michael a 
picture, when tlic do(.r was npeped, and a voice said: 
“ Ycs, gentlemen ' ” 

Mr Montross was <■{ -hor* statue, and somewhat like 
a thin \\alru-. wlm had once n dark Imt had gone grey ; 
his features were sIil’IiiU .Kjjihtu'. |,o had melancholy 
brown c\cs, and hu: JroojMng gn/zK moustaches and 
eyebrows 

“We were adviseil to tome to \oij, sir," began Michael 
at once, “ bv vour m ii.'li!^our, ihi Marqums of Shropshire. 
We’re tr\ing to form a (ommittr^ to iskuc an appeal for 
a national Kind to convert tlic slums ” And for the third 
lime he pluugt-d into dti.ol 

“And whv do \uu come to »r.v, gentlemen ? *’ said Mr. 
Montrf)ss, when he had hnish< d 
Michael subdued a stammer 
“ Because of \our wealth, sir," he said, simply. 

*' Good ! ’’ said Mr Moniross ” VciU sec, I begatj in the 
slums, Mr Mont—is it )ts, Mr Mont —I began ihea'c—I 
know a lot about those pcopU, \ou know. I thought 
perhaps you came to me because of that " 

“ Splendid, sir,” said Michael, " but of course we hadn*t 
an idea.” 

“ Well, those people arc born without a future,” 

“ That^fl just what wc’rc out to rectify, sir.” 

“Take them away from their streets and put them tna 
new country, then—perhaps; but leave them in their 

streets-” Mr. Montross shook his head, “I knew 

them, you see, Mr. Mont; if these people thot^t i^t 
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the future, they could not on living. And if vou do not 
think .«hout tlie future, \ou c.innot h.i\e one.” 

'* How .iluiui \ours(.lt ' ” s.iid Sir I.-iwrence. 

Mr Montross turned Iin ^m/c from Mn.h.i(.l to the cards m 
his h.ind, then raised his mcIaiKliol) eves 

“Sir L.iwrence Moiu, isn’t it ^ 1 am .» jew — tlial is 
dirfcrcnt \ Jew will rise from anv hcLMnniriL's, if he is .i 
real Jew'. The ria-oij the Polish .md tin Russian jews 
do not rise so easih v uu >. an si c iroiii the ir Ian > ihev hav e 
too much Slav or Monijol hhiod I'he piiri )tv\ like me 
rises ” 

Sir Lawrerue and Miih.iel <.\> liaiiifi vi a ul mce. “ We 
like this fclhjw,” It SCI nitd to sav 

“ I was a poor ho\ m a had shiiii.” went i»n Mr Montrose, 
intercepting the glaiue, “ ,jiu1 I im iiou -will, a niillioii 
airc; but I have not become th.ii, vi>u know, hv throwing' 
awav mV’ monev. I like to hei[' people that will help 
thoniselvos “ 

“Then,” said MuhacI, with a si^di, “there’s nothing in 
this scheme that appe.iK to \<.u. sir • 

“ I will ask tin wiic,” answered Mr .Motuross, also w'lth 
a sigh. “ (iood-night, centlamen Let me write to yiu ” 
The two Monts mo\c-d sluvvlv towards Mount htrcct in 
the last of the twilight 
“ Well ? ” said Mic hael 
Sir Lawrence cocked his evebrow 

“ An honest man,” he said • it\ tcirtiinatc tc>r us he has 
a wife.” 

“ You mean-? ” 

“ The |>otcnti3l Ladv Montross will bring him in. There 
was no other reason vNhy he sliould .tsk her That makes 
four, and Sir Timothy's a ‘ sitter ’, slum landlords arc his 
notr/s. We only want three more A bishop one 
can always get, but I’ve forgotten which it is for the 
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moment; we inu^i 1 m\ c .i hij? Jik t ^r. unJ \\e “ucht to h.>\e 
A hanker, hut pcrli.^p' \our unih. l.i'Oul I'liirvscll, uill 
Jo, he kiuo\' .1(1 ..h'"r •!)( -sh kI\ .iJ< <•} finance in tlic 
(ourN. .tnJ VM- . (,iilJ m.*^' Mi-* i \\,,rk f'-r AnJ now, 
rnv dear, eonj-nieht ! I don’t knove v\hen I’\c felt more 
tired ” 

') hev j.iru.l i[ tli< (..Tfii r, ..'i i \li< ,’i a I u .Jki J towards 
\\e^'min'-tt r {h | J urJ. r (In m * of But kinqliam 

r,ilh( ti.trjf !.^ .m.l il'.n;: [ii' ,t>lt, uiini: to \ k ton.j 

\}l’i,i ; aM ii iJ 'onw \'r\ ii.u ‘lum^, thou);li of 

1 ill ii' kri' v\ dll u;tli-.roi( ^ h.ul hi - n ‘ for them ’ Hr 
p O'l .i an iT' ( wla n !hi \ li.iJ ‘ r'-iif ' for tliern to tlic cx- 

t'nt o* piJI-r;.’ ’ *n i ciin"f f. o| ,.I,i housi s Michael 

'«f in >1 up it ; 11 o ni'i oi* - of \i JU ill*' .ii i,( d h\ the un- 
-trippi J Wall } ij ' r- \\ h.it had m d 'i, the tnhe out¬ 
line ' n from nm w rum , \s Ik n i * ' oi ■ 'a \ i *ken the irai^K 

!i\e''of vs l.'v'i il' ^ III I h'-u< 1 m t.'I rrut * ojiii dv * licamc 
to the hro kI r;\-r o* Vutorii ^triet and xfiosed it, and, 
i d.mtr » rf'uti ’iiat ne knew vsa • lo he w 'idi.d, lie wa.H sewm 
uhert vsomo'l eii'ni'.lfd with ae- 'at ofi doorsteps for a 
hn ath of .tir. and little alleys li A off to iiiipiuml>ed depth*. 
.Midiasl plumbed them in fancy, no: m jait. He st^K»d 
quite a whik at tlit tnd of oil'. Trvnc to imagine what it 
mu'-l he like to Ii\< there Noi UMCi.lmg, lie walked 
brjsklv on, and turned into his ensn square, and to his own 
liai>ilat witli its hav-tricd tubs, n- roof, and alm<wt 

hopeless clcan]inc*-s And lie Miffirtd from the feeling 
which besets tlnoc who art sensitive about their luck. 

‘ rieur Would say, he thought, pcrdiing on the coat- 
sarcop)*agus, for he, 1 (m-, wa" tired, ‘ that those people 
having no xsthetic sen^e and no tradition to wash up to, 
are at le.ist as happy as we are She’d say that they 
as much pleasure out ni living from hand to mouth (and 
not too much mouth), as we do from baths, jaiz, poetry 
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and cocktails ; and she's gcncTall\ richt.’ Only, what a 
confession of defeat ! If that were really so, to what end 
were they all dancini; ! If life with hugs and flics wire 
as good as life without hugs and flies, whv Keating's 
powder and all tlie other aspirations of the poets r HI,ike's 
New Jcriis.dein was, sursK, h.ocd on Kt.iting, and Keating 
was based on a sensitive skin To s.iv, then, that civilisa¬ 
tion was skin-deep, w.isn't ryniial at all People possihlv 
had souls, hut the\ certainlv liad skins, and progress was 
real only if thought of in terms of skin ' 

So ran tlie thoughis of Michael, perched on the ro.it- 
sarcophagus ; and meditating on I'leur's skin, so cle.u and 
smooth, he went up-t.iirs. 

She had just had her final hath, ,ind was standing at Ik r 
bedroom window Thinking of—what i The moon oscr 
the square f 

“ Poor prisoner ' " he s,iid, .ind put his ,irm round her 
" What a queer sound the town m.ikes at night, Mich.id. 
And, if you think, it’s made up of the .seven million separate 
sounds of people going their own w.n s " 

“ And yet—the whole lot are going one way.” 

” We’re not going any way,”s,lid Elcur,“therc’sonK pace.” 
“ There must he directum, ms child, underneath.” 

“Oh! Of course, di.ingc " 

" For better or worse ; but that's direction in itself.” 

“ Perhaps only to the edge, and over we go,” 

“ Gadarene swine ! ” 

* Well, why not ! ” 

“ I admit,” said Michael, unhappily, “ it’s all hair- 
triggerish; but there’s always common-sense.” 

“ Common-sense—in face of passions! ” 

Michael slackened his embr-ice. ‘‘ I thought you were 
always on the side of common-sense. Passion f The 
pa.ssioil to have i Or the passion to know } ” 
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“ Both,” <..ij Fk-ur '■ Th it*-? tlu' present age, anJ Tni a 
chiki i)i It VnuVi- not, \ou kn-tu, Mii h irl ” 

Qua} ' " '.uj Mivli .^k k'ting ui her waist. “ But 
It \'iu w.ini t<' li.uc (<T ku'As unilun;' p.»rticuljr, Fleur, I\i 

likt It) be It'lJ 

TIktc u i' .1 inonitiu t.t Kjorc he felt her arm 

tl-r." j’k | I i,.r i'^ i. i\U'\ hi- e.tr 

iJit UiuvI., lU, I I 



CHAPTRR VII 

1U \isiI> 

On till- \cr\ il.t\ tli.i! I If ur w i- trrcLl finin )icr nursing’- =.[10 
rcccncd m^ii trfjin tli<. last |Hr^->Il in her iIf 
she Jiad not alio^LtetluT fore"iicn tlic tvi-teiut of one 
indc-hid) avv.()Uat(d uitli Iter \^cddlllL’ d.t\, sljc had nL\ir 
cxputcd to Inr i;.Min ’l<> Ik ir the words “ Mi>h 

June I'orsstf, ma'anid' and find her in iroru of tin 1 ra- 
gonard, was It la t' |■'f•rK■nclnlt a \ t r\ sh-^du eanlitjuakf. 

The sihcr) little iiL'iirc hid turiKd at Ikt entraine, 
extending' a hand clavl in a lahr'. i^love 

“ It’s a Him s\ s( ho..], ill ii,” '‘hf s.itd, p'.intint; her thin 
at the Fragonard , “ hut 1 likt \ourri><ini Harold Blade's 
pictures would look splendid here Do \ou know hi'' 
work ? *’ 

Fleur'hook her head. 

“Oh! I .should have thought an\- —" The little lady 
stopped, as if she had seen a hnnk 

“Won’t you su down ’ ” said Ideur. ” Ha\e \ou "till 
got your gallcr) oft Cork Street : " 

“That ? Oh, no! It was a hopclcs'; place. I .'(dd it 
for half what m\ f.ither gave tor it 

“And what became of that Polo-Aniencan—Boris 
Sirumo something—vou were so interested in ? ‘ 

“He! Oh! Gone to pieces utterly M.trned, and 
docs portly commercial work. He gets big prices for his 

things—no good at all. So Jon and his wife-’’ Ag.un 

she stopped, and Fleur tried to see the edge from which she 
had saved her foot. 
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^ Cl,," i^hc said. l(X)kini^ stiadin nuo June*' inc^, whioli 
were mnvint; from side in vide, “ |nn vccniv m have aban- 
duned America fnr L:<»<'d I can't 'Cc hi' wife being hap}'\ 

<A i T here 

“ \li ' " v.ud junc “ Holl’. mid nn. \ > a went in AmerKa 
vmirveif lhii\ni!v<> |.mi ■ > r i.'.t rt ; " 

“ \n! quit! 

“ I hd '.nil ill i. \n)f .1 • 

“ It'' \(.r\ v’lmct i'.ni 
)un< 'iiimJ 

•I>nu-' i .1' j'utvir' ' I m< I 1, d-'\'■ii think thcrcM 
bt a ' h,.rK( !‘-r }| »rnlJ Bl.uit ' w..r^ t; ■ r 
“ W ill. >Ul klC V.ITiC li.' wnrk 

“ mi (..uTM, I t"ru'n' . >- n- |1..^ d'h ih.U \im 

dnli ! kll‘A\ It " 

>'i. !t am d in'.\.<rd'i K ur .iii.l h'. r (, ia-ni 
’• I d" M V. ,\i \.ru t" 'll I'i him. ''-n kimw , hi’d make 
Mimi .i W'inhrl.d pi.Ti.ri ni \m:, V-ar lathtr simply 
'■.a'l arraiigt. that With vnir j-- itiun in Smicty, Fleur, 
('ptu.dK after that cavc lam v<ar," I icur winced, if 
irnpuri-cptihU “it wnuld lx ti/, in .king nl p<M)r Harold. 
Ht’v such a gcniuv,” juiii. ..dded, trnw nii.e , “ vnu mwjr come 
..pd vce hi' work 

*■ ] vhould liKe i(),'*'.Hd I Icur '■ llaM ) nu sccn jon/ct r* 
“No Tiit}’rc Loming on I nda\ I hope I «hall like 
her a rule, I like ail foreigners except the Americans 
and the brcnch. I mc.m -witi. exceptions of course/^ 

“ NaturalK," said I*Icur *' W hat time arc \ou generally 
in f " 

“ Fvcrv afternoon between fi\c and ^cven are Harold's 
hours for going out—he has m\ studio, you know. I can 
show \<»u his work better without Inm ; he’s so touchy- 
all real geniuses arc. I want him to paint Jon’s wife, too. 
He’s cxiraordmar) with women.” 
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“ In that case, I think you should let Jon see him and 
his work hrat.’’ 

June's eyes stared up at her for ,i moment, and fleet ofi to 
the Fragonard 

" When will sour father come i ” slie asked. 

“ Perhaps it would l>e best for me to come first " 

“ Soames naturallc likes the urone ilunt;,'' said [uni, 
ihoughtfulK' , “ but if \on tell him \'ou want to be p.iinted 

-he' 's sure to- he alwacs spoils \ou-” 

Fleur smih d 

‘'Well, I'll tome IVrl.ap- not this week” And. in 
thought, she .idded : ' .And perhaps, \es— I riday ’ 

June rose. " I like sour house, ,iiid sour luisb.inJ 
Where is he f " 

" Mich.iel : .‘’liiii'iiiinL’, prohabb , he’s in the thick of 
a scheme for their coiiscrsion " 

“ How splendid ! Can 1 see sour boj : " 

“ I'm afraid he's onK just oser ine.oles " 

June sighed. " It does seem lone since 1 had measles 
I remember Jon's measles so well, I got him his firsi 
adventure books." SudsUnlv -he looked up at Fleur. 
‘‘ Do you like Ins wile ! 1 think it’s ridiculous Ins being 

married so joung 1 tell tl.irold he must never marrs’, 
it’s the end of adsenture ” tier eses moved from side to 
side, as if she svere adding, " Or the beginning, .in.f 
I've never had it." And suddenly she held out both h.mds. 

“ I shall expect you 1 don't know whether he'll like 
your hair! ” 

Fleur smiled. 

" I'm afraid 1 can't grow it tor him. Oh ! Here’s ms- 
father coming in! ” She had seen boames pass the 
vrindow. 

“ I don’t know that 1 want to see him unless it’a access¬ 
ary,” laid June. 
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“ I expect he'll fot 1 c\aciU the v^mc. If you just oui^ 
he v\on't p.iy ..n\ .iti<.iiin»n ” 

“ Oh ! ” ".iiJ June, and out ■ihe went 
Through the window Fleur watcli-'d her moving as if 
^lic had not lime l" touch the erornvl 
A TTiomeni I itir So.im'-i in 

“What's ili.it wonun want 1 kT( ' ” he‘«. uv 1 “ She*9 .i 

••torniv petrel ’* 

“Nothing hurIi, d< 11 , sht a fvw painter, whom 
she’s trvinc to boost 

“ Another of her Ium- vbulv' S!ir\ been famous for 
them all hir !jte~e\cr mirc— " He stopped short of 
Hosinnev’s nanu “ MieM nc < r ^o .in\where without 
wantinit ^omethinr,” b( .uhica “ l)id du i;et it I ** 

“ Not more than I did, dear' '* 

Soames was '•ilent, f'-eimit ' a^urK that lie had }>ecn ncai 
the proverb, ‘ 'I'Ir kettle and the pot’ W'hat was the 
use, indeed, of goinjj an) where unless \ou wanted some* 
thing ? Jt was one of the cardinal principles of life, 

“ I went to sec that Mori nid,” he said . “ it’s genoine 
enough In fact, I U)ucht u ” And he sank into a 
reverie. . . 

Acquainted by Michael with the fact that the Morquets of 
Shropshire had a Morland he wanted to sell, he had lakl at 
once : “ I don't know that I want to buy one.” 

“ I thought you did, sir, from what you were laying the 
other day. It's a white pony’* 

“ Th.it, of course,'* said Soamc*. “ What doa he want 
for it 

** The market pnee, I believe." 

“ lliere isn't luch a thing. Is it genuine ? ** 

** It’s never changed hands, he sayi." 

Soames brooded alooi “ The Marqueu of SKropiKuv-^ 
that’s that red haired baggage's grasdfaii^, isn’t k f ” 
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“ but pcrk-al\ doiilt IlcM like )<'ii t<. ht it, he 

“ I d.irci.i).'*'ojnK‘-', .«nJ no mure at the moment 
*’ Where's this Mori inJ ' *' he asked a h u da\ s later. 

“ At Shrop>l,ire House in Cur/on ^in.t i. sir 
“Oh! Ah! Well, ['ll Ion e a look .U u " 

HaVJiij^ lunehed at (irceii Street, uliere he v\as vil, 
slaving, lie walked rouiivl ih( netes ,,r\ corners, .ind s. iii 
in Ins card, on whiih lie Ii.kI ['enulhd the words ” M\ 
son-in-lavs, Mkhael M<*nt, s.i'.s \(ki would like me to s<.v 
your Morl.ind " 

Tlic butler ealiu baek, .tiid o['t nini,' u d"or, 'jid • 

" In here*, sir '1 'Ik .Moil.md is o\e r tie nd<d>.Kjrd ” 

In that hii; dinine room, wIkfi <\(n larue turnuure 
looked sm.ill, the Morl.ind l-'i.ktd sm.dUr, lietweeii two 
still-lifes of a Huteli si/t .uul nature It hod a •'iinph 
se'hcmc —white poin in st.ible, pigeon pakiii^' up some 
fjrains, small bo\ on upturned ba-ket eatiiif; apple. A 
glance told Soames that it was genuine, .ind had not even 
been restored—the chiaroseuro w.ns considerable He 
stood, back Icj the light, looking at it atieruivelv Morland 
was not so sought alter .is he used to be ; on tlic other 
hand, his pictures were distinctive and of a h.indy size 
If one had not much space left, and wanted that period 
represented, he was perhaps the most repaving after 
Constable —good Old Cromc'S being so infernalK rare A 
Morland was a Morl.ind, as a Millet was a Millet; and 
would never be anything else. Like all collectors in an 
experimental epoch, Soames was cimiinually being faced 
with the advisabilitv of buying not oniv what was what, 
but what would remain what. Such modem painters as 
were painting modern stuff, would, in his opinion, be dead 
as door-nails before he himself was ; besides, however much 
he tried, he did not like the stuff. Such modern painters 
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like mo«t i-f the .K'.ultnucMn'', .h were p.unim); ancient 
Acre larcta! filluw-, no Jouhl, hut who wulJ say 
uheilur un\ ot iIkih v\mu1J h\c ' No’ The (mly safe 
iliini: hin tilt lie.i h .Tul on]\ the Jc.ul who uerc 

kToin? to ]uc, It till! In thi'- vs.i\ lor ^oamc'■ was not 
aloni. in 111 ' loinlu'ioii' th< « .r’v vin-ia-e of mo^i li\inj^ 
p.unftr' u.i'f-n-’in J Th<-\ um ,i!rc ul\, indecJ, inij 
th it h irJK ■ III' oitni. ■'iiKl 11 . j'u tur^ fur lt-\< or mom y. 

Hi w.i- lon'kiiiL: .it th'- pi'ii'. ifiriMu-h 111 lurvid thumb 
..rixi t'lrJuii’t r \\hen hi ! e ifvl i'lichi '•ouiul , .oul, turning, 
V .1 'h' .n ol.l man in a t wi' d ''Uit. ippan ntl\ hioking at 
I 1:1 pn I i (1\ th' ' ino w i\ 

Hroj piny ].•• land. .did. not to ■‘a\ “^ou^ 

(iraicd' or w \ c r It ' ufht t ■ ! - , >o..ii.f ^ imitlcrcd : 

"1 u.is |.•ol■;ny .it tin t.iil -ni' co'-vl punting in 

that 

f Ik M irijiK •" h.i.l ,il'o droj p-.( hi'' h.ui I, .imi was con- 
uhir;. thi t..ird 1‘' tun ii ho other tiiiimh uid Jon finger 
■‘Mr l"r'\t'- 'i I ^ Mv k'r in-llatiu r I’ought it from 
the painter ’IrKre'" a note on the huh ! eion’t want 
to p.irr uitli It, hut tluM .ire hand.n- Uouhl voulikc 
to Mf the has k ' 

" ^’cs,'* Said ^o.^m(s, “ I a'u 1 )' look at their hacked* 

“ SometiliK 'aid the M.iripies-, ditai hing the MorUnd 
with difiiiult;,.'* till-in-1 part ot till put-ire ” 

>oamcs smiltd doun thi furthir side e)f lus mouth ; he 
did not wish the old fellow to rciiiic a faKc impression that 
he was ‘ kowt(;wmg/ or an\thing of th.it Sf»rt 

Something in the hcrcdit.irs principle, Mr Forsyte,” 
till* Marquess went on, with hi* head on one side, “when 
it Comes to the sale of hcirlinims “ 

* Oh ! I can see itN genuine,*' 'aid hoames, “without 
looking at the hack “ 

“ Then, if \ou do want to hu), we can have a simple 
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transaction between eenilcmcn. You know .ill ab'iut 
values, I he.ir.” 

Soames put his hc-iti to the other siJc, and looked at tlie 
back of the picture The old fclhov's word.s vu-re so 
disarming, that for the life of him he could not tell whether 
or not to be di.s.irmed 

“‘George Morland to Lord George Ferrar,’” he re.id, 
" ‘ for value received - /8c 1 747 ’ ” 

"He came into ilie title Liter,” said the Marques'. 
” I’m glad Morland got )us iiioncv - gre.it rips, our grand, 
fathers, Mr Forsyie , da\3 of gre.u rips, those.” 

Subtly flattered by the thought that ‘ Superior Dosset ’ 
was a great rip, Soames txp.iiided .dighilj 

“ Great rip, Morl.ind,” he said " Hut tliere were real 
painters then, people e luld Luv with confidence - thee- 
can’t now.” 

“ I’m noi sure,” s.iid the .M.irqucss, “ I'm not sure The 
electrification of art mat he a nccess.iri process. We're 
all in a movement, Mr Forsyte.” 

“ Yes,” s.aid Soanifs, glunilv , '' but wc c.in't go on at 
this rate—it's not nauiral We sh.iU be standing-pat 
again before long " 

“I wonder, We must keep our minds open, mustn't 

we 1” 

“The pace doesn't matter so much,” said Soames, 
aatonished at himself, ‘‘.so long as it leads somewhere.” 

The Marquess resigned the picture to the sideboard, 
and putting his foot up on a ch.ur, leane.i his elbow on lus 
knee. 

“ Did your son-in-huv tell vou for what I wanted the 
money ? He has a scheme for electrifying slum kitchens. 
After all, we are cleaner and more humane th.an our grand¬ 
fathers, Mr. Forsyte. Now, what do you think would be 
a fair price f ” 
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“Why not get Dumetnus’ opinion ? 

“ I'he ll.j\ markti m..n ? h hi.s opini(*n better than 
yours : ” 

“That I can't s.uJ ^oames li‘>ncstl\ “But li 
)OU mentioncil my name, he'd value the puturc for five 
guineas, and miuht male utu in olTtr liirn>eU " 

“ I don't think I “should c.ire lor it to Ih known that 
I u.is '■ Ihnj; [ ictiin ” 

"Willd’ ii.i “I dtiii't want \iiu to gel less 

than perhaps \<>u u-uKi Ihit ii I t-.id lluineirius to buy 
mt a Morl.md, live llunv^r(^l \vi*uld be iu\ limit Suppose 
I give \ou 

The Marvjui" tilted up hi.' h< arvi " j hat woukl bc t«'0 
gvneroU', pah >ii.di \>c 'av live-filty ? ” 

N')amt' 'hi'..k his ht .id 

'* Wc won't li.i'ji. 1(lu 'akl “Six You ran have the 
cheque now, and ]’l! take it .»vv iv It will lung jn my 
gallery at Mapledurliam ” 

The Marque's,' tinjk hi*' loot down, and >ighed. 

“ RcalK, I'm vtrv much obliged to y>a J'm delighted 
to think It vmII go to a good home." 

“If vou care to conic and 'cc it at any lime—-—” 
Suames checked jiim.'cli An old fellow with one foot In 
the House of L>rds and one in the grave, and no difference 
between them, to speak of— as if he’d want to cornel 

“Thai would l)e delightful," 'aid the Marquess, with 
liis eves wandering, as Soames had suspected thev woold. 
“ Have )ou \our own electric plant there ? ” 

“ Yes,” and Soaracs took out his cheque-book. " May 
I have a taxi called ? If you hang the sulk-iifes a Uttk 
closer together, this won’t be missed.” 

V^'ith that doubtful phrase in their ears, they exchanged 
goods, and Soames, with the Moriand, retunitd to Grten 
Street in a cab. He wondered a little on the way whether 
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or not the Marquess had done him, hs lalkinjj about .t 
transaction between ^»cntlcmcn At'rccable old chap in 
his Vr'ay, but quick as n bird, looking tlirough iii' ihumi' 
and finger like that ! 

And now, m his daughter’s ‘ parlour' he said 
“ Wh.it’s this about .Mii.hacl clcctnfv ing slunt kitchen'- ^ ” 
Fleur smiled, .ind Soames did not approve of its iron; 

Michael’s over head and ears ” 

“ In debt : ” 

“Oh, no! Committed lumself to a 'lum scheme, junt 
as he did to Foggartisni I hardlv sit him.” 

Soames made .1 sound within himselt Vnung jon 
Forsyte lurked n(»vv beliind all his thoughts of her Did 
she really resent Muhacl’s absorption in public lite, or w o 
it pretence—an excuse fi>r laving private lit** of her 
own ? 

“The slums want attending to, no doubt,” he said 
“ He must have something to do ” 

Fleur slirugged 

“ Michacl’.s too g(a>d to live ” 

“I don’t know about that,” said Soames, " but he''--- 
er—rather trustful ” 

“That’s not your f.uling, i'' it, Dad ' y(m don't trust 
nu' a bit.” 

“ Not trust you ' ” floundered Soames “ Wfiv not ^ ” 
“ Ex.actly ! 

Soames sought refuge in the Fragonard. Sharp! She 
had seen into him ! 

“ I suppose June wants me to buy a picture,” lie ^aid 
“ She wants you to have me painted ” 

“ Docs she ? What’s the name of her lame duck ? ” 

“ Blade, I think.” 

“ Never heard of him ! ” 

“ Well, I expect you wlU.” 
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“Yes," mutt'red ><Kin\cs, “ >hc’s like j limpet. It’s 
in rlie M'K'd ” 

“ T1k‘ 1 ' r.’vic • You .iikI 1. ilien, iixi, dear/* 
Sn.imc" turned Irotn liit I'ni^onird and looked her 
''tr I’l’M in tIk t\efc 

Vc' , v<'U .ind 1, t'H' ” 
l->n'l til tl ukv ' *' 5.ild I 
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In doubting Flrur’'- ul r'M.rum(ni .it Mich.id’'; new 
‘ stunt,’ S(l.lmc^ w.iN nc.ir tlic ni.irl. Mic did twit resent it 
at all. It kept Ills .ittcntiiii' oii herself, it kept liim fmni 
taking up birth control, fur wliuli she felt the cnuntry u.is 
not yet quite prep.irnl, .nui u h id .1 p.ipuhir .ippe.il denied 
to Fqggartism The slum, were under nne'.s nose, .iiid 
what under the nose enuKi he hrmieht te the .ittenliun 
even of parte puliiies Being .1 t.iuii prupusiunn, slums 
would concern Six-Steenths ui the vote Fogg.irtisin, 
baaed on the country life lueess.ire to n.iiion.d st.imm.i 
and the growth of loud within .ind oterse.is, concerned the 
whole population, hut onle .ippe.ded to one-seventh of the 
vote. A,nd Fleur, nothing it not .1 re.ilist, h.id longgr.isped 
the fact that the m.tin business ol politicians was to be, 
and to remain, elected The vote w.is .1 magnet of the fir.st 
order, and unconsciously swayed every political judgment 
and aspiration ; or, if not, it ouglit to, for was it not the 
touchstone of demoeraty i In the committee, too, which 
Michael was forming, she saw, incidentally, the best social 
step within her reach. 

“ If they want a meeting-place," she had said, *• wh\ 
not here ? ’’ 

" Splendid 1 ” answered .Michael. “ Handy for the House 
and clubs. Thank you, old thing! ’’ 

Fleur had added honestly : 

“ Oh, I shall be quite glad. As soon as I take Kit to 
the sea, you can start. Norah Curfew’s letting me her 

89+ 
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cottage at Loring for ilircc \\cck%" She did not add • 
■'And it’s onl\ fi\c mile-, tr^in VS'.insJun.” 

On the hruLiy, after lunc.'i. \t\c tclopiioncd to June: 

*’ Tm guing to i!h' >(..» un I touLi ci>mc thi> 

aficrno4)n, but I think \>>j •■o.l |rtn uj'' comini;. li he : 
Because if ‘^o-” 

" iicN CMmini: at 4 3:, i'.-r 1 1'- c ’t t-i laiO. a train back 
at vi\'t\MTil\ 

' 111^ \m; . t-o = ’• 

■■ Nc lie’-' ]a t i 'I'l;-',’ f*' ikif'.!\\(jrk ” 

■■ (hi ' ucn I t'-T K i'll ivitt.r cniiir •>ii >iindi\, then.** 

■ ^ cs. v"'uiu! .V w ill !. I'l rii’f'.t , then 11 irold will you 

H( n'‘\(.r L’li'' -ut o'-Ih hat- the liKik of it so.” 

Butting d'i'.vn the r< m i\« r, 1 \< ur took up the nine-table. 
VcN, ilure w.is thi irun' What a inmcnlcnce if rHc 
happened t" r.«kc it t > make a preliminarv in'‘pcCtion of 
Norah Curiev.'s i-'fig. ' \"t (\cn June, ’surely, would 
rm nii>>n liicir t ilk - ai the 'pi..‘:r 
At luiuh •'he did not tell Mniiati -[10 was going—he 
niiglit w..nt l‘> Cdiiie, too, '»r 0 Ira^t t-i sec Iht oS. She 
km-tt he lx at ' ili( ll ai ( ' in tlir altcrnoon, she 

«<iuld jujt leave a note to -av that vhe liaj ((tone to nuke 
>ure ihc eotta^e would lx in nrdir far Monday. And after 
lunch die h'^nt nver and h-^iJ liini helwccn the eyc«, 
vviihdiit any sense nf bettaval A »ii;ln of Jon wa» due 
to lur alter these- virearv weeks I Anv sight of Jon Wi» 
aiways due to her who had been defrauded of him. And, 
as the atiernoun drew- on, and slie put her night thing! 
into her drcssing-eas>, a red spot became fixed in each 
cheek, and she w,indtred swiftly, her hands restive, licr 
spirit homeless. Hiving hid tea, and left the note giving 
her address—an hotel at NcttlelolJ—she went early to 
Victoria Station. There, having tipped the paid to secure 
emptiness, she left her bag in a comer seat and took up 
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her stand b) the bfM)ksiall, ulierc Jon must pa<.<. witli his 
ticket And, \shilc she stix’d there, examining the fiction 
of the Jav, all her faculties were bus\ with rcalitv Among 
the •^howH and shad<i\\s of cMsteiue, an h«)ur and a half 
of real life la\ before her Who could Marne her for 
filching It back from a filching l^roMderue * And it 
anvbod) could, she didirt care ‘ The hands of the station 
clock moved on, aiul I'leui ga/<‘d at tins novol after that, 
all of iheni full of \i,une uomen in .iv\k\sarj "itualHms. 
and vngucK uoiul-red whether tliev were more awku.iril 
than her own Tlir--e minute^ to the time' W' I'liT Ik. 
coming alter all * Had that wntehed func kept him for 
the night ^ \t last m de ^palr du ^ .uiL'ht up .1 tonic c.illi d 
‘Violin Obblig.tin,' wfudi at hu't would In modern, .iid 
paid for it. And then, ,is sjx. uas rexeivii.g licr chanc'c, 
she saw him JiasteniriL' Turning, die passed through the 
wicket, walking e^iiuklv, knowing th.it he was walking 
more quickl) Slu let him -ce her lir'i 

“ Fleur! " 

“ Jon ! Where are \ou i:oinc ' ” 

“ To Wansdon ” 

“Oh! And I'm going le' Xettldold, to -ti a cottage 
at I>>ring for m\ Indn Ikre's m\ bag, in i'k re quick ! 
WeTeofT!" 

The denir was banged to, and she held mil both her 

hands. 

“ Isn’t this queer, and jollv ’ “ 

Jon held the handb, and dropped them rather suddenh 

“ Tve been to stc June Shc\ just the same—bless 
her! ** 

“ Yes, she came round to me the other day ; wants me 
to be painted by her present pet.*' 

“ You might do worse. 1 said he should paint Anne ’* 
“ Really ? Is he good enough for ” 
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And she was sorn , s}ie hadn’t meant to bepin like that! 
Still—mu**! bejjin s.michow - mu'-t tmpln\ lips which might 
f^thcnvise co liphimc on liis e\cs. liis liair, his lips! And 
she nislud into words Kit's mca'^lc >», Mu haePs committee, 

' V'u>hn t)l'l h;:ato,' and tiic Prou<nan , VaPs horses, 

jon's p(»ctr\, the ’'iivll '>t FnL:l.'nd - m> important to a poet 
an\ thini,'. c\cr\ thiru.-, in i ^urt of madeap medley. 

“ You "K, jon» I must talk . I've httn in prison for a 
month " .\nd all the time sfa f<lt that she w.is wasting 
minute-^ that might ha\< 'pciit with lip^ silent and 

lieart against ius, if ihi he irt. as ilu v 'aid. really extended 
to the cenirt '-f tfu bod\ And .dl th<- utnc, too, (he 
prohoMIS of ht r ‘Spirit u.o si( nting, srati lung for the honey 
and ific ^ ttfroii o! [,is 'pirit Was rhere an\ for her, or 
was jt all kept tor ihit wrettfud Anieruan girl he had 
left h« hind him, and to wiiom das' Ik u.-h returning? 
Hut Jon ga\t her no 'ign I nhki. (h< *<ld impulsive Jon, 
he h.id learned se<rte\ H\ a whim of memory, whose 
v^a\^ arc so inscrutable, she remcmlured being taken, as 
a vtT\ little girl, to Timotlu’s <in tlu Ba\swatcr Road 
to her great-aunt Hester-. in old still figure, in black 
Victorian lace .ind jet and a Wturian chair, saying in a 
still) languid \oicc to her father “Oh, yes, my dear; 
sour Uncle jol\on, Kdore he* irarried, was very much in 
hnc vMth our gre.it friend AIkc Read , but she was con¬ 
sumptive, you know, and ot loursc he felt he couldn’t 
marrv her—it wouldn't have been prudent, he felt, because 
of children And then she died, and he married Edith 
Moor ” Funny hovv that had stuck in her ten-year-old 
mind! And she stared at Jon Old Jolyon—as they 
called him in the family—had been his grandfather. She 
had seen his photograpfi in Holly’s album— a domed head, 
a white moustache, eyes deep-set under the brows, like 
Jon’s. “ It wouldn’t have been prudent! ” How Victcffiao I 

BE 
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Was Jon, too, \’ictunan ! She tcit aa il she would never 
know what Jon was. And she became suddenly cautious. 
A single step too far, or too soon, and he might be gone 
from her again for good ! He wa.s not—no, he was not 
modern ! Eor all .-.he knew, there miglit be something 
absolute, not relative, in hi-, ‘ m ike iip,’ and to I’leur the 
absolute was strange, almo.'-t terrifting But she had not 
spent six ycar.s in sori.il sercitude without le.irning to 
adjust herself swiftly to the playing of a new p.irt. She 
spoke in a calmer tone, almost ,i drawl; her eyes became 
cool and quizzic.il \\ hat did Jon think .ibout the educa¬ 
tion of boys —befi'te he knew where he was, of course, he 
would be having one hiiii'clf ' It hurt her to s.iv that, 
and, while saying it, .she se.irtlud ins [,ice ; hut ii told her 
nothing. 

“We’ve put Kit down for \\ iiuliesier Do yon believe 
in the Public Sdiooh, Jon ! Or do you think they 're out 

of date ? ” 

“Yes; and a good thing, too” 

“ How f ” 

“I mean I should send him there.” 

“I see,” said hlcur. "Do you know, Jon, vou really 
have changed. You wouldn't ii,a\e said that, 1 believe, 
six years ago." 

“ Perhaps not. Being out of England makes you believe 
in dams. Ideas can’t be left to swop around in the blue. 
In England they’re not, and that’s the beauty of it.” 

. “ I don’t care what happens to ideas,” said Fleur, “ but 
I don’t like stupidity. The Public Schools-” 

“Oh, no; not really. Certain things get cut and dried 
there, course ; but then, they ought to.” 

Fleur leaned forward, and with faint malice said ; “ Have 
you become a moralist, my dear I ” 

Job aiMweied glumly; 
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“ Whv, nrv- no morn rr.i«on ! ’’ 

“ Do \ou rciik-nihor our null, by tlio rivrr ? " 

“1 toki you btforc—1 rumcmlicr everything " 

Fleur re truincJ her h.<nd fri>m .» hc.in winch had given 
j jump 

“ W e nc.irh quarrelk J bce.iu-'C I s.uJ 1 hated people for 
their 'liipid iricliics and w.niuJ them to stew in their 
own juice " 

‘‘^'cs; and 1 said 1 pi'e.d them Wdll'* 

“RLpri"ion le ^t,i['id. sou know, jon ” And, by 
m'tinct, addid ''Thi:' .shs I n.u.l.t the I'ublic Schools. 
Tlie-s teach it." 

“ TliCs 're U'.etul , ills, I ieur,'' and his eyes twinkled. 
Fhur pursid lur h;'- .‘'he did not mind. But she 

would make 1 ini sorrs i -r ili.it . i" < lu'e his compunction 
would Ik .1 trump i.irt in her hand 

*’ 1 know pirieetlv will, " .she ..iid, “ tli.it I m 3 snob*-! 
was c.iilcei .VO puMkIs 
■•W hat'" 

•■Oil, -.cs; there was a cave ibout it ” 

*■ Who dared ' " 

“Oil! mv dear, tli.at’v aneient liivory. But of coatte 

vou kncw -Fr.mcis W'llmot mast hase-” 

Jon rn.ide a horritied geviure. 

■■ Fleur, you never thoui;ht 1-’’ 

•• Oh, but, ot course ! Why not ? " A trump, indkted ! 
Jon veued her h.ind. 

“ Fleur, say you knew I didn’t-” 

Fkur slmigged her shoulders. “My dear, yon have 
lived too long among the primitives. Over here we (tab 
each other daily, and no harm done.” 

He dropped her hand, and she looked at him from beneath 
her lids. 

“ 1 was only teasing, Jon. It's good for primitivet to 
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have their lef's pullcii P.irlons Pautre chnte. H.ivc vou 
found V‘>ur plate, lo grow things, yet ? ” 

“ Practically.” 

“ Where " 

“About four miles from Wansdon, on the south .side of 
the Downs—Green Hill F.irni Fruit—a lot of glis.s, and 
some arable." 

“Why, it must be ehoe to uheri Fm going with Kil 
That’-s on the sea ,iiul onK Ine links from Wansdon .\o, 
Jon; don't be .il iriiied We shall onK he there ihree 
weeks at most " 

“Alarmed! It's \er\ j.fK. We shall see you there. 
Perhaps we shall meet at Goodwood .in\w.u 

'* I’ve been thinking - " Fleur p iiised, .nid .igain siie 
Stole a look. “ V\'e r.ii: be steadv Iriinds, [on, can't we ! ” 

Jon answered, vvilhoul loi-king up. “ 1 hope so ” 

If his face h.id cle.irod, .irid his votee had been he.in\, 
how different—how much slower—would hace been the 
beating of her he.irt ' 

“Then that’s all right,” she murmured. “ I'te been 
wanting to say that to you c’.er since .Ascot Here we 
are, and here we shall be—and anything else would he 
silly, wouldn’t it ’ This is not the roinainir age.” 

“ H’m! ” 

“What do you me.m b\ that unpleasant noise ? ” 

“ I always think it’s rot to talk about ages being this or 
that. Human feelings remain the same.” 

“ Do you really think they do ? The sort of lift we live 
affects them. Nothing’s worth more than a tear or two, 
Jon. I found that out. But I forgot—you h.itc cynicism. 
Tell me about Anne. Is she still liking England ? ” 

“ Loving it. You see, she’s pure Southern, and the 
South’s old stiU, too, in a way—or some of it is. What she 
likes here is the grass, the birds, and the villages. She 
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df>csn't fed homesick AnJ. of course, she loves the riding ’* 
“ I suppose she's pidkin^ up Fn^jlish fast r ** 

And to ).ts stare she niadt her fate quite candid. 

I should like \ou to like her/’ he said, uistfuily. 

“Oh ' of C(Hirsc 1 shall, v\h«n I know her,” 

Hut a fit rce little w.ar ot <.ontem| t passed up from her 
heart Wliit did h' think -h> v^.l^ in idi of' Like her! 
A Ctrl uho h\ in hi' arms, wh" would he the mother of 
hi'children l.dehtr' \nd s|k Iny m t<» talk :»lx>ut the 
preser\ iiion ol l{o\ Hill \n 1 d! tin rot oj liic way till 
jon i:''t uir at J’ulhMr.'ii;.'}i, '} ■ w.is more war\ than a cat 
-•i.a>u.d aiul frundl., wuh Oc.ir candid eves, and A hlllc 
tremble up at hni. wiicn -h' 'aid 

'r.o'.r, tlien, at (ioodwfM>d, it not l»cforc ! Idiis 
/,;• Ixeri a jollv a< i idcnt ' ” 

liut <<n the wav to lier houl, driving' in a station fly 
through air that smelled ot ovsters, she folded her Ups 
iK-twecn her tf« th, and her v^c.> were damp bcocath her 
frowning brow*. 



CHAPTER IX 
Bi r—JON ! 

But Jon, who h.i.i o\ir livi,' to walk, started with 
the words of the Old En^di'ili sont,’ heating a silent tattoo 

within him: 

“How happy could I he vMtli either, 

Were t'other dear iliarnier away ! ’’ 

To such confusion had he eoiiie, contrary to intention, 
but in accordance with the impulses of a loyal disposition. 
Fleur had been his first love, Anne his second But Anne 
was his wife, and Fleur the wile of another, .A man could 
not be in love with two women at once, so lie was tempted 
to conclude that he was not in love with eitlicr. Why, 
then, the queer sensations of his circulatory system ? Was 
popular belief in error i A Frencii, or Old-Enghsh way of 
looking at his situation, did not occur to him. He had 
tnanded Anne, he loved Anne—she was a darling ! There 
it ended! Why, then, w.ilking along a grassy strip beside 
the loadt did he think almost c.\clusivclv of Fleur ? How¬ 
ever cynical, or casual, or just friendly she might seem, she 
no more deceived him than she at heart wished to. He 
knew she had her old feeling for him, just as he knew he 
had it, or some of it, for her. But then he had feeling for 
another, too. Jon was not more of a fool than other men, 
nor was iwaadpe self-deceiving. Like other men before 
him, hi to face what was, and to do what he 

believed Va he right; or, rather, not to do what he believed 

90S 
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to be wronE. Nor h.iJ he ,m\ doufn .K to what was wrong. 
His trouble w.is more simple li consisted in not having a 
control of hb thought' .ind ftvhngs greater than that with 
which ant m.in ha' hitherto been endowed After all, it 
had not been hi' f.iult that Ik had ome liren wholly in lov»c 
with ricur, nor ih.it 'In I'.,.! bcin wholly in love with him ; 
i,ot hi' fiiilt iImi he I'.i.i me! her .ig.iin, nor that she waj 
still in lou with him .Nor .ciin w.i' it Im f.iult that he 
w Ill hwe with hi. 1, Itm l.iii I md tin d ol Iwing out of it. 

It w.i' not hi' t i,,lt ih.it lie hill illi n in love a second 
time or ni oruil the oi')i. ' oi l.i. itbiiions Nor, so far 
.1' he Col Id 'te. u 1. It 1,1- lo.ii III, it the ■•ight and the 
Sound .iiid till 'll tit .md II' i.iiuh of 1 h.-iir had revived 
sonic III hi- hill' 1 r h I Im-: IK w ,e in iic the less disgusted 
.It III. d'li.bli In iri.dn'.", i".i In w.illn'd now fast, now 
slow, while tin '.in 'hilt' .1 o',, r .nJ .irm k on .1 neck always 
'in-itiic 'line 1.1' I "lull "I till -im 111 (ir.in.ij.i. Presently, 
lie 'lopprJ .md h.ind mrr ,1 gii< He h.id not been long 
enough b.ick in I'lii'l.ind ici h ,m got met its beauty on a 
lint d.iv. He w.i' .ilw is - -to; ping .ind Ic.ming over gates, 
or in other w.iys, .i- \ .il t.dl'.d 11, niisining! 

Though It u.i, .ilre.ids tin hr-i d.iy of the Eton and 
H.irrow M.itch, which In' t..ilicr h.id hecn wont to attend 
so religiously, hay harsc-t w.is h.irily over, and the Scent 
of st.«cki d hay .still in the .or The Downs lay bdoie him 
to the south, ligliicJ .dong their northern skijses. Red 
Sussex cattle were .'t,injing under some trees close to the 
gate, dribbling, and slowly swishing their tails. And away 
over there he could 'cc others lingering along the bitlHiide. 
Peace lay thick on the land. The corn in that next field had 
an unearthly tinge, neither green nor gold, under theslamh^ 
snnlight. .And in the restful beauty ol the esrtning Jem 
could well perceive the destructiveness of love—aB cfflotian 
so sweet, reaiicu, and chriUing, that it drained Nature of 
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its colour and peace, made those who suffered from it 
bores to their fellows and useless to the life of everyday. 
To work—and behold Nature in her moods ! Why couldn’t 
he get away to that, away from women ? Why'—like 
Holly’s stsry of the holiday slum girl, whose family came 
to see her off by train—why couldn't he ju.st get away and 
say : “ Thank Gawd ! I’m shut o’ that lot ! ” 

The midges were biting, and he walked on. Should he 
tell Anne that he had come down with Meur ! Not to tell 
her was to stress the importance of the incident; but to 
tell her was somehow dis.igree.ihle to him And then he 
came on Anne hcr.self, without .i hat, .sitting on a gate, her 
hands in the potktls of her jumper \'ery liosome and 
straight she looked 

“ Lift me down, Jon ! ” 

He lifted her down in a prolonged m.inner. And, almost 
instantly, said: 

“Whom do you think I tr.ivelled with f Fleur Mont. 
We ran up .against each other .it \'ictoria She’s taking 
her boy to Loring next week, to convalesce him.” 

" Oh ! I’m sorry.” 

“ Why ? ” 

“Because I’m in love with you, Jon” She tilted her 
cliin, so that her straight and shapely nose hxiked a little 
more sudden. 

“ I don’t see-” began Jon. 

“ You sec she’s another, I saw that at .Ascot. I reckon 
I’m old-fashioned, Jon.” 

“That’s all right, so am I.” 

She turned her eyes on him, eyes not quite civilised, nor 
quite American, and put her arm round his waist. 

“ Rondavel’s off his feed. Greenwatcr’s very upset 
about it.” 

“ ‘ Very,’ Anne,” 
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“ Well, yiiu c.in’t pronounce ‘ very ‘ as I pronounce il, 
any more than 1 can .i'> mu Jo " 

“ Sorrr Hut sou tolJ me to remind you. ItN silly, 
tliouirli «liy shouldn't sou spc.ik your own lingo t ” 

“ Hcc.iusc 1 ss.int to spc.ik like sou,” 

*'\V.int, then, not ss.mnt ” 

" D.imn ' ” 

‘‘ All n(,’ht, J.irlini; Hut im't sour linpo just as good f ” 

.Anne disencMitcJ h' r .trm 

“ No, sou don't tliiiik th.it You're .mfully glad to be 
through sMth the Ameru in .uscnt sou ,ir/. Jon.” 

" It's 11.1tur.1l to hke one's own countrs's Ixtst." 

"Well, I do ss.int -there!—to speak English. I’tn 
English bs l.m, noss, .mJ bs- descent, all but one French 
great-grandmother If sve have children, they’ll be 
English, .inJ sve’rc going to live m England. Shall you 
take (ireenhill E.irni ’ " 

“ Yes .And I'm not going to play at things any more. 
I've plascJ tssicc, and thus time I'm going all out.” 

" You weren't pi is mg in .North (’.irolina.” 

“ Not exactly. Hut this is Jiffercni It didn’t matter 
there.—What arc peaches, anyw.is It doe* here — it 
matters a lot I mean to make it pay,” 

” Bully !” said Anne , “ I mcan--cr -splendid. Bull 
never believed )Ou’d say that.” 

" Paying’s the only proof I'm going in for comatoe*, 
onions, asparagus, and figs , and I mean to work the araWe 
for all it’s worth ; and if I can get any more land, I will." 

“ Jon 1 What energy ! ” .And she caught bold of hi* 
chin. 

“ All right 1 ” said Jon, grimly. “ You watch out, and 
see if I don’t mean it.” 

“ And you’ll leave the house to me i I’ll make h jtwt 
too loveJy! ” 
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“ That’s a bargain.” 

“ Kiss me, then.” 

With her lips parted and her eyes looking into his, with 
just that suspicion of .i squint v.liicli made them so enticing, 
Jonthought; ‘ It’s quite simple. Tlic other thing's absurd. 
Why, of course ! ’ lie kissed her foreliead and bps, bur, 
even while he did so, he seemed to see Eleur trembling up 
at him, and to hear lier words; ".-In revotr ! It 'Xds a 
jolly accident! ” 

“Let’s go and have a look .it Rondavel,” ho s.nd. 

In his box, when ilm.-e two went in, the grev colt stood 
by the far wall, ulK coiuempl.mng a carrot m thu h.ind of 

Groenwatei. 

“Qean off 1 ” said the latter over his shoulder : " It’s 
good-bye to Goodwood ! The colt’s .-ick ” 

What had Eleur said ; " Au recoir .n Goodwood, if not 

before 1” 

“ Perhaps it’s just a megrim, Greenw.iter,’’ said .Anne. 

“No, Ma’am ; the horse h.is got a temperature. Well, 
we’U vria the Middle Park Plate with him yet.” 

Jon, passed his hand over the coh'.s quarter : “ Poor old 
son! Funny! You can tell he's not fit by the feel of his coat!” 

“ You can that,” replied Gretnwator ; " But wliere's he 
got it from f There isn't a sick horse that I know of 
anywhere about. If there’s anything in the world more 

pervene than horses !- We didn't train him far Ascot, 

ami he goes and wins. We meant him for Goodwood, and 
he's gone anmt. Mr. Dank wanes me to give him some 
South African stuff I never heard of.” 

” Tbey have a lot of horse sickness out there,” said Jon. 
•See,*said the trainer, stretching his hand np to the colt’s 
eats j “ no kiefc in him at all! Looks like blackberry 
ikknets qot of season. I’d give a good deal to know how 
he {»dccd it np.” 
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The tnri younj; people left him standing by the colt’s 
dejected head, his dark, li i«k-!ike face tlirust fonsard, as 
if trying to read the vti'itions uithm his favourite. 

That nigiit, Jon \\<nt up, Ivimist .1 l*v Val’s opinions on 
Comnitnii'in, ilir Lahour I’aru, the i|ualitics inherent in 
the off-spriiii’ ot ■>hip,ng Oom,' nith a dissertation on 
horse skkiK-'s 111 ."S' iuth Atrk,. llciniereJ a dim bedroom. 
.\ white figure wi -.11:1 hug ti the window It turned 
wiieii he came 111 .ir iiid riung its .irnis round him. 

‘ J'.n, \ou rit'i'ip'i home me” 

■■\\h\ '.hould I 1 

'■ liic.uisi Ill'll do li. I.i. ., u’s 11"I the fashion to be 
f.iillitul ” 

" liosli' " Slid i 111, g'Tiil. , ■ II ' jii't as much the 
l.islimn .1' 11 I •r w,. 

■' I'm 1,1.id wt -i..oi’t 111 g- .iig M fi ii'JuooJ. I'm afraid 
of her. .■'In's -11 elm r ■■ 

“ Heur 

" Vou ■j.ct m lovi with 111 1, joii, f f 1 1 it in ray boneti 

1 wish, tou'd told ri' 

Jon ksiti'-d liL-kh li'r 111 Ilk window, 

" Why ’ " he .'■aid, JulU 

hhe did not answer 'lii. siood side by side in the 
breathless warmth, ni'iih' passed th'.ir faces, a night-jar 
churred in the -ilcncc, and now and then, from theatables, 
came tin 'tamp ot .1 sUepless liofse Suddenly Anne 
stretched out her hand 

“ Over there—somewhere -he’s awake, and wanting 
\<ju. I'm not happy, Jon " 

” Don’t be morbid, darling ! ” 

“ But I'm not happ), Jon.” 

Like a great child—slim urhin his arm, her cimk 
pressed to his, her dark carlock tickling his neck I And 
suddenly her lips came round to hia, vehement. 
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“ Love me ! ” 

But when she w.is asleep, Jon lay wakeful. Moonlipht 
had crept in and there was a ghost m the room—a glmst 
in a Goya drc.s,s, twirling, holding out its skirt.s, beckoning 
with its eyes, and with its lips seeming to whisper ■ “ Me, 
too ! Me, too ! ” 

And, raising him.self on his elbow, lie looked resolutely at 
the dark head beside him No ! There was—there should 
be nothing but that in the room 1 Reality—reality 1 



CH\PTFR X 

T!Mr iMis(. AM) iin^ rinvc 

On tilt fitlli’WHJi; Monti..It Iti lit! V.^] s.4id to Holly: 
** Li-tcn to liih ! 

*’ Dl AK 1 )aK III 

“ 1 tliink. I t.in tlo vou .1 _L'i>oJ turn I have some in¬ 
formation tn.it ti>nctrns \our ‘>lttp:nj; l)o\c’ colt and 
\our ^tabl( ^'tncr.ilK, v\orth .» ^'riat dtal more than the 
!ift\ pounds which I hope \ou may loci inclined to pay 
lor It Arc \ou coming up to week-end? If 

so, can I '’cc V'lU at the Bruinnidl ' Or 1 could come to 
Green Street ii \uu prdcr it IiA n dU rather vital. 

“binunU \our*, 

"AllIKlY Stainpord.” 

“ That fellow airain ! ” 

“ Pay no attention, \’al ” 

“1 don’t kno\\,” ^.ad \’ai, clumly “Some gang or 
other arc taking altogether i-io much interest in the colt. 
Grcenvvatcr’s very uneasy. TJ i>ettcf get to the bottom 
of it, if I can.’’ 

“ Consult your Uncle, then, first. He’s still at your 
Mother’s.” 

\’al made a wry face. 

“ Yes,” said Holly; “ but he’ll know what you can do 
and what you can't. You really mustn’t deal ^gkbanded 
with pcopk like that.” 
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“ All right, then. There’s hanky-panky in the wind, 
I'm sure. Somebody knew all about the colt at 
Ascot.” 

He took the morning tr.iin and arrived at his mother’s 
at lunch time. She and .\iinettc were liinrhing-out, but 
fioames, who was lunching-in, cro—cd a cold h.ind with his 
nephew’s. 

“ Have \oi' still gut ill.(I j iiung man and his wife sla)ing 
with you ? ” 

“ Yes,” .s.tid \’.il 

“ Isn’t he ever giane lu du .nn ih-ng ’ ” 

On being told th.it jun w.ts .thu.it to do something, 

Soames grunted 

“Farm — in Engi.ind ■ Wii.it’s )a u.mt to do th.ii t.,r ; 
He’ll only throw his mutits .tw.n .Miuh hitter go I'.'ck 
t3 America, or some oiher new coumrt Wliv ilue-i.'t lu. 
try South Afne.i Hi' h ill-hrottur died out then " 

“He won’t ie.ne I'.ngl.ind .igain, I'nclc .'so.inH' seems 
to have developed quite a leeling for the old countn.” 

Soames mastic.ited 

“Amateurs,” he s.nd, "all the \oung Eorsstes. How 
much has he got .i \ e.ir ! " 

“ The same as I lolly .md her h.ill'-sistcr—only about two 
thousand, so long as Ins mother’s .dive ” 

Soames looked into ins winegl.is.s .md took from it an 
isiiBimaimal piece of cork. His motiicr! She was in Paris 
again, he was told. Sie must h.ave three thousand a year, 
now, at least. He remembered when she had nothing but 
a beggarly fifty pounds a vear, .md that fifty pound.s too 
mudh, putting the thought of independence into her head. 
In Paris again ! The Bois dc Boulogne, that Green N iobe 
•e-a]} drialdng water, he remembered it still, and the scene 
between them there. . . . 

“ What have you come up for f ” be said to Val 
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“This Unc-le Stumc"!.*’ 

Soar.ic'' fixed on hi*- nov,* the he had ju*t began 

to nad tor rc.*dmg purposes, r^ad the letter, and returned 
It ii>).!' ntplicvv. 

l\' kiinvMi inipudi’Kc in m\ time, hur thiiehu})-—— I ** 
“ U hat do \ou It ^.oninv'nd ra to do : '* 

“ I’lU h It ini't ['u \\ istt p ij'v r iskct *’ 

\ |] shook hlV hr id 

M.urdord dropp* l in -in in.* one day at \Van>doO. I 
tf)ld him nothiMi;, t^ui \ ou rjon r.hi r ue couldn’t get more 
th.iii lour-, .it \s.ot. .tnd a i- K--nJ.ucr-« first outing. 
And now the coit\ snk ju^t b-ih.od>A*H)d; tiicrc’s u 
^cre.v hxfsc sonic'.\!’t.’< 

“ U hat Jo \ ou thinK 0} il in;o. tlkon ' ” 

“ I rlu'UL'hi Fd s. r him, .aul 'liit pirh.qs you’d like to 
be pri-'/tii, lo li! p !!.' ironi i;i .kiiij i f'»o| ot my.self.” 

“ i’iun’s s.,:ii thi'U' in ih.ii,“ • ml ^o.)nlts. “This 
fellow's the o.oic‘t raffi m I cvf'r laim .uross.” 

*■ fit's pidijrii stmk, Fiulc >u.inu-. llkKni will tell.^ 

M'm ! " nijttert J >oanus “ Weil, h.ivc him here, if 
you niu'it see iiun, but dear the r(K»ni hrsi and tell Smithcr 
to put nway the uinbrell.is ” 

Having seen Fleur ..nd his i^randv-n of? to the tea that 
mominp, he felt flat, espeeiallv .is mdcc her departure, he 
had gatlicrcd from the map at Sussex that she would be 
quite near to Wansdon and the young man who was alwayt 
now at the back his thoughts. The notion of a retunt 
match with ‘ this ruffian ’ Stamford, was, therefore, id the 
nature of a distraction. And, as stxm as the messenger' was 
gone, he tiK>k a chair whence he could see the street. On 
second thoughi.s he had not spoken about the umhndlat--* 
it was not quite dignified; but he had counted theitt. Tlw 
day was worm and rainy, and, through the open wbdsir 
of that ground-floor dining-room, the air of &reet 
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came in, wetted and a little charged with the scent of 
servants’ dinners. 

“ Here he is,” he said, suddenly, “ languid beggar ! ” 

Val crossed from the sidcho.ird and stood behind his 
Uncle’s cli.iir. Su.imes mined une.isili This fellow and 
his nephew laid been .it College together, and had—goodness 
knew what other vices in common 

“ By Jove ! ” he heard \ .il mutter : “ He does look ill.” 

The ‘languid begg.ir ' wore ihe same d.irk suit and hat, 
and the same slim elegance th.it boames had first noted 
on him ; a raised esebrou and the h.ilf-lidded eyes despised 
as ever the bitter crow’s-footed exhaustion on his face. 
And that indefinable look of a damned soul, lost to all but 
its contempt for emotion, awakened within Soames, just .as 
it had before, the queerest little quirk of sympathy. 

“ He’d better have a drink,” he said. 

Val moved back to the sideboard 

They heard the bell, voices m the hall; then Smither 
appeared, red, breathless, deprecatory. 

“Will you .see that gentleman, sir, who took the you 
know what, sir i ” 

“ Show him in, .Smither ” 

Val turned towards the door. So,imcs remained seated. 

The ‘ languid beggar ' entered, nodded to \'al, and raised 
hi* eyebrows at Soames, who said : 

“ How d’you do, Mr. Stainford .’ ” 

“ Mr, Forsyte, I think i ” 

“ Whisky or brandy, Stainford ? ” 

Brandy, thanks.” 

" Smoke, won’t you ! You wanted to see me. My 
node here is my solicitor.” 

Soames saw Stainford smile. It was as if he had said : 
“ Really t How wonderful these people are ! ” He lighted 
the proSered cigar, and there was silence. 
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“Well ? ” said Val, at last. 

“I’m sorry your ‘Sleeping? Dove’ cole’s gone amiss, 
D.irtie “ 

“ How did \<.u know that ’ “ 

“ Kv.ictK 1 Uut lH.fort 1 toll \ou, d’vou mind ijiving me 
litu pounds jihl \our word iliat ms nanu*’s ntit mentioned “ 

So.imts and Iu5 nepiiew stared m mIcikc At last Val 
said 

“What i:uarantee hase I that \our information’s worth 
liUy pounds, or e\rn five ? “ 

“The fact that 1 knew vour tolf h.»d gone amiss” 

Howc\er i^'norant of rhe turt, S'.imes could sec that the 
fellow had su'rcd 

“ Vt)U nu.m \ou know where the iiak.ige is ? ** 

Stamford nodded 

“ We Were College pals,” said \ al “ What would you 
expect me to d(< if I knew that about a stable of yours f ^ 

“ Mv dear Dartic, there’s no analogy. VouVe a man of 
means, I’m not ” 

Trite expressions were knocking against Soames’ plate. 
He swallowed them Wliai use in talking to a chap like 
this! 

“ Fiftv pounds IS a lot,” said \ al. “ Is your infonsation 
of real value ? ” 

“ Yes—on my word of honour.” 

Soames sniffed audibly 

“ If I buy this leakage from you,” said Val, “ can you 
guarantee that it won’t break out in another direction ? ” 

“ Highly improbable that two pipes will leak in your 
stable.” 

“ 1 find 11 hard to believe there’s one.” 

“ Well, there is.” 

Soames saw his nephew move up to the taUe and bqpn 
counting over a roll of notes. 
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“Tell me what you know, first, and I’ll pive them to 
you if on tlic face of it your information’s probahlc I 
won’t mention )our name ’’ 

Soami's saw tlic languid lyelirou'- lift. 

“ I’m not so distrustful as \oii, Dartie Get riJ of a boy 
called Sinnet—that's wlure tour stable leak.s.’’ 

“ Sinnet .’’’ said Val; "My bc.st boy H'hat proof 
have you ! ” 

Stainford took out a dirts pieci- of writini' papir .ind 
held it up. V'al read .iluiid 

“’The ftrey Colt’s amiss .ill neht -iu’ll Ise no aood for 

Goodwood.' All riylit .’ " In rept-.iteJ ; '' Docs th.it mean 
he engineered it .’ " 

Stainford sliruyped his shoulders. 

“Can I have this bit of p.iper ’ ’’ s.iid \'al. 

' “ If you’ll promi.se not to shnw it to him.” 

Val nodded, .ind took the paper, 

“ Do you know hi.s wntini' f ” asked Soames; “ ,411 this 
i* very fishy.” 

“ Not yet,” said \’al, and to Soames’ liorror, put the 
notes into the outstretched h.ind The little sigh the 
fellow gave was distinctly audible. V.al said suddenly : 
“Did you get at him the d.iy you came down to see 

roe I” 

Stainford smiled faintly, shrugged liis shoulders again 
and turned to the door. “ Good-bye, Dartie,” lie said. 

Soanes’ mouth fell open, The return match w.a6 o\'er! 
1 ^ fellow had gone ! 

" Here I" he said. “ Don’t let him go like that. It’s 
monstrous.” 

“Dam* funny 1 ” said Val suddenly, and began to l.iugh. 
"OhI dan’ funny!” 

“ Funny I ” muttered Soames. “ I don’t know what 
the worid’s coming to.” 
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** Never mind, Uncle Soames. He’s taken fifty of the 
Ix-'i off me, but it wa^ wortJi it. Sinnet, my best boy ! ” 

^()nmcs continued to mutter: 

“To Corrupt one of your men, and cci you to pay him 
for it. If'' the limit ” 

‘*Tliat'> wii.it tul.li' me, riuk »''o.imcs. Well, ru 
b.ick to U uii'.don now, .mJ ;,'ei riJ of ih.it young 
blackL’UurJ ” 

" I ''lioiilJift hue an\ ^cru}'! . it I were \ou, in Celling 

himcMKlh I.OW \0UL'‘t tin K’ M\kvlC‘.'' 

i . 1 'i.'f kn"W 111 /-rd'' Mil lu^ beam ends. 
I’rn Hot .i iiior.di't, but 1 tiiiiin I'ii k< if' my word to him.” 

for .1 moim lu bo.iiiu' '..ud noil,nut, then, wnli a sideluf^i' 
^l.inic at 1.1' til phi \\ • 

“Will, p .h.p-. i'lit ii< oti/t.t to bi locked up.” 

With th-''' 'A'.rvi' h' wall. / ,iUo the liall .ind COOntcd 
the umbrella' liair nuiiilur ua' undiniiiii.ihcd, and 
takirr; om oi tkuii, lit wait i>'H lb leli in need of air. 
With the ixaptioti mI th.a I'Jiler'on aiiatr, he had cn* 
countered htilc di !,>:,(in In- lime, and that 

»»nl\ in eoiint’> tion w.t‘’ the k-iMr ilin-*c-'', One could 
forgive .1 pix>r devil ol a tr imp, or t\tn a clerk or dos&etltc 
*trv.mt dhev lud umpi.itfu’s and 10 particular trac¬ 
tions to live up to Hut what was coming 10 thc Worfd, 
il you couldn't reh on g'-nilcnicn in .1 ‘Simple matter like 
honesty! Lvery dav one read (a^cs, and for every one 
that came into Court one might l>e sure there were a dozes 
th.'it didn’t! And when you .iddcd .ill thc kanky*pinky 
in thc Cit\, all the dubious commissions, bribery of thc 
police, sale of honours — though he believed tbat had been 
put a stop to— all thc dicky-dcahng over contract*, it wif 
enough to make one’s hair sund on end. They migh; meet 
at thc past, and no doubt there waa more temputsom tft 
the present, but something simple and itrai^tforward 
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seemed to h.i\c perished our of life By hook or By crook 
people h.id to pet their ends, vsould no longer wait for their 
ends to come to them Keervbodv was m such a hurrv to 
make gixid, or rather bad ! (let money at all costs—look 
at the quack remedies they sold and the Books thev pub¬ 
lished nowadays, iMthout caring for truth or dccenev or 
anything. .'\nd the .aUertisemenls ! (lood laird! 

In the gloom of these refltction.s he had come to West¬ 
minster. He miglit as well c.dl m ai South Bquare .ind sec 
if Fleur had tilephoned her arriv.il .it the sea ! In the hall 
eight hats of diflerinu sh.ipe .ind tolour l.iy on the to.it- 
sarcophagus What the deuce w.is going on A sound of 
voices came from the dining-room, then the peculiar drone 
of somebody m.iking .1 speech hi.uie meeting or other ol 
Michael’s, and the measles onU just out ol the house ! 

“ What's going on here ? ” he said to Co.iker 
“ Something to do with llie slums, sir, 1 belieec , thev're 
converting ol them, I heard .Mr Mont sa\ " 

“Don’t put my liat with t)u>sc,'' s.iid Soames ; “ have 
you had any me.ss.igc from your mistress i ” 

“ Yes, sir. Tiicy h.id a giwd journey The little dog 
was sick, I believe. He will have Ins own way.’’ 

“ Well,” said So.imes, “ I’ll go up .ind wait in the study.’’ 
On getting there, he noticed a water-colour drawling on 
the bureau: a tree with large d.ark green leaves and 
globular golden fruit, against a silvery sort of background — 
peculiar thing, amateurish, but somehow arresting. Under¬ 
neath, he recognised his daughter’s handwriting : 

“ The Golden Apple ; F M. 1926.” 

Really he had no idea that slic could use water-colour 
as well as that! Siic was a clever little thing! And he 
put the dravidng up on end where he could see it better! 
Apple I Passion-froit, he would have said, of an ex¬ 
aggerated site. Thoroughly uneatable—they had a glow 
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like l.intcrns. Fcirbiddcn fruit! Eve might hai'c given 
tlicm to Ad.ini. W.11 tins thing svmh'dici Did it 
fancifully reveal her thouglits ? And in front of it he fell 
into sombre mood, which was broken by the opening of the 
door. Michael h.id entered. 

“ H.illo, Sir! ” 

“ H«ilu 1 " itj’iie j Soames : “ W hat's this thing f ” 



CHAPTER XI 
cONvriiiiS'; riii “.irvis 

In an Age governed .iltno-t evehisivth- h\ Committee', 
Mich.iel kncu'f.urU well wlo.t Cmnmittees vsen got erne J I'V 
A Committee nui-'t not rn---t ti,,, ^oon ,tiler loitj, Itjr then 
the Committeemen uitiilJ eUep , imr tito s'lon hcl'ore fitod, 
because then the C'imniitieetn< n uoul.J he exeit.thle Tlu 
Committeemen ■'hmild he .tilie.tui to oi\ uli.it thee liheii, 
_^ithout direction, until e.itli u o tired ol lie.tnne the other- 
say it. But tliere mii-t hi -oin.-oiie preetnl, preler.ihiv the 
Chairman, who s.nd little, thouelit more, and could he 
relied on to he .lu.ike uhen tl.it moment u.i-. re.iched. 
whereupon a middle point toned ht him to t\h.iu-ted 
receivers, would proh.ihh iv .idopted 

Having secured hit bishop, .met bir (iodtrey Beditin, who 
specialised in chests, and tailed uith his Uncle Lionel 
Charwell, who h.id scented the uork destined for Lady 
Alison his vtife, Michael convenod the first meeting for 
duee o’clock in South Square on the day of Fleur’s de¬ 
parture for the .sea. Hilary uas present, and a young 
woman, to take them down. Surprise came early. Thet 
aU attended, and fell into conversation around the Spanish 
taUe, It was plain to Michael that the bishop and Sir 
Timothy Fanficld had expectations of the Chair; and he 
kicked hit father under the table, fearing that one of them 
mi^t propose the other in the hope of the other proposing 
the one. Sir Lawrence then murmured: 

•* My deal, that’s my shin.” 

918 
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“ I know,” muttered Michael ; “ shall we get on with 
it?” 

Dropping his eyeglaas. Sir Lawrence said ; 

“ Kxactly! Gentlemen, I propuM- that the Squire takes 
the Chair. Will you second that, Marquess I ” 

Tlie Marquess nodded. 

d’he blow was well received, .ind ihe >qiiire prt»ccedcd 10 
the head of tlie table. He be g.in .o Iwllows — 

“ I won't beat .ibout the bush You all know as much 
about It as I do, whieli is prechius little Hie wleile thing 
is the ide.i <if .Mr llil.iry Ch.irwell le re, -o I'll .i-k him to 
e.vplain It to us The slums are C't breeders, and verminous 
intei the bargain, ,ind ,mvthing we e.ui do to abate this 
nuis,inre, 1, for eerie, should be li.ippv to do \\ ill you give 
tongue, Mr. C'hanvell ' '' 

llil irv dropped at once into a warm, witty and thorough 
exposition of his views, dwelling p.iriu ul.irlv oh the human 
char.ieter of a problem ” hitherio,'' la .s.iid, “ almost 
cxdu.sively contined to Uoroiigh Couneil', Higotry and 
Blue Books.” That he had m.ide an impression WU 
mstantlv demonstrated by the bur/ ot voices. The 
bquire, who was sitting with his head up and his heels 
down, his knees apart and his elbows close to his sides, 
muttered : 

" lart It rip! Can we smoke, Mont i ” And, refusing 
the cigars and cigarettes proffered bj .Michael, he filled a 
pipe, and smoked in silence for sev er.il minutes. 

“ Then we’re all agreed,” he said, suddenly, “ that wlwt 
we want to do is to form this Fund.” 

No one having as yet expressed any such opinion, tbi* 
was the more readily assented to. 

“ In that case, we’d better get down to it and draw'op 
our appeal” And, pointing his pipe at Sk Lawiesot^ 1* 
added: 
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■* You’ve got 'he gift of the gab with a pen, Mont , 
suppose you and the bishop and Charwcll here go into 
another room and knock us out a draft Pitch it strong, 
but no wntcnwirk' " 

When tlie designated three had oithdrawn, conversation 
broke out ag.on Mich.iel could hear tlie buuire and Sir 
Godfrey licdwin talking of distemper, and the Marquess 
discussing with Mr Montross tin electrification of the 
latter’s kitchen Sir Tiinoihc hanfield w.is staring at the 
Goya. He w.is .1 tall, h.in ni.in of about se\cnt_\, with a 
thin, hooked nose, brown t.ue, .ind l.irge white moustaches, 
who had been in the Household C.ivalry and come out of 
it. 

.A little afraid of his verdict on the Got a, .Mich.iel said 
hastily ; 

“ Well, Sir Timotln, the coal strike doesn’t end " 

"No; tlicv ought to lie shot I'm all for the working 
man ; but I’d shoot hi.s leaders lo-morrow ’’ 

" What about the mine-owners ! ” queried Michael 

" I’d shoot their leaders, t'Ki We shall never have 
industrial peace till we shoot somebody. Fact is, we 
didn’t shoot half enough people during the war. Conshies 
and Communist.s and Profiteers—I’d have had ’em all 
against a wall.’’ 

" I’m very glad you came on our Committee, sir," 
Michael murmured; " we want someone with strong 
views.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Sir Timothy, and pointing his chin towards 
the end of the table, he lowered his voice. “ Between 
ourselves—bit too moderate, the Squire. You want to 
take these scoundrels by the throat. I knew a chap that 
owned half a slum and had the (ace to ask me to subscribe 
to a Missionary Fund in China. I told the fellow he ought 
ttt btHhoT. Impudent beggar—he didn’t like it.” 
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“ No ? ” sniii Michael; and at this moment the youn^ 
woman pulled his sleeve. Was she to take anything down ? 
Not at present—Michael thcutrhi 
Sir Timoihv was aiiain siarmc at ilu Goya. 

“ i'amiK portrait * '* he said 
■■ No," s.Hti Mich.u 1, " It's a (t'>\ i " 

'• DeiKc It IS* G(j\ Is [ewish h>r Ghristian. Female 
L'iiristi.tn —wli.it ' " 

“No, sir Nanu ol liic punter *’ 

“ No idea there Were an) c Mept Murillo and \ elascjucv— 
ne\<r Kr aiutlnng like ih,rK no\s-,i d.as These mtidcrn 
painters,\ou know, oupht to lx tortured 1 s.i)/’.md again 
he hiwcrcd hi-' \on.c, “ hisfiop ' - whatthis’re always 
running som< hare «i their own \iui-Hinli-C<)nirol, or 
.Missions of .sorts U c want to i.ui this C3 population off at 
the r<K>t. Stop \m ha\mg b.ihks In }io(.k or crook ; and 
then shoot a ‘•lum landlord or two - Ji.il wuli both ends. 
Hut ilicv'II jin at a, Mni’Il sd l)’\ou know anything 
about ants " 

“ Only that tIic\Tc bus)," ^aKi Mich.iel. 

“ INc made a stud) of ’em Come down to my place in 
Hampshire, and I’ll show \oij nn shdts- most interestin’ 
inscct.s in the world." He li>wcred liis voice again ; 

“ WhoN that talkin' to the old Marquess ? What 1 The 
rubber man ? Jew, isn't he ^ Wliat axe h he grinding f 
The composition of thi.-t Commiiitc's wrong, Mr. Mont. 
Old Shropshire's a charmin’ old man, but—” Sir Timothy 
touched his forehead—" mad as a March hare about 
electricity. You’ve got a doctor, too. They’re too mealy* 
mouthed. What you want is a Committee that’ll go for 
those scoundrels. Tea ? Nc\cr drink it. Chap who 
invented tea ought to have been strung up.” 

At this moment the Sub-Committee re-entering the room, 
Michael rose, not without relief. 
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“ Hallo ! ” he heard the Squire say ; “ you’ve been 
pretty slippy.” 

The look of modest worth wliirli pas.sed over the faces of 
the Sub-Committee did not .-iltogothcr deceive Mich.iel, 
who knew that his Uncle h.ad brought the draft appe.il 
in his coat-pocket It wms now h.anded up, .and the Squire, 
putting on some horn-nmmed spectacles, began rc.idmg 
it aloud, as if It were an entry of hounds, or the rules of a 
race meeting Michael could not help feeling that what 
it lost it gained—the Squire and > niphasis were somehow 
incompatible. \\ hen he h.ij fitii-lied re.iding, the bquire 
said t 

“We can discuss it now, tlausi In- cl.iuse. But time’- 
getting on, gentlemen Per^oiMlI-., I think it about tills 
the bill. What do cou s.i\, bhropsiure : " 

The Marquess Ic.incd foru.ird .ind took his beard m his 

hand. 

“ An admirable draft, with one exception. Not sufficient 
stretsislaid on clectritii.iiion tjf the kitchens Sir (lodfrev 
will bear me out. You can't expect these poor people to 
keep their houses clean unless \ou can get rid of the smoke 
and the smells and the flies ” 

“Well, we can put in something more about that, if 
you’ll give us the wording, Shrop hire.’’ 

The Marquess began to write Michael saw Sir Timoth) 
twirl his moustaches. 

“Fni not satisfied,” he began, abruptly. “I want 
something that'll make slum landlords sit up. We’re here 
to twist their tails. The appeal’s too mild.” 

“ M-m 1 ” said the Squire ; ” What do you suggest, 
Fanfleldf” 

Sir Timothy read from his sliirt cuff. 

“ * We record our conviction that anyone who owns slum 
property ought W be riiot,’ These gentlemen-” 
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“ That won’t <\oy" sdiJ the Squire. 

“ Wliy not ’ " 

“ All sorts of rc'jpect.iblc people own slum property— 
Wjd»nN‘s» Syndicates, Dukes, goodncss-knows-who! We 
c.m't ij<i calling them gentlemen, and sa)in’ they ought to 
be shot It won't da ” 

The b^hop Io.»ned hms (rJ • 

“ Mnrht we railier word it like ihi'> ? ‘The signatories 
much regret ih.ii those pef'ons uijo oun slum property 
arc not more ali\ e lo their n 'poiMi^ihiu”' to the community 
at large,’ ” 

“ (iwd Lord ! ” bu^^t from ^ii 

“ I tlimk we miyiit pitch it '•irougcr th-jn that, EJishop,” 
said Sir Lawremc . “ iiiii \se ou^hi i., a l.iwyer here, 
to tell us cxacth Ikov far we c.m c t.” 

Michael turned to the Ch.urrn.in 

“r\c got one in the house, sir My fathcr>in'Uw-~-I 
saw him come in just now I darc'.u lit'd .idvisc us.” 

“ Old Forsyte ! ” said Sir Lawrence “ The very man. 
We ought to have him on the Committee, Squire. He*# 
well up in th« law ot libel.” 

“Ah!” said the .Marque''S. “Mr. Forsyte! By all 
means—a steady head ” 

“ Ixri’s co-('pt lum, then,” s.ud the Squire ; ” 4 lawyer’! 
always useful.” 

Michael went out. 

Having drawn the Fragonard blank, he went up to hil 
study, and was greeted by Soamts’ “ What’s this / ” 

“ Pretty good, sir, don’t you think ? It’s Fkui’fr—goC 
feeling.” 

“Yes,” muttered Soames; “too much, 1 shoulda’t' 
wonder.” 

“ You saw the hats in the hall, no doubt. My Slam 
Conversioo Committee oft just dralti&| their appeal, aftd 
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they’d be most friphtfully obliged to you, sir, as a lavveer, if 
you’d come doun and east tour eye over one or tun of the 
allusions to slum landlords Thev want to go just far 
enough, you know. In fact, il it vsouldn't bore vnu 
terribly, they’d like to co-opt you on the Committee ” 

“ W'ould they?” said boames: "And who are 
they ? ” 

Michael ran ot cr t Ik names 

Soames drew up a nostril "Lot of titles! Is this a 
wild-cat thing ! " 

“ Oh ! no, sir Our wish to t,a\e you on is a guarantee 
against that Resides, our Ch urm.in, Wilfred Bentvsorth. 
has refused a title three times " 

“Well,” said bo.imis, "I don't know I’ll lome and 
have a look at them ” 

“That’s very good ol tou I think \ou'll find them 
thoroughly re.spectable,"’ .md he preceded bo.inies down¬ 
stairs. 

“This is quite out of my hne," said bo.imes on the 
threshold. He was greeted with a number of little .sileni 
bows and nods. It w.is his impression that they’d been 
having a scr.ap. 

“Mr.-Mr. F brsyte," slid what he .supposed was this 
Benlworth, “we want you as a lawyer to come on tilts 
Committee and keep us—er—.str.nght—check our fire- 
eaters, like Eanfield there, if vou know what I mean ; ” and 
he looked over his tortoiscsliell spectacles at Sir Timothy 

“ yi&C Wk C.'i'k QVa klvVtw '«kll SA'i 'kft 'Jkfti’.’' 
He passed a sheet of paper to Soames, who had sat down 
' oa'a chair slipped under him by the young woman. Soames 

began to read: 

«‘ While we suppose that there may be circumstana 
which justify the possession of slum property, we never- 
thdea* regret profoundly the apparent indifference of most 
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slum owners to this tru.ii n.iiinn.il evil With the he.trty 
c(»M>perjii(>n <»f slum |.'r«*pcrt\ owners, much mi^ht be 
done which .it present uinnot be Jone We do not wish 
to hold them up to the e\ecr.ui>>n <■! .invone, but wc want 
them to ^e.^ll^c rh.u the\ must .it le.ist co-operatc in 
rid ot this blot on our 11\ ilis ition 
He rc.id n twice, iioldim,’ the end ot his nose between his 
thumb .md Hmrtr, then s.ud “ ' W< vlon't vMsh to hold 
th«.m up to il.e (xuriiioii of in\oni ’ If you don’t 
\ou don't. l)un wh\ so' Tin. v^ord ' c \ccr.Hion ’ ! 
H'm ' ” 

“Kx.utK!” s.iid tin Cli.nrnnn “Most v.ilu.ihlc to 
have \ou on the Committee, Mr - i ors\tc ” 

Not .It .di,” s.iid >oinies, si.irjin: roumi linn • “ I don’t 
know til It I’m <.onunt' on ” 

“Look hert, sir!” .\nd Sojims v.>w a fellow who 
looked likt .1 (iener.il in .1 sfor\ -Ix-ok, h mint,' low.irdn him : 
“ D’you mean to .sav we can’t use a mild word like ‘ cxccra* 
tion,’ when wc know the\ owuhi to be shot ’ " 

Soames gave a pile smile, it there wj-S a thing he 
couldn’t stand, it was militaribm 
“ Vuu can use it jf you like,” he said, *’ but nov with me 
or any other man of judgment on the Committee.” 

At his words at least tour members of the Committee 
burst into speech Had he s.md .anything tiK) strong ^ 
“We’ll pass that without those word’*, then,” said the 
Chairm.in. “Now for your cl.iuse about the kitchens, 
Shrop'hirc. Thai’s important ” 

The Marquess began reading; Soames looked at him 
almost with benevolence. They had hit it off very well 
over the Morland. No one objected to the addition, and 
it was adopted. 

“ That’s that, then. I don’t think there’s anything 
mare. I want to get off.” * 
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“A minute, Mr. Chairman.” Soamcs saw that the 
words were issuing from beliind a walrus-like moustache. 
“ I know more of these people than any of you here. I 
Started life in the slums, and I want to tell you something. 
Suppose you get some money, suppo.se you convert some 
streets, will you convert those people ? No, gentlemen; 
you won’t.” 

“ Their children, Mr Mi uuniss, their children,” said a 
man whom Soames recognised .is (>nc of those who h.id 
married Michael to his daughter 
"I’m not .igainst the .ippi.d, Mr. Charwcll, but I’m a 
self-made man and .i re.ilist, and I know what we're up 
against. I’m going to put some money into this, gen¬ 
tlemen, but I want \ou to know that I do so with my 
eyes open.” 

Soamcs .saw the eyes, mel.incholi .ind brown, fi.xed on 
himself, and had a longing to s.iy : “ You bet! ” But. 
looking at Sir Lawrence, he ‘.iw th.at ' old Mont ’ Imd the 
longing, too, and closed his lips firmly 

“Capital!” said the Chairman “Well, Mr. Eorsjtc, 
are you joining us ? ” 

Soames looked round the table. 

“I’ll go into the matter,” he Naid, “ and let you know.” 
Almost instantly the Committee broke towards their 
hats, and he was left opposite tlic (io)a with the .Marquess. 

** AGoya, Mr. Forsyte, I think, and a good one. Am I 
xaUiaicen, or didn’t it once belong to Uurliaigford ? ” 
“Yw,” said Soames, astonished. " 1 bought it when 
Lord Burlinglord sold his pictures in 1910 .” 

“ 1 thought so. Poor Biirlingforu 1 He got very rattled, 
1 lemembec over the House of Lords. But, you see, 
they’ve done nothing since. How English it all was! ” 
“Thej^ « dilatory lot,” murmured Soames, whose 
pt^tiqi^^recdkctions were ol the vaguest. 
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“ Fortunately^ perhaps,” said the Marquess; ** there is 
so much leisure for repentance " 

" I can show you another picture or two, here, if you care 
for them,” said i>o.ime->. 

“ I )(>,” said the M.injucss; and Sonmes led him across the 
h.ili, now evacuated b\ ihc hat'' 

“Watteau, Frak'f’nard, Pater. Ciiardm.” said Soames. 
The .M.irqae‘>< was fr<»m pitlurc to picture with 

his head a htih on 'ine '•ide 

Dchchiful' ” he '-.uJ “What a pleasant, and what 
a woriiiltHs .li^c til.It v^a^! After .'11, (he I rcnch arc the 
onl\ people til It can mike \w<. aitr.uiivc es-vept perhaps 
the Jap.iiH-'-t, hch'ri. thc\ were spoiled Tell me, Mr. 
hor^) to, do \ "u know mv h Pcli hman wdiu has dfinc it ? ” 
^o.iiw", who had iKccr ''tudiid (lie questum afid wa& 
h.iniptT-.iJ h'. not kn'>win}» wJuihir In- wanted an English¬ 
man to do It, wa'' h' ''itatnvj win 11 tl.a .MarvjiUSH .wldcd : 

“ And \t( no sutli d(‘mc'‘iic pcoph as the French.” 

“ M\ wife’s French,” said v'''/ain(.'>. i"okin^’round his nosc« 
” Indeed ’ ” said the Marqui '• , “ How pleasant 1 ” 
Soim<'^ was a^'ain about to answer, vshen the Marqucu 
continued : 

“To sec'them uui on Sundays—the whole family^ 
with their bread .ind cheese, (hur ■>.iusage and wine 1 A 
truly remarkable jx-op!{ • " 

“I prefer our^eKls,” ^aid Soames, bluntly. “ L^aw 

ornament d, perhaps, [)ui - ” he stopped short of hii 

countr)'’s virtues 

“ The first of my lanuly, Mr. Forsyte, was undoubtedly 
a Frc.'uhman—not even a Norman Frenchman. There*# 
a tradition that he \vas cni^a^^ed to keep William Rufiu*# 
hair red, when it was on the turn. They gave him land#, 
so he must have been successful. We’ve had a red Streak 
in the family ever since. My granddaughtcr-j-” He 
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regarded Soames with a bird-likc eye—“ But she and jour 
daughter hardly got on, I remember.” 

“ No,” said Soames, grimly, “ they hardly got on.” 

“ I’m told they’ve m.idc it up.” 

“ I don’t think so,” said Soames ; “ but that’s ancient 
history.” 

In the stress of his present uneasiness he could have 
wished it were modern, 

“Well, Mr, Forsyte, I’m delighted to have seen these 
pictures. Your .son-in-law telK mo he’s going to electrifv 
the kitchen here. Believe me, there’s nothing more 
conducive to a quiet stom.ieh th.in a cook who never get-, 
heated. Do tell Mrs, Fors\ te th.it ! ” 

“ 1 will,” said Sn.imes ; “ but the French .ire con¬ 
servative.” 

“Lamentably so," replied the Marquess, holding out 
his hand : “ Good-bye to t ou ' ” 

“ Good-bye ! ” said So.inics, and remained at the window, 
gazirrg after the old man's short, quick figure in its grey- 
green tweeds, with a feeling of hating been slightly 
electrified. 
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Firip '•.It uik!i r .i .a l.Mnni: Tliorc were few 

ihifiL:' \Mth uiikii 'll' 1. kl K'-« p.itii nn ih.in thr sc.j It 
w.i' tint in her \'h<"d I'ik- -<.1. -Aith It'* rcpul.uion for 
iu\'r hi'inj in the •'ink I'lij'. \sr\. uikc.ism^, h.uf 

f-T lur .1 Ji'-tri'-'inL’ '•.ntu nt\rki. ''he s.u with 

h< r f.u c fn II.-)k turtk vl t<iu t)ii h u h-'t her mind. She 
Ikui Ixtn (lure- .» \M(k iMtli'kit ‘•iMni: l”n .tj^ain They 
kntu where •'hi w,is, \u <'nl\ Hm]!'. h.tJ been over; ami 
her e}’.ikk in'tiiKi .ippn hefui'>i (iie laijse- -Anne must 
li.ive iemnie av^.ire I'l lie r \lui n-'W, .u Hnllv h.iJ loM 
her, tlierc w.k nu l'ini,kr even (nuKlwoud to I<«>k forward 
lo h\e r\ whtTc- she u.i' b.iulked .inei with all her h<*.irt 
re-seiiteJ il ' Siie' wa' inele-cd in a vvntclicJ state of in- 
decision If she h.id knoven preeist-lv the end she wished 
to attain, slic c'emld have possessed heT soul; but she 
knew It not Even tilt e.ire of Kit was nolon^crimportant. 
Ht vvas robu'^t a^Min, and ernployd all day, with spade and 
bucket 

’ I can’t stand it,’ she ihouitht; ‘ I shall go up to town. 
Michael will [>e ^^laJ of me ’ 

She went up after an carlv lunch, reading in tbe train a 
book of reminiscences which tocik away the reputatioru 
(*f various dead persons. Quite in the mode, it distracted 
her thoughts more than she had hoped from its title; 
and her spirits rose as the scent of oysters died out of ilie 
air. She lud letters from her father and Michael in her 
bag, and got them out to read again. 
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“Dear Hiari" (r.in Midud's—yes, she supposed she 
M'dj still Ills de.ir lie.irt) — 

“ I hope tills finds you .inJ Kit as it leaves me ‘ at the 
present time of spealtint; ’ Hut ! miss you liorribU a- 
usual, and intend to descend on toll hifore lonp, unless \ou 
descend on me first I don’t know if vou saw our appeal 
in the papers on Mondav People arc alreadt heymnini; 
to take bonds The coniimiite \seiuhed in well for a send- 
off. The w'.ilrus put down hvi ilmusand of the best, the 
Marquess sent tour l.ither’s .Morl.ind cheque for si\ hun¬ 
dred, and your D.id .ind H.irt t.nli y.ive two-fift\ The 
Squire gave five hundred, Hedwin and Sir Timothy a 
hundred .ipiccc, .md the Hishi.| us twentv .md his 

blessing. So »e opened with si\ thous.md eight hun ired 
and twenty from the commiitie .done none so dustv 
I believe the thing w ill go The .ippe.il has been re-priiued. 
and is going out to everyone who ever gnves to anv thing, 
and amongst other propag.md.i, we’ve got the PoUtheiim 
to promi.se to show a slum film it we c.in get one made 
My Uncle Hilary is very Inieked It was funnv to sec 
your Dad —he was a long time m.iking up his mind, and 
he actually went down to look ,it the .Meads. He came 
back saying —he didn't know, it was a tumble-down 
neighbourhood, he didn’t think it could he done for five 
hundred a house. I had my uncle to him th.it evening, 
and he knocked under to Hil.try’s charm Hut next 
morning he was very grumpv—said his name would lie in 
the papers as signing the appeal, and seemed to think it 
would'do him harm. 'Thev’ll think I’ve taken leave of 
jny senses,’ was his way of putting it. However, there he 
is, on the committee, and hcTl get used to it in time 
They’re a rum team, and but for the bugs I don’t think 
they’d hedd together. Wc had another meeting to-day. 
OW Blythe’s nos* i- orooerly out of joint; he says I’ve 
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^one S.jck on him and I haven’t, of course — 

Init, d.ish It, one mii-'l li.i\o ‘vomrtlnnj; real to do ! 

“ All mV Ii)\c. In \nu .md Kit 

** MiCHAtL 

"I've i:"t '"iir dr oMiJi: fr.mud .itid hung .iK)Vc my 
Inirv.ai. .ind \cr\ jnll\ it r.nh-' Ynur |).id was quite 
-triUK M” 

\}'i f 111" I'un .11 - " ’I Ik iroldi ri -ppli ' ” H' 0 \ ironical! 

ihti.r ^IKll r 1 II li( KfUV.*- ' 

II.r lath, r'- 1' !’cr u.i' 'h-Tt - -lie had never ImJ a long 
• ait tmm him 

“ Mv Di \H l ull I', 

•• ^ nijr m ah( r fi i - L'nru hai k tn * TIk’ Mielter,’ hut I am 
MaMHir "U .0 tirim ihi' thing of MichaelN. 

I di>n't kim-a. I'm -urt, ulutlur tlur. \ anything in it; 
ih« r< N a Ini nf L' iinmon i liked ai'Hiit tin slums; •.ul), for a 
parsn'i, I hnd 111' I nele llilarv an uni dde ftllmv, and there 
.ire some rnndi'h namc.> <m the i.^minittie We sh.iU see. 

“ I had no idea \ou liaJ k(}'{ up vour water-colours. 
The drawing has con'iderahlt merit, though the subject 
i> not clear to me The fruit ^^nk^ tiKj soft and rich for 
applet Still. I suppose \ou know wImI you were driving 
at I am gi..d the news uf Kit is so good, .ind that you arc 
feeling the better for tiu sea air. 

’* Ever \our affectionate father, 

“S.F.” 

Knew what she was driving at ! If only she did! And 
if onlv her father didn’t ! That was the doubt in her mind 
when she tore up the letter and scattered it on Surrey 
through the window. He watched her like a lynx—like a 
lover; and she did not want to be watched just now. 

She had no luggage, and at Victoria took a cab for 
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Chiswick June \^^uId at least know bomethini: about 
those two; wiicilar ihcs were at Wansdon, or where 
they were 

How well she remembered the little house from the oiu. 
visit she h.id paid to it- in the da\ ^ when slie and joii — ’ 
June wa' in the hall, (in the point of ^’oiny out 
“Oh! ItS \ou ! " sIr ''.ihl “You didii’i toriK ih.it 
Sunday ' ” 

“ No, I h.Rl too nuRh to do b< tiin I u i nt away " 

‘‘Jon .md Anne art sta\inj^' here nou Harold is 
painting a beautiful thine "t list It’ll be quire unique 
She’s a nice littK thini;, I thud ('/v’ w.is stseral in.hes 
taller than June, .ictordmu to 1 leur's recollection) “and 
pretty. I’m just goinu "in to L.Rt lum '(imcihinu he 
specially w.ints, but I sii in't be a cju.trtir ot an fiour It 
you’ll wait in the meal room till I loine back, l‘Il take mui 
up, and then he'll see\ou lie's the onlv man wlio'-s doiiii; 
real work just now 

“ It’s so nice tliat there’'^ one.” s.uJ I'lcur. 

“ Here’s an album ol repri»duciions ot his pictures “— 
and June opened a lar^e book eui a siTiidl dining-i.ible. 
“Isn’t tliat lo\elv ? Hut all his work IM^ such qualitv 
You look through u, and I’ll eoine h.itk ” And vwth a little 
squeeze of Fleur’s slioulder, she fltd 

Fleur did not look through the album, she looked through 
the window and round the rcnim How she remembered it, 
and that round, dim mirror of \ery old glass wherein she 
had seen herself while she waited for Jon And the stormy 
little scene they had been tluough together in this r*M»m 
too small for storms, seven years ago ! Jon staying here ! 
Her heart beat, and she stared at herself again m that dim 
mirror. Surely she was no worse to look at than she 
had been then ! Nay ! She was better ! Her face had 
a stamp on it now, line on the roundness of youth! Couldn’t 
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she let him know that <hc was here ? Couldn't she see 
him •'omclum just for a minute alone ! That hiilc one* 
e\cd fanatic- for m her fh'-ui»ht.s Fleur looked on 
junc- uould Ic haik directh And quick mind took 
quick decision If fon were in, she would find him! 
'louthinp her hair at thi suh , it’! pearls round her netk, 
and fiukintr n almost po\\derles-> put! o\or her nose, she 
went out in <• the hall mj listened Ni* sound! And 
s!ov\i\ she I'-gari mountini: the st ur- In ills bedroom he 
Would I'l, >T in the studi'» ilurf was no other covert. 
On the Ilfs; Ian iip.v,’, Indroon’ to riu’hi "f lur, bedrtKim to 
leli of in r b.rhroom in trout ot lur, the d<»orH open. 
Blank' .! d bl .nk in !k r hi tri ' ’I h' studio w.is all there 
w.js And tiiere as W(.ll as Jon, would be the 

painter .tnvl th.it eirl, his i,\iie W.is ji worth U ! She 
look iw<» steps down, and tlien ri.trai.cd them Yes! It 
w.is .'*'lowl\. \ir\ siltntK, sIk wont The studio door 
was i<['en, tor sht si-uhl he.ir the qunk, laniiliar shuffle of 
a painter to liis cans.is and aw,is a^.un She closed her 
cses a moment, and then ai^Min went up On the landings 
cli'sc to ilic open door, she stood sijll No need to go 
further, hor, in the ri»oin dircttlv opposite to her, was a 
lone, hruad mirror, and in it unseen herself—she could 
see Jon was sitting on the tnd <»f a low divan with an 
unsmoked pipe in his hand, staring straight before him. 
On the dais that girl was st.inding, dressed in white; her 
liands held a long-stemmed hly whose flower reached to 
within an inch of her chin Oh ' she was pretty—pretty 
and brown, with those dark eyes and that dark hair framing 
lier face. But Jon’s expression—deepset on the mask 
of his visage as the eves in his hc.id ! She had seen lion 
cubs look like that, seeing nothing close to them, seeing 
—what r—in the distance. That girl’s eyes, what was it 
Holly had called them “ best type of water-nymph’* ” 
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—slid round .md looked at him, and at once his eyes 
left the distance and smiled hack. Klcur turned then, 
hurried down the stairs, and out of the house. Wait 
for lunc—hear her rhapsodise—be introduced to the 
painter—-have to control her t.ice in front of that pirl : 
No! Mounting to the top of her ’bus, she saw June 
skimming round .i corner, and thought uith malicious 
pleasure of her dis.ippointnient —when one h.id been hurt, 
one wanted to hurt somebodt The 'bus earned her 
away down the king's Road, II.imniersmith, sweating in 
the westering sunlight, .iw.it into the hig town with its 
myriad lives and interests, untoiali.ible, indifferent as T.ite. 

At Kensington (l.irdcn. she descended If she could get 
her legs to at he. perh.ips ht r he in would not ,‘\ntl she 
walked fast betwetn the flowers .md the nurseni.iids, the 
old ladies and the old genthmen Rut her legs were 
strong, and ll\de Park Corntr e.mic too soiin Inr .d! but 
one old gentlem.in who had tried to keep pace with her 
because, at his .ige, it did him good lo be atir.utcd She 
crossed to the Green Park .md lielj on And she despised 
herself while she walked. She despised herself Stic—to 
whom the heart was such iirux jfu : who had learned, as 
she thought, to control or outspeed emotions f 

She re.iched home, and it wa.s empty—.Michael not in. 
She went upstairs, ordered herself some Purkish coffee, 
got into a hot bath, and lay there smoking cigarettes. She 
experienced some allevnition. Among her friends the 
recipe had long been recognised. When she could steep 
herself no more, she put on a wrapper and went to MichaeP.s 
study. There was her ‘ Golden .-\pple '■—very nicely- 
framed. The fruit looked to her extraordinarily uneatable 
at that moment. The smile in Jon’s eyes, answering that 
girl’s smile ! Another woman’s leavings ! The fruit was 
not worth eating. Sour apples—sour apples 1 Even the 
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white monicev would refuse fruit like that. And for some 
minutes she stewed st.^rinp instc.id at the eves of the ape in 
that Chinese p.iintintj - thoM* .driMst human eyes that yet 
were not human hcc.iU''C tluir i*wncr had no sense of 
continuitv A nuKiern painter uaild not have painted eves 
like th.it The Chinese irtj-.t of all those <enturies apo had 
lontinuit) and traJilitUi in hi' l^lonvi , he had seen the 
creaturcN resih s^^es' at .1 sharper itil’Ic than people could 
see It non, and stamped it there for tmr 

And Meur—i h.irmini.’ in h<T jad<- j^'nen wr.ippcr— tucked 
a corner of her lip helun i i omuIi, and went hack to her 
room to tuiish dri'sni^ She put on her prettiest frock. 
It she could not have the wish <t} her lieart--tfic wish that 
'■he f'dt nould eiM her (aim and <.oniiniiiiv - let her at 
least hace pleasure, speed, di'-trainon, ijrasp it with both 
hands, tai It mill lull iips And s|k sat down before her 
^l.i'S to make her'clf .0 perfect as ^he ».ould She mani¬ 
cured her hands, titivated her h.tir, stented her cyobfOWBt 
smoothed her lips, put on no rouee. .and the merest dusting 
of powder, sa\c where the sta'idc. sun liad stained her 
neck 

Mich.ael found her still se.itrd there— a modern master¬ 
piece—.almost io<» perfect to touch 
" Fleur ' ne said, and nothing' more ; but any more 
would h»’c spoiled It 

“ I thought I deserved a night out Dress quickly, 
Michael, and lei’s dine somewhere amusing, and do a 
the.atrs' and a club afterwards You needn’t go to the 
Houjc this evening, need you ? ” 

He had meant to go, but there was in her voice what 
would have stopped him from affairs even more scrioui. 
Inhaling her, he said : 

Delicious! I’ve been in the slums. Shan't be a jiffy, 
darling ! ” and he fled. 
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During the jiffv ihc thought of him und how g<K>d he 
was; and while she thouglit, she saw the eves and the hair 
and tlie smile of [on 

The ‘somewhere amusing’ was a little restaurant full 
of theatrical folk hleur and Michael knew many of them, 
and they came up, as they passed out to their theatres, 
and said : 

“How delightful to see soul” and looked as if the\ 
meant it— so strange ' Hut then, the.itre folk were like 
that! They looked rhinc’s so e.isilv And thee kigt 
saying: “ H.i\e you seen our show r Oh! You must 
It’s just too Irightful'” or, "It’s a marvellous play ' 
And then, over the other shoulder thev would see sornehoilv 
else, and call out ■ " ll.i ' How delightful to sec vou ' " 
There was no boring contmuits .ihout them Tleur dr.irik 
a ceKktail and two gl.isses of eh.imp.ignc Mie went i/iil 
with her cheeks shghtK flushed “ D.it l.uhlv I,.ids ” had 
been in progress over hall-an-hour before thev reached her. 
but this did not seem to matter, for what thev saw con¬ 
veyed to them no more than what thev had not seen. The 
house was very full, and people were saying that the thing 
would “run for years.” It h.id a tunc which had taken 
the town by storm, a male dancer whose legs could form 
the most acute angles, and no continuitv whatever 
Michael and Fleur went out humming the tune^and took 
a taxi to the dancing club to which they belonged because 
it was the thing, rather than because they ever went there 
It was a select club, and contained among its members a 
Cabinet Minister who had considered it his duty Thev 
found a Charleston in progress, seven couples wobbling 
weak knees at each other in various corners of the 
room. 

“ Gawd ! ” said Michael. “ I do think it’s the limit of 
vacuity ! What’s its attraction ? ” 



SWAN S{)N(J 


937 


Vacuity, my dear This is a \ .icuous as?c—didn’t you 
knmv ' ’* 

“ h there no limit ? ” 

“A iimii,’ ‘•aid Hour, “is wlut vou can’t kjo beyond; 
I ine can alv^ a \ s bi conu mi 're \ ai uous ” 

The words Were notlum;, twr, atur .ill, ivnitism was in 
l.ishion, hut the tone made Mtihail shner, lie felt in u a 
f'cr'^onal nny Did ilie, then, led her lile <o v.icuous ; 
and, il so, \\)i\ ' 

“Tlitv sav," s.ud 1 leur, “tlure’s anoilur American 
daruc lommi,'. c.dled ''!'1 k Uhiie hc.un,’ that's ijot even 
K ss in It " 

“Not possih]'-," muttered Midiad . “tor coni»enital 
idi'K-N thi‘'’ll ne\(r I'c surpassed Look at those twci ’ ” 

The two in question were wohhlmi; tou.irJs them with 
their knees tlc\ed as ii their souls had slipped down into 
them , their c\cs rej'ardcd Heur and Muhael with no more 
e'xprcssion than eould have Inicn tound in hmr first-class 
marbles A stran^'c earnestness r.idialed from them below 
tiic w.iist, but above that line thev seemed to have passed 
awjv The music stopped, and eaih of the seven couple# 
stopped also and f>epjn to clap their hands, holding them 
low, as though afraid of disturbing the vacuity attained 
above. 

“ I refuse to btheve it,” said Michael, suddenly. 

“What?” 

“That this represents our Age—no beauty, no joy, no 
skill, not even dcvil—just look a fool and wobble your 
knees.” 

“ You can’t do it, you see ” 

“ D’vou mean you can ’ ” 

“ Of course,” said Fleur; “ one must keep up with 
things.” 

“ Well, for the land’s sake, don’t let me lee you.^ 
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At this moment the setcn couples stopped clipping their 
hand'— the band had broken into a tunc to winch the 
knee ctiuld not be flexed. Michael and Eleiir bep'.in to 
dance. They danced toyctlnr, two fox-trots .ind a wait,', 
then left. 

“After all,” s.nd Fleur, in the taxi, “ dantiny iii.ikc^ 
you forget yourself Tli.it was the braiite ot the canteen 
Find me another job, Mith.iel , I c.in bring Rit back in 
about a week " 

“How about joint S'-crtt.irvsliip with me of our Sliini 
Conversion Fund ’ ^’ou'd be iiuahiable to get up balb, 
bazaars, and m.atnees " 

“I wouldn't mind 1 suppose tin c're worth con¬ 
verting.” 

“ Well, I think so 'b'ou don't know Hilars : I must get 
him and Aunt Maj to lunch , .liter that \ou c.in judge for 

yourself.” 

He slipped his hand under her b.ire arm, and added . 
“ Fleur, you're not quite tired of me, are you f " 

The tone ot his voice, humble ,ind .1 little .inxious, 
touched her, .ind she pressed his h.md with her arm 

“ I .should never be tired of \ou, Michael ” 

“You mean \ou’d never have a feeling so definite 
towards me.” 

It was exactly what she had meant, and she hastened to 
deny it. 

“ No, dear boy ; I mean I know a good thing, and even 
a good person, when I’ve got ft.” 

Michael sighed, and, taking up her hand, put it to his 

Eps. 

“ I wish,” cried Fleur, “ one wasn’t so complex. You’re 
iocky to be single-hearted. It’s the greatest gift. Only, 
don’t ever become serious, Michael. That’d be a mis¬ 
fortune." 
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'■ N;/; aft^T all, cnmcjv'- the real thini; ” 

'■ Let’s hope ,11,” ^aiJ I leur, a-, the laM stripped. “ De- 

IklUUS IUltllt ’ ” 

•And Mkhael, li.uine pud the driver, l.vihed at her 
lifhted up in tlie open d-.niruav Delkiiui,. I Yes— 
lur him. 



CHAPTER XIII 


‘ A I «AYS ’ 

The announcement h\ Michael on the following MimJ.iy 
that Fleur would he hrinicing Kit homo the next morning, 
caused Soame^ to say . 

“ I'd like to ha\e a look at that part of the W'orld I'll 
take the car down tho afternoon and drive them up to¬ 
morrow. Don't s,i\ .untiling to Fleur I’ll let her know 
when 1 get down to .Nettleiold There's an hotel there, 
I’m told ” 

“Quite a good one," .said .Mieh.iel. “But it’ll be lull 
for Goodwood " 

“ I’ll telephone, riiee must lind a room for me ’’ 

He dtd, and they found lor him .1 room which somebody 
else lost. He started about fi\e -Riggs having informed 
him that it was a two-.ind-.i-h.ilf liour.s’ drive The dav 
had been somewhat English in ih.iracter, but b\ the time 
he reached Dorking had become tine enough to enjoy. He 
had seen little of the England that hi) beyond the straight 
line between his river home and Westminster, for many 
years ; and this late afternoon, less preoccupied than usual, 
he was able to give it .1 somewhat detached consideration. 
It was certainly a variegated and bump) land, incorrigibly 
green and unlike India, Canada and Japan. They said it 
had been jungle, heath and marsh not fifteen hundred 
years ago. What would it be fifteen hundred years hence .’ 
Jungle, heath and marsh again, or one large suburb—who 
could say f He had read somewhere that people would 
live underground, and come up to take the air in their 
9+0 
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flying m.ichincs nn SuniJ.n’'i He thought it was unlikely 
I he hnclish Would still w.inr their \\ind‘>ws down and a 
thorriugli draught, and sn tar as fu could see, it w<juld 
always be stuflv tf) plas with a ball underground, and 
impossible tupliN with a bill up in the air Those fellows 
who wrote prophetic .irtiJes .mJ books, were alwavs 
/(■‘rgetting tint people had { is-i ,ns He would make a 
bet th.it the pas’.ioii'. oi th*‘ I ngliNh in ^400 \ i). would 
still 1 h- pl.mng gi'Il, iur^l!U' the veeather, sitting in 
draught', and rcMsirii: tiu pra\cr b(*ok 

And tiiat reminded him tliat oM (iradm.in was getting 
\(r\ '-Id . he must lii"L out 'onui'od\ who could take 
his place 'I hen w.i^ noihini’ t" do in the familv trusts 
now ■ tilt oril'. (s.(i!tn! u.is p-rliu [ionest\ And where 
\\.is he going to hnd It i’ I'.ven it tlurc was some about, 
It (ould (Ujl'y be tested bv prolnngfJ < xpefirncnt. Must 
be .1 \oungisii mm, too, because he himself couldn’t last 
\er\ much longer \nj. mocing at fnriv miles an hour 
.dong the road to Billingshiirst, he recalled licing fetched 
In old (iraJm.in at six miles ,in hour from Paddington 
Station to P.irk L.tne m a growler with wet straw on the 
floor—over si\tv \e.irs .igo - when <ilJ Gradman himself 
was onlv a boy of twentv, irv'ing to grow sidc'whiskers 
and writing round-hand all dav “Five Oaks” on a 
signpost; he couldn’t see the (»aks ' What a pace that 
chap Riggs was going ! One of these Javs he would bring 
the whole thing to gnef, and be surrv for it. But it was 
somcliow tnfra dt^ to pull him up for speed when there 
wasn’t a woman in the car; and Soames sat the stiller, 
with a slightly contemptuous expression as a kind of 
insurance against his own sensations. Through Pul- 
borough, down a twisting hill, across a little bridge, a little 
river, into a different kind of country—someihing new to 
bim—flat meadows all along, that would be marsh in the 
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winter, Ik wouU with l.irj;t, Jark red t.iltle, and 

black-aiid uliitc and arauherre roan caitli-, and o\cr 
away to tlie south, hitdi riMiii; downs of a sinjrularly soul 
green, as if tliey were white inside Chalk -outcropping 
here and tlicrc, and shitp up on those downs, no doubt— 
his tatiiir liad ahvai- sworn bv bout),down mutton A 
very pretty liglit, a sihery lool , a nae prospsst altogether, 
that mads you lei 1 ihinner at oik> and ligliter in the head ' 
So this teas the sort ol lounirs his in pliew had pot hold 
of, and that young Isllow |on f'or-tu Will' It might 
have Iieen worse--\sr\ indi\idual, he didn't renn iiiber 
anything just like it And a son of grudgini’ fairiuss, 
latent in Soames' nuun, ap|laudid slightly. flow that 
chap Riggs v\as hanging ih - lar up this hill - tin dcuee of 
a hill, ti«i, past ihalk-pils and eraeel-jiil-, and grassy 
down and dipping spurs ol eoterl, past tlie lodge of a 
p'ark. Into a great beiih woo,I Very preti\ —verv still— 
no life but treis, spreading tn-i,, eery eool, \ery green' 
Past a monstrous great churtli thing, now, and a lot ol 
higliwalls and towers-- Arundel Castle, he suj'i'osed , liuge, 
great place; would l<«ik better, no doubt, the furtlier you 
got from it ; then over another ri\ir and up another lull, 
banging along into this Netilelold and the hotel, and tlic 
sea in front ol you 1 

Soames got out. 

“ What ume's dinner I ” 

“ Dinner is on, .sir,” 

** Do they dress ” 

“ Yes, sir. There’s a fancy dress d.nce, sir, this evening, 
before Goodwood.” 

“ What a thing to have 1 Get rat a table ; I’ll be down 
directly,” 

He had once Htad in a 'Victorian novel that the mark 
of a gentleman was being able to dress for dinner in ten 
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minutes, tting his own tie. He h.i<i never forjtotten it 
He wav down in twehc. Mo t pcirple had nc.irly finislied, 
but there w.i' no one in fane\ drew ^o.lmes ate Icisureh, 
contempLuinv .t v-irdeii witli liie ve.i betond. He had not, 
like I'leur, .m ui'jtction to tin -.e.i li.ij he noi once lived 
■It Urnriilon I'it settii ye.ir-, vouii; up ,ind down to his 
work in town ■ Tli.it ii.i.v the efioili when he had been 
iivini; down tlie Ji-er. w ol bi iny diverted by liiv first wife. 
Curiouv how tin iniiirtd pirtv w.iv .dw.ivv the one in 
di.vgr.ue ' People .(.inured ininior.ilile, however much 
the) v.iid the) duin't The deo rtej h’l'b.md, the deserted 
wife. Wire liniked on .iv piwr iliiiiw W.iv it due to .some 
thim,' vtill wild in liiiinin n.iture, or nierel) to reaction 
.ip'.iinvt tiie v.il.irnd n.or.dit) ol judi;ev .nid p.irsons, and SO 
forth i .Mor.ilit". \ou niieht revpiei, but s.il.iried morality 
—no 1 Hi h III veeii It in p< opleT i mv .liter hiv own trouble; 
he h.id VI en it in the M irjorn 1 i rr.ir e ive. 'Hie fact was, 
people took thi proteetioii ol tin l.iw ind secretly disliked 
It bcc.iuse It W.IV protei tue Tiie s.iine thiny with taxes— 
you couldn’t do without them, but you avoided paying 
them when lou could 

Havinc liiii'lud dinner, he v.n with hiv cig.ir in a some- 
wh.it deserted lounpe, turninp over weekly papers full of 
bdies with children or doc-, hidiev with ilothcs in striking 
attitudes, bdies with no clothes in still more striking 
attitudes; men with titlev, men in aeroplanes, statesmen 
in trouble, racehorsc.s; l.irge houses prefaced with rows 
of people with the names printed clearly for each, and 
other evidences of the millennium. He supposed his 
fellow-guests li'crc ‘riolling up ’ (as young Michael would 
put it) for thii hallJtkncy dressing up at their age! Bnt 
people tem weak-minded—no question of thatl Fleur 
would be surprised when he dropped in on her to-morrow 
early. Soon she would be coming down to him on the 
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river —its best time of \car—and perhaps iie could take 
her for a motor trip into the west sf)mewlierc ; it mi^du 
divert her ihoujjhts from this part of the country and that 
younp man. He liad often promised himself a visit to 
where the old Eorsvies canu f’^om . only he didn’t suppose 
she would care to ]('ok .it .invihin)^' so rusiK as tjenuinc 
farmland. The mai,M/ine dropped from Ins tinkers, and 
he sat staring out ot the large VMtulows at the flowers about 
to .sleep He liadnT so rnanv rr'ore Mar-' before him now, 
he supposed. The} said that people h\(.d longer than tlicy 
used to, but liovs he was g nng to <iutli\e the old I'orsvtcs, 
he didn’t know--the ten of them had a\(.raged eightv- 
seven years- a monstrous age' And }ci he didn't feel 
11 would be natural to die in another si\ttcn \cars, with 
the flowers growing like that out there, and his grandson 
coming along nicel} Wwh age one ‘'Utfered from the 
feeling that one might have enjo\ed things more Cows, 
for instance, and rooks, and gvtod smells Curious how 
the country grew on }ou as \ou got older * But he didn’t 
know that it would ever grow on Fleur—she wanted people 
about her; still she might lose that when she found out 
once for all that there was so little in them. The light 
faded on the garden and his rc\cnc There were lots of 
people out on the sea front, and a band had begun to play. 
A band was playing behind him, too, in the hotel some¬ 
where. They must be dancing ! He might have a look 
at that before he went up On hi& trip round the world 
with Fleur he had often put his nose out and watched the 
dancing on deck —funn)’ business nowadays, shimmying, 
bunnyhuggiog, didn’t they call it ?—dreadful!— He remem¬ 
bered the academy of dancing where he had been instructed 
as a small boy in the polka, the mazurka, deportment and 
calisthenics. And a pale grin spread over his chaps— 
that little old Miss Shears, who had taught him and Wini* 
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frcd, wlint wouldn’t she h.nc JicJ ot jf she hjd li\ed to 
see thc'^c modern d.mctj« ’ People despi>.cd the »ild djiKcs, 
and when he came to think ot it. he had despi-^cd them 
him-'cll, but compared with tln^ modtrn waikinj; ab«)ut 
and •'hakinj' at the knees, r)u\ had hten dances, after 
all Look at the HichlinJ s. hottisvlie, \\here \ou spun 
round and }>o\\lcd, and the old dop tf> the tunc “D’ye 
ken john iVtl" seine stniL’" in them, and )ou li.id 
to ihanite \our i.ollir No i haiiitini; uiikifs ni'wadaV' 
- [i,e\ just dawdled L-r an .ict that prided iiscit on 
cnjo\ini^ lite, tliev had a tunnv idia of jt lie remembered 
orxe betofe his first marriai^e, u'-irii: b\ aciident- to i>ne 
ct thoH' old damini: the \ihenians, .md seeing 

(nofce 1 t)rs\te and his ironies u.ili/iin' and swinging the 
girls round and round clean idf tin ir feet. The girls at 
tivoc clubs, then, were all podcs'ional Iights o’-luvc \ cry 
different now, he was told , hut there it was - people posed 
nowada)S, they posed as ntrun. and all the rest of il, but 
the\ didn’t v:\e; lhe\ thought too much about how to. 

'lhe‘ music- all ja// -died behind him and ro»c again, 
and he, leM», rose He would just ha\c a squint and go to 
bed. 

The ball-room was somewhat detached, and Soames went 
di>wn a corridor. At its end he came on a tw'irl of »ound 
and colour Tliev were hard at it, ‘dolled up’ to the 
nines—Mephi.stophclcses, ladies of Spam, Italian peasants, 
picrrots. His bewildered eves with difficulty took in the 
strutting, wheeling mass, his bewildered cars decided that 
the tune was trying to be a walPfc. He remembered that 
the waltz was in ihrcc-iime, remembered the waltz of 
olden days—too well-that dance at Roger’s, and Irene, 
his own wife, waltzing in the arms of young Bosinney; 
to this day remembered the look on her face, the riae and 
fall of her breast, the scent of the gardenias she was wearing, 
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and that fellow’s face when she raiw-d to his her dark etes— 
lost to all but tliemsclves and their guilty enjoyment; 
remembered the bakoin on which he had retugeJ from that 
sight, and the polueman down below him on the strio of red 
carpet from house to street 

“ ‘ Always ’—good tunc ' " said someone behind his ears. 

Not had, certainh —a sort of swtetness in it. His exes, 
irom behind the- ne-ek of ,i large- l.idx who sceme-d trxing 
to be a fair\, rovi d ag.iin .iinong the dancers. Wh.it ' 
Over there! Me-ur! Meur in lu-r (loxa dress, gr.ipe- 
coloured—‘ La Vendiima -the \’int.igt-'—floating out 
from her knees, with her l.iee- ehoe to the f.ice of a sheik, 
and his face close- to hers Fleur' .\nd ih.it .she-ik, that 
Moor in a drcs.s all white .ind fliwxing ' In Soame-s .1 groan 
was converted to a cough Tkpir ttco ' So dose -as— 
so lost —it sceme-d to him ' .Vs Irene with liosinne-x, 'o 
she with that young Jon ! Thex- passed, not .seeing him 
behind the fairy's e'ompetent bulk bo.ime-s’ evc.s tracked 
them through the shifting, yawing throng Round ag.un 
they came —her eyes so nearly closed that he hardlx knew 
them; and young Jon’s over her ficliucj .shoulder, deep- 
set and staring. Where wa.s the fellow’s wife ’ And just 
then Soames caught sight of iier, dancing, too, but looking 
back at them —a nymph all tr.iiling green, the eyes surprised, 
and jealous. No wonder, since under her very garc xvas 
Fleur’s swinging skirt, the rise and falling of her breast, the 
languor in her eyes ! ‘ Always ! ’ Would they never stop 
that cursed tune, stop those two, who w ith every bar seemed 
to cling closet and closer ! And, fearful lest he should be 
seen, Soames turned away and mounted slowly to his rocim. 
He had had his squint. It was enough ! 

The band had ceased to play on the sea front, people 
were desening, lights going out; by the sound out there, the 
tide most be rising. Soames touched himscli where he was 
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snn , lu-ncMtli lii'i st.irchcJ ^hirt, jtui still ‘ AKv.^ys' ’ 
IiK.(u'ul.il'K' cunH-quc.willcvl in cn fu-« c^lln''ClOu^n('^^» 
likt. the niuriDunm: nJt ct ili.ii ' Pju^'htcr cxilij, 
L:r inj'op l'"t tn l,in) ; nu inorj< ^ vii H >\\( red ; hoj^c* in the 
dll t' ' \l\\.iv>'* lorMM.ili' N'T 'I he knew it—not 
{••r )oi ' \iui ...1 th It L'rim {'<*uer -.elt-iunt.iinmcnt 
'.siiuli hut i.NKc or »hn< m iii* lil- li ul {.tiled him, 

.md ilu.ns vMili i:*-i-tr"U« "P'H..cncc., .iij.im for 4 
ni--nuiit t.iiled luPi. o M,.,t to .h\ liMfii: tllm^ present in 
the dim .Hid ju-'t r< lio'ii l'< iriM.ni. he would h.ivc seemed 
like one vhniMit-d 11 m j iio \-,ii p.^sed No use to 
r.ivi. ’ U oTn'. i.hin no . t tr. \\<'u!d only make him 
lii, .Old Ik Would u itii .(d hi' h'or wli.it * For 

'lUinu 'til. tor doiiu- noil.ip.’. lor wdUinu to sec! 

Toik h not ti.' /o.M- th( hot, the jealous one 
with tin 1 -'T d irk ' Ih h I 1 fou. h( d her in the past, 
ind >}k h.Ki .in'i\ir<d '-.iti ,1 Mow Touch her not! 
To-c"- '.p 'Of., .tnd uiiMuu- hi.iri' Nothing to do but 
wall ..hd I 




PART III 




CHAPTKRI 

SOAMI ‘ I.IV 1 " Al'Ml E 

On her rriurn to X' ul' l'•l.l irniii her niRht in town, Fleur 
li.ni tcinnnufcl !.• 'i.i' In r In .in nit' hy ‘the Bad »ea 
n.ive ’ 1 lit -till ni iiln r Jni ii.it hr. wife t.inic to see her. 

Ch.ir’.v -lie «.!' 1 1 'nlli.t ' I'dison ' Twiu; she had walked 
uMT to (irtcti Hil! I irm li'i|-mL-lor .iiintlier' jolly accident.’ 
hlic li.id 'em tlnti .ill itir.n'nr old house with axed 
farm Iniihiinj." fl.Hiked In .' lull and a wide prosfiect 
tow.ltd' the se.i C.dm, htu.i.i. .md iiomclike, the place 
roused hiwtilitv HI her It could in ver be her home, and 
so w.i' itiimic.il, p.irt of the fonts working againnl her 
l.iHisc ends m Jon's hie sm n .ill ill her favour. In ex¬ 
ploitation of those s.ilm .ores lie would be secured to that 
girl his wife, out of her rc.ioh ag.iin, this time for ptKid— 
the twice-burnt child' .And yet, with all her heartache, 
she w.is still uncertain wh.ii, precisely, she wanted. Not 
hatong to grapple with actual decision, things seemed 
fiossiblc which, in iier bones, she knew might not be possible. 
Even to fling her ' cap over the windmill,’ did not seem 
like rank and staring m.idness To retrieve Spain with 
Jon! Her hands clenched and her lips loosened at the 
thought of it-an (hjysscy together, till in the shifting, 
tolerant, modern world, all was forgotten,if not forgiven! 
Every form of companion.ship with him from decorous and 
platonic friendship to the world well lost; from guilty 
and secret liaison to orderly and above~board glimpses 
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of him at not u>o Ion? intervals. Acc*)rdjnf> to the tides 
in her hExid, nil seemed possible, if n<n cx.ictly probable, i«o 
long as she did not lose Itim again altogetlicr 

To these feverish veerings of her spirit, a letter from Ik: 
Aunt VVmitrcd supplied a p<unt of anchoragt 

I liear from \'al tlial thev are not going to (loodwooj 
after nil—their nice tv\o-)ear-old is not in torrn ^uc^l a 
bore It’s the most eomfortal>le meeting of the vear. 
Thc\ seem to be vers busv settling about rlie farm tliat 
Jon Forsyte is going to take it vsill be pleasant ttir Val 
and Holly to have them so eli>se, though I'm atraid liiat 
American child will find it dull HolK urites that they 
are going to an amusing little fantv dres^ affair at the 
hotel in Nettlcfold Anne is to go .is a uater-iumph ■ 
she will make quite a go<)d one \siih her niee straight legs 
Holly is to be Madame \ igee Ic Hrun , and \”.il savs he'll 
go as a tipster or nut at all I do h"pc he won’t redden 
his nose. Young Jon Forsyte has an Arab dress he brought 
from Egypt.” 

‘And I,' thought Fleur, ‘have the dress I vsore the 
night I went to his room at Wansdon ’ How she wished 
now that she had come out of that nx-nn his wife , after 
that nothing could have divided them liut they had 
been such innocents then ! 

For at once she had made up her mind to go to that 
dance herself She was there first, and with malicious 
pleasure watched the faces of those two \shcn she met 
them at the entrance of the room. Her grape-dress hhc 
could see that jon remembered u, and quickly she began 
to praise Anne*s. A water-nymph to the life ! As for 
Jon—another wife or two was alJ he needed to be perfect I 
She was disci^tion itself until that walu ; and even then 
she had tried to be discreet to all but Jon. For him she 
kept (or so she hoped) the closeness, the rimging and the 
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lanpuor of her cnc*? , hut jn thosf few minutes she let him 
know cju'ir •'urcK Hut I«*\i r.in in her \eins 

“ “ Alw i\ " w,o .ill she s iiJ wiien .it List thev stopped. 

\nd, utter th.u J.irue, stu stole home; havini» no 

heurt to ^(e him d.ince with hi' w-iter-iumph Slu* crept 
up to In r sm.dl hedrooni trcmldini:, and on her bed fell 
into .1 p.i'-ion ot Mknt weeping' Vnd tliew.iter nymphN 
iTowrud foe .ind e\fs ,n i h lJ' thited toriunni:!)' in the 
t.uiitkd L'ludes .u in r \isi"ii ijuieted down at Ust. 

\l h.i't, t'-r a hw iniiuilt', 'he hid had him to herself, 
h« .irt lit iin'f hi..in I’hat w.i-M.rn<-ihinp. 

^fK ro'i [ de and ci-mpo.id i^uin At ton o’clock 
till starrlini.: i[ pi ir.inie of her fatiur’s i.ir completed the 
m.i'kuiL' oi hi r ta.e Mu i:riet(vi him with an emphatic 
i:ratitud’' ^uiti. unK h 

“ D.id ' MowI.ivfK' U Ik n ii.i\e\ou sprung from f ** 

*■ Neifli! Id 1 sj ctit the tlitre *’ 

“ At fht hotel ^ " 

" Yis ■’ 

'•Uh\ ' 1 w 1'liien m\M If last nicdii .1! .1 dance !’* 

“Oh'*’ said Niames, “trut f.incs dress affair—they 
told nu of it Pleas.ini ’ ” 

“ Not \{r\ , I left < .irl\ H I’d known you were there ! 
\\h\ didn't vou tell me mui were coming down to fetch u» 
home ; ” 

“ It just t inic into m\ mind that it was better for the 
bov than the train ” 

.And ritur could not till wh.it he had seen, or if, indeed, 
he had seen .insthing 

Furtun.iteh, durmt: the journey up, Kit had much to 
say, and Soam< s Jored, \cry tired after a night of anxiety, 
indecision, and little sleep. The aspect of the South Square 
house, choice and sophisticated, and the warmth of Michael** 
greeting, quite beautifully returned by Fleur, rcftorcd to 
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him :it lean a measure nf equanimity. Here, at all events, 
was no unhappv home , that counted much m the equation 
of a future into whicli he could no longer see 

.‘Vftcr lunch he went up to Michael's stu4)' to discuss 
slum conversion. Confronted, while thev were i ilhiiig, 
with Fleur’s water-colour, Soanies rediseovcred tlu truth 
that individu.als are nuire interesting than the collection 
of them called the State Not national welfare, but the 
painter of tho.se passion fruit', posse-sed his mind How 
prevent her from e.iting them ’ 

“Yes, sir That's ri..ilh qiiiie i;o"d, isn’t it ’ I wisii 
Fleur would take seriouslv to w.iter-coluur work " 

Soames started 

“ I wish she’d t.ike serioush to .iii\ thing, and ht'cp her 
mind occupied,” 

Michael looked .it him ‘ R.ither hkc a dog,' Soames 
thought, ‘trying to underst.uid ’ Suddenh, he saw the 
young man wet his lips 

■’ You’ve got something to lell me, sir, 1 believe I 
remember what you said to me some weeks ago Is it 
anything to do with that ? " 

” Yes,’’ answered So.imes, watching his eyes. " Don't 
take it too much to licart, but Etc reas.m lo i'elievc 'he's 
never properly got o\er the leeling she used to hate. I 
don’t know how much ymi'te hc.ird about that boy and 
girl affair." 

“ Pretty well all, I think,'’ .Again he sawMich.iel moisten 
his lips, 

"Ohl From her?” 

“ No. ■ Fleur’s never said a word. From Miss June 
Forsyte." 

“ That woman 1 Str'i sure to have plumped it all out. 
But Fleur’s fond of you.” 

“ I belong,” 
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Ii *iccTnc(J TO So.imc*. a qun r ujv ot putting it; paihctic 
‘loinchow ' 

“ Well," he “ I've not m.uie ,< «tgn. Perhaps you’d 
likctokiii^u {low I l'>rmednn mcw." 

“ No, sir " 

Soanics glinccd cjuickh .it !itm ,md .iw^v again. This 
was .1 biiTir moment, no do\il'i. i..r \ouni; Michael! Was 
one precipit.Jiing a i riMs wIik it <-n<- 1( If. vlieply yet vaguely, 
had to he rt.Kln-d iriJ passed ' H< liini''eU knew liow to 
wait, bill did thiN Ti'odcrn man. so feather-pated 

and staittr*. ? Siil). Ii' was a r.fI'-tnan. 'Dial at least 
liad hefoino a lardiiid lulut v\ii!i '^oaine> And it was a 
comfort to him. ioukini: at tin. * Wlnti Monkey/ on the 
wall, vsli'' iiad ‘'O si' rult r i si uin to siu h a title. 

“Til' oiiK thine/'I k muttered, “ is to wait -** 

“ Not ‘ and sec,' "ir. an\ thing hut that, I can watt and 
not «iee, or I can have the whole thing (»ui " 

“ No/’ said, ^oam<^, with ( mp]»as|s, “ don’t have it out I 
1 niav he nn--tjkcn There'' cvtrvi/.ing against it; she 
knows whu ti side her bread l^ buttered ’’ 

“ Don’t ' " cried Michail, and got up 
“Now, now/’ murmcrul Soamcs, "I’ve upset you. 
Evcrnhing depends on keeping vour licad.” 

Michael emitted an unhappx little laugh. 

“ Vou can't go rtmnd the world again, sir. Perhaps Pd 
better, this time, and alone ” 

Siumch looked at him. “ This won’t do/' he said. 
“ She*' got a strong atfcction for you ; it’s just feverishness, 
il u's an\ thing Take it like a man, and keep quiet.” 
fie wa*; talking to the young man’s back now, and found 
it easier “She was always a spoiled child, you know; 
spoiled children get things into their heads, but it doesn’t 
amount to anything. Can't you get her interested in these 
slums f " 
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Michael turned round. 

“ How far ha.s it t>one ? ” 

“There \(iu go'” said >namcs “N.)f anv vv.u «;o far 
as I know. I only h.ippencd to see her danejn^' \Mih lum 
last night at that hotel, and notkod her—her exprcs-'ion ” 
I'hc wt)rd ‘ eves ’ ii.id seemed st>meliovv ii to extr^iv ae.int 
“There’s always lus wife,” he .idded, quickh', “ she^ 
an attraetive little ilung, .md he’s gome l<* tarm Jnwn 
there—they tell me d’hat'll t.ike him all his time Hou 
would it be if I look I'leur t'> Scuil.aid for August and 
September? With tiiis strike on there.'!! he '■oine piat.es 
in the market still ” 

” No, sir. 'I'hat’s ...nh putting otf the cmI dav It must 
go to .1 finish, one vs.i\ -ir the other ” 

So.imcs did not aiisvvt r lor some time 
“It’s never any g<iod to met i trouble halt he 

said at last. “You \oiing peojde .ire .ilw.i\> in a hurr\ 
One can do things, but one ean't undo them It's not," he 
went on, shyly, “as it this were .in\ thing new -.m un¬ 
fortunate old buvsine'ss re\i\ed for the moment, it'll die 
away again as it did bclorc, if it’.s properK left alone 
Plenty of exercise, and keep her mind well occupied ” 

The young man’s expression was peculiar “ .\nd ha\c 
you found that successful sir, in your expe^nenee ' ” it 
seemed to say. That woman June had been blurting out 
his past, he shouldn't wonder ! 

“ Promise me, any-w-iy, to keep what J've said to yourself, 
and do nothing rash.” 

Michael shook his head. “ I can’t promise anything, 
it must depend; but I’ll remember your advice, sir ” 

And with this Soames had to be content 
Acting on that instinct, born of love, which guided him 
in his dealings with Fleur, he bade her an almost casual 
farewell, and next day returned to Mapicdurham. He 
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detailed to Annette c\er\ thini^ that \Nas not of importance, 
tor to u-Il her what wa-- would luw^r do 

III'' home in thc^e hot da\s ot |uls w'a'> pleasurable ; 
and almost at once ht w( nt oiu h-liine m the punt. There, 
m LoM* inpl iiion ..t Iur .md the eliding water, green 

wiii. r^lkuion, h« tell riMt.l Uulln.shes, water IiliCh, 
dra'^’oii tlo''. and du w.us m ho <iwn IkKU, the incessant 
cooinu’ of tin. wo<k 1 piecin' wiih ilieir precious " T.ike 
fLo A<.w--, Dacid'” tl'a dm int ['u// nl Ills i;ardcner’> 
1 iwn mower, ilu sf'l i- h ■ t .i v' ii - r r it, '•hadovss lengthening 
nut irorn till p-'j hir^ m-! thi '.'.lilow tri.'-., the sient ot grass* 
and ot ildir tlowir- t-rieht ihai.’ ihe I'inks, and the slow 
drill of th< wliiti ri\(r lI'UuI' jiai-tul \ery peaceful; 
and 'oniithiiip ot Nuiun’' ^.llnl intcrid iiu soul, so that 
till dis.ippi iranee of his flo.it rivalled him to realii)’ with a 
jerk 

‘ ll’li be uiiejlabk, he lliuught, winding at lilS liQC. 



CHAPTER IT 

OCCl l’VIS<. rill MIND 

CoMFDY ihc rc.il tliini: ^ it ? Mu'k.u’l uondtrcd 

In s.umg to So.inu'^ tli.ti }i< t tuild n<it u.iit .irui boc., he h.»d 
expressed .\ very n.itur.il (1'ti-rrc.na- W’.trcli, ''p\, c.tT 
(ul.Jte—impossible' T‘) v<‘ to ITur .ind .I'-k for a frank 
C\posurc of her feelings was what lie would h.i\e liked 
to do; but he could not In Ip knowing the depth of his 
father-in-law's affection .mJ <.orutrn, and the length of 
hib head; and lu hid suthucni htliiiLt to hesitate beh>re 
imperilling wliai was as imuh ‘old I'orsue’s ’ liappiness 
as his own. The ‘old bo\ ’ had l)i.haved so decenilv in 
pulling up his roots and going round the world vMth Fleur, 
that every consideration was due to him It remained, 
then, to W'ait without alKmpnng to see—hardest of all 
courses because least acme “ Keep her mind well 
occupied!” So easy' Recollecting his own prenuptial 
feelings, he did not sec how it was tt> be done And Fleur's 
was a particularly difhuilt mind to occup\ with anvthmg 
except that on which she h id set her heart. The slums ’ 
No! She possessed one of those eminently -^anc natures 
which rejected social problems fruitless and incalculable. 
An immediate job, like the canteen, in which she could 
&hine a little—she would perform beautifully ; but she 
would never work for a remote object, without shining! 
He could sec her clear eyes looking at the slums as they 
had looked at Fogganism, and his experiment with the 
out-of-works. He might take her to see Hilary .and Aunt 
May» but it would be futile in the end. 
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Nitlit hroucht the first .icurr* trouble What were to be 
his rcl.uions v\ith her. it h<‘r tcchn^'s v^tre really cni’ajfcd 
cUewhere ^ To \^au aiiJ nut 'ee me int continuation of 
the married itaie IK ^uspe.ted ^''imcsof havini? wished 
to coun'1.1 th.ii U Lipped b\ lon^mi:, '•tum: and half 
numbed h\ a pal uisv !i' iniot not and unmshful 

to \%ound h'-t. lie w. itid ! if ' Men. lerline as ti -ihe must 
know uh\ he was w (I'lne ll< r. n i\■ d U, and was glad, 
hut 11 did not u'liuiw lam Mill ' 

He woke miKh l.e' ter in -pir.: 

At bna'kt'st la ..d.(.d },i r wIiM -\i'‘ w<>uld like to do. 
now that-111 ui-buk ,nd tin s<.iMno'.(r Did this slum 
scluineaniLs inr..: dl.i'ni.M i:-n, tin re was a lot to dt) 
in It , s!k w>aild find ! KI ir\ u'.i M u ereai sports. 

“KatiKr' \li\!l;neri al\ u^stul, Miehael ! " 
lie ii'iik iii.r rwuiu] 1(1 thi AK-iJ. I lie rt-iult was better 
tbali lie ii IJ il 

Tut li.. urii I' .ind .Hint re luini.in bmltlinj's the like of 
uhi(.h I liur ti.a ti'.t \ 11 cni ‘ 'iin’cn d I'li'Uivcly f.iiihionc>i, 
coiutitu' II' :riditi"n, bui tu b opiinJ to sun and air, 
tiled null i.istc, and wind"«'d wi’.li liumout. Michael, 
with sometlimu ol their ' ni .ke-up,’ had neither their 
poise, n'lr aeme certain!! 1 bur leci^niscd at once that 
tlioic two dwelt in unii! unlike any that she knew, as it, 
in their twenu odd year-. t<\’ciher, they had welded a 
single in'trunicnt lo rarr\ out a new discovery—the 
unscllconscious day Tlic) were not fools, yet cleverness 
in their presence seemed jejune, and as if unrelated to 
realit!. They knew - espciialK Hilary- a vast deal about 
flovsers, printing, architecture, mountains, drains, eke- 
tncity, the price of living, Italian cities; they knew how 
to treat the ailments of dogs, play musical instruments, 
administer first and even second aid, amuse children, and 
caus the aged to Hugh. They could discuss anything 
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from religion to morality with fluency^ and the tolerance 
that came from experience of the trials of othcr^' and 
forgetfulness of their own W ith her natural intelligence 
Hour admired them They were good, but they were not 
dull—very odd ! Admiring them, she could not help 
making up to them Their attitude in life—she recognise d 
--was superior to her own, and she was prepared to pa\ 
at least hp-scrvice liut lip-‘>ervice ‘cut no ue' in the 
Meads. Hand, foot, inicllca and heart were the matter- 
<d-course rcquiremenf-. lo ^KCupv her mind, houc\er, 
she tocik the jobs i^oven her Then 1 rouble began TIk 
jobs were not licr own, and then v\as no career in them 
Try as she would, "he eould nut identity her''elf with Mr" 
Corrigan eir tljc little Topmar^lu' riie girK, wlir) "er\ed 
at Fetter and FoplinV and kept iheir e lollies m paper b.ig", 
bored her when ihe\ talked and wlnn they didn't. Kaeh 
new type amused her fur .1 da\, and then just seemed 
unlovely. She tried h.ird, howeier, lor her »)wn s.ike, and 
in order to deceive Michael She h.ul been at 11 more 
than a week before "he had an idea. 

“ You know, Michael, I feel I should he ever so much 
more interested if I ran a place ed n\\ own in tlic country- - 
a sort of rest-house that I could make attracti\e for girls 
who wanted air and that ” 

To Michael, remembering the canteen, it seemed ‘ an 
idea * indeed. To Tlcur it seemed more—a ‘ lease and 
release,’ as her father might have put it. Her scheming 
mind had seen the possibilities She would be able to go 
there without let or cavil, and none would know what she 
did with her time, A base of operations with a fool-proof 
title was essential for a relationship, however innocent, 
with Jon. She began at once to learn to drive the car, 
for the ’ rest-house ’ must not be so near him as to excite 
suspicion. She approached her father on the finance of 
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th« matter. At first doubtfully, and then almost cordially, 
Soames approved. If he would pay the rent and rates of 
the house, she would man.aee the rest out of her own 
pocket She could not have bettered such a policy by 
way of conviminR him ili.it her ititcrf.! was genuine; for 
he emphatically distrusted the interest of people in any¬ 
thing that did not cost them nionn c.ireful study of 

the map suepested to her tin neielih.iurhoiKl of Dorking. 
Box Hill had .1 riputation lor .iir and bs.uits, and w-as 
within an hour'-11st drive o| \\ .iii,doii In the next three 
weeks she found .ind fiirni'lRd .1 direiiit house, rambling 
and clii.ip, clo-e to the ro.id cn the London side of Box 
Hill, with .1 p«,,l F ,rdi n and stahli - that i ould he Converted 
easily. She loiiipkted her ediii.nion with the tar, and 
engaged a cciuplt wlio lould be h ft 01 charge with impunity. 
She consulted .Michael .ind the Hilary’s freely. In fact, 
like a mother cat, who carefully misleads the household as 
to where she is going to ‘ lay ’ her kittens, so Fleur, by 
the nature of her preparations, disguised her roundabout 
design. The Meads ‘ Rest House,’ as it was called, was 
opened at the end of August. 

All this time she possessed her soul with only the 
scantiest news of Jon. A letter from Holly told her that 
negotiations for Green Hill Farm were ‘ hanging fire ’ ovet 
the price, though Jon was more and more taken with it; 
and Anne daily becoming more rural and more English. 
Rondavel was in great form again, and expected to win 
at Doncaster. Val had already taken a long shot about 
him for the Derby next year. 

Fleur replied in a letter so worded as to give the im¬ 
pression that she had no other interest in the world just 
then but her new scheme. They must all drive over and 
lee whether her ' Rest House ’ didn’t beat the canteen. 
The peopk were “ such dears it was aS “ tetribly 
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amusing.” She vMshctl to con\';\ the feeling that she had 
no fears of lier^clf, no .il.irm in the thought c)f jon , and 
that her work in life ^^a^ ^e^ou^ Mithael, luner wholU 
dcseritd hv tlie nalvitc oj a good di‘'position, was niori 
and more deceiv'd Tu liim her mind .seenud realU 
occupied; and eeriainle her hod\, for slie ran up Ironi 
Dorking almo-.r <1 ii]\ and -j'Tnt the week-ends with him 
either nr ‘ d'he Sh< lu r,' wlun Ku wa'. in-^talled with hi 
grandpareiUb. or at Lippinu’h dl, wlure tiicv alwa\s m.iji 
a fuss ot i'lcur Rowinv fur >'11 the river in bland weather, 
Micliacl rce.ij’tured .1 t'llinL; oi s(.(.ur]t\ ‘ t)]d Fof'Vte' 

must have h-t hi-’ iin.iu'ii'.iU<>n run awa\ with iiim , ilu 
old bov Ut2i rather like a lun where 1 her w.i'. -.oiKerned, 
clucking and turning an infianied <.\i ou evcrvthinu that 
came near ' 

Ihirhament had ri'-en, and ■duin ouu^.r-ion work wa- 
now all that he wa^ d^ iuil- 1 in. •'C da\' on th.ii n \ - r, .\hi< h 
he ever as-'oCiatcdtMth hi''Wooing,W( re the happusi he in.vl 
Spent since the strike Iklihi the strike th\t in lurrowed 
form dragged wc.irvineK <in, so th.it people ".ea-ed to 
mention it, the wt.itinr being warm 

And Soames r B\ hi< daughter's tranquil amiability, lit» 
too, was iranquilised He would look .a Muliael .iiul ^a\ 
nothing, in accordance with the bi.st hnghsh iradiiioiis, 
and his own dignitv h was he who revived the' iJe.i oi 
Flcgr’s benng painted by June's ‘lame duck ’ He felt it 
would occupy her mind still further He would like, how¬ 
ever, to see the telhnv's \\i>rk first, though he '•upposed it 
would mean a visit to June's 

“ If she were to be out," he ^aid to Meur, “ I shouldn’t 
mind having a look round her studio.’’ 

“Shall 1 arrange- that, then. Dad ^ " 

“ Not too pointedly," said Soames; “ or she’ll get into 

a faniod.” 
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Accc'rdinijl) ;i’ the fnllnwim,' uerk enj Fleur sjid . 
“ If voij'll romt up \%uii nu ♦ip MuDvI-u, dear, we'll go 
rf)und 1 fic RihuliU' vmII !<, in. hut lime won’t. She 
doc'^n’i to stc \ou in\ nior^ th.m \ou want to $ce 

her." 

“ H'ni ' " ' :ivj .S),inK s “ Sh'. ^ ^polxi her mind.” 
TIi(\ \suit up, in !'i' I ir \‘:'r fom'ini,' hi' opinion 
So.tnK* w !'• t ' rtinrii, .iiid llcur n. e.. ..n h“ine The 
R.if.ulite met tlum .ii tiji lu 'd "i tlu '■t urs To Suamci 
he suL’pt'-t<.d .1 hull hi:! iir ni'U in a lu h ui e\tr seen one 
in th' th sh), u'th hi' -h' ri l<r-. .md his Imsid, pule 
face \\hiih 'A'-fv lh< uni " Ii ^-',1 'uppo'.e Vourself 

eap.iblt of api T'11 nu u^rl.. V"U ruikt .1 misi.ikc” 
Po mu t.H (. on 'h' oii.rh rni. ’\<iri ile « xpr* 'sum : ** If 
\(*u [i It I \s.mt to .tpj ru 1 tu \‘>ur Work, wju make 

.1 prtattr " And, h ivine lurn {<> 1 1< ur. he hf^.m to look 
rt‘urid In truth Ik u.i n-u uiit.ivi'ir.thK inipri.sscd The 
work liad turrod its huk on rnod<rnii\ Tfic surfaces 
were t-mof)th, iIk lir twinp in pcrsj'f ^ tivt, .md the colouring 
full He ptr(.Li\!.d .1 new noi<, ur r.iiher the detinite 
revival of an old one 'I'lie ilup had undoubted talent; 
whctlur it Would g<) down m these d.ivs he did not know, 
but its texture was mure .igret.iMt i** live with than any 
he had t>cen fr r some time Wlieri he came to the portrait 
of June he st^xnJ for a minute, with his head on one side, 
and then s.nd, witli a pale smile : 

“ You've got her to the life ” It pleased him to think 
that June had evidently not seen in u what he saw. But 
when liis eyes fell on ttic puturt of ;Vnne, lus face fell, too, 
and he lixikcd quickly at hkur, who said : 

Vf, Dad ? Wliat do you think of that f ” 
llic thought had fiaHicd through Soames* mind : ‘ I« it 
to get in touch with that she's ready to be painted I * 
“ Finished ? he asked. 
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The Rafaelitc answered: 

“ Yes. Going down to them to-morrow,” 

Soamcs’ face rose ag.iin Tli.it risk was over then! 

“ Quite clever ! ” lie murmured. “ Tlic lilt’s excellent.” 
And he passed on to a sketch of the wom.in who had 
opened the door to them 
“That’s recognif.ihlc ! Not at all bad.” 

In these quiet ways he m.idc it cle.ar that, while he 
approved on the whole, he u.i^ not going to pav any 
extravagant price. He look an opportunity when Eleur 
was out of hearing, .and s.iiJ , 

“So you want to p.nni my daughter. What’s yonr 
figure f ” 

“ A hundred and fiftv.” 

“Rather tall for these d.iys-vou’re a young man. 
However —so long as you m.ike a good ihiiig of it! ” 

The Rafaelite Ixiwed ironic.ilK 

“ Yes,” said Soames, “ I d.ires.u , you think all vour 
geese arc swans—never met .t painter who didn’t. You 
won’t keep her sitting long, 1 suppose--she's busy. That’s 
agreed, then. Good-bye! Don't come down 1 ” 

As they went out he said to Eleur. 

“ I’ve fixed th.it. You c.m begin sitting when yon like. 
His work’s better than you’d think from the look of him. 
Forbidding chap, I call him ” 

“ A painter has to be forbidding, Dad ; otherwise people 
wouM think he was cadging ” 

** Something in that,” said Soames. “ I’ll get back now, 
as you won’t let me take you home. Good-bye' Take 
care ci yourself, and don’t overdo it.” And, receiving her 
kiss, he got into the car. 

Fknr began to walk towards her eastward-boand ’bus 
aa his car moved west, nor did he see her stop, give him 
tome law, then retrace her steps to June’s. 



CFUPTFR III 

Pll-'l Till MJl’L 

Ji'ST ns in .1 \crn '•I'l w tLI linJ tliiiii;> or people of pure 
Jc'icnt H mip"-'il'l', "ii’i ni iKins, nmi the psycliologijt 
will) tr.icc' ill in 1” iii^ni- js like bo.imcj, who 

Inlitved th.it 111' dji.fliti.r w.iiutj to he [niintal in order 
tli.it she mipht s'-c In r-ilt on .1 w.iU. Everybody, 

lie knew, li.ij tin nisei-, es liunu sooner or later, and generally 
sooner Vet Heiir, tlioueh tert.nnh not averse to being 
liung, had inoiiies tli.il were li.irdli so smele as all that. 
In the senm of this coinrleviti, ‘he went back to June’s. 
Tli.it little li.i-., ".ho h.id been lurking in lier bedroom so 
as pot to meet her kinsman, was in high leather. 

" ()f course the price is nominal,” .she said. “ Harold 
fiiight re.illy to be get ting cstr i bit .ts muiii for his portraits 
as Thom or I.ippen. Still, it’' so important for him to be 
making .something while Ip w.ntmg to take his real place. 
What have you come back in: ‘ " 

“ Partly for the pleasure of seeing you,” said Flcnr, 
*' and partly because we I'orgot to arrange for the first 
sitting. I think my best time would be three o'clock.” 

” Yes," murmured June, doubtfully, not so much from 
doubt as from not having suggested it herself. “ 1 think 
Harold could man.agc that. Isn’t his work exquisite I ” 

“ I particularly like the thing he’s done of Anne. It’l 
going down to them to-morrow, 1 hear.” 

“ Yet; Jon’s coming to fetch it.” 

Fleur looked hastily into the little dim mirror to see that 
she was keeping expression off her fact. 

965 
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“What do you ihink I out^dit to wear ? 

June’s p.r/.c swept her fnim side to <ide. 

“ Oh ' 1 expect he’ll want aw .iruHci.il ‘-ihenv with vou.” 

“Exactly! liut whni u-lour ? One must come in 
somcihiny “ 

“ We’ll po up and ask him ” 

The Rnfaehtc was standing before his picture of Anne 
He turned and looked at them, wuIk'IU preci-'cly saMne 
“ Good Lord ! These women ' ” and nodded, ^doomily, at 
the suggestion of three o'l lori- 

“ What do )ou want her in ' ’’ .tsktd junc 

The Rafaelitc st.ired at Fleur as if d< tcrmining where 
her nhs left off and her hip botu^ bej^jan. 

“ Gold and silver,” he s.nd, at la-^t 

Junc clasped lier liands 

“Now, isn’t that c\iraordinar\ ^ He's v(.(n through 
\ou at once. Your gold and '«iKer room Harold, I'ow 
did you ? ” 

“I happen to ha\e an old * F'-l!\ ’ dress,” vaid I'leur, 
“silver and gold, wiili Ih-II-, that I haven't worn suKt I 
was married.” 

“A ‘ F(*lly *! ” cried June. “The \eT\ ihiHg. If it's 
pretty. Some arc huleeais, of cour-e 

“Oh! it's pretty, and m.ikcs a di.arming sound.” 

“He can’t paint that," -aid June Then added 
dreamily; “ But you could suggest it, Harold — like 

Leonardo.” 



course I I Enow, he wasn't-” 

internipted. 

our face up,” he said to Fleur, 
d Fleur. “June, J do so like thar of 
k you that she^s sure to want Jon 
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“ Of ril mjl-c lum promiM* when he comr< 

t-»-morr()\\ 

“He''' p-inc f'' l.jrniinp, ^'nJ knim , he’ll make 
th.jT an exaise M« n li.iu- heme painted” 

“f>h, that's all n<'nven'><.” •^aul June '* In old dav'. 
th<\ ]m\Cv 1 !t A»i\;\.n, )<-n mu^t sit before he bepn-* 
'Hu \'ll m.ik< .1 ^[lendid pair” 

lithind the. KiIm lilt's bill- I lenr bn her hp 
“He mii'-t «i.ar a tnrnvI^ An shirt, lllur. d(»n't \<)u 
think. Harold - n- ^'ifh ho !■ ur ■’ ” 

“Ihi 4 , kn -n spot-,” niuMired the K daelite. 

” 1 he n thn e < 'u"< k to Hi! rri w ■' ” said 1 h t.r, hastiK 
juiK nod i'd “ ]' n's ( ofiiin*.’ to luiuh, 'O he'll be gone 

brtori \ ('ll tor,. 

* All la-i.t, ih-All ri-\o.r 

Shi 1 elvi hi r hind out to ihr K d u-litc, who icemed 
s .rpri'id at i ir< 

• (,o,H- 1'M. ji.:'- ' ” 

jiine iani<* sij.hiinh i|o c md ki -id her on the chin. 
•\f that ni* Pm ni tl e btth- I • b. 's !.i. t looked soft and pink, 
.iful her eMs soft; her lip- wop- v.arm, tof), as if «he were 
w i^m all through 

! Kur v.int avv a rl.inl-inLr ‘Ouidit I to have a.skcd her 
not to till [on 1 nas gt^rg to be painted ’ ’ But surch 
|.,ni. tht warm, the sjngh e\(d. vMiuld never tell Jon nny- 
tl.ii.g ib.it mu’ht stop him b(irg useful to lier Hafaelite. 
Mie st,M)d, noting the gcogr.iphy around ‘the Poplara.’ 
The onh approach to this backwater was by a road that 
dipped into If and came out again Just here, she would 
not he scei> from the house, and could sec Jon leaving after 
luT.ch wluvhcwr wa) he v\cnt. Bui then he would have 
to take a t.TXj, for the piefure. If sfmclc her bittcrlv that 
she, Nsho had been hb fir^t-adoicd, should have to KhtJTlC 
to see turn hot it siie JiJn't, she «ouU never see him t, 
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Ah I what a ninny she liad been at Wansdon in those old 
days when her room was next to his. One little act, and 
nothing could have kept him from her for all time, not his 
mother nor the old feud ; not her father; nothing , and 
then there had been no vows of hers or his, no Michael, no 
Kit, no nymph-eyed girl 111 harrier between tlicm , nothing 
but youth and innocence And it seemed to her that 
youth and innocence were oicr-r.itcd 

She lit on no plan by which she could see him without 
giving away the f.ict that she had schemed. She would 
have to possess her soul a little lunger. Let liim once get 
his head into the p.iinter’s noose, and there would be not 
one but many chances 

She arrived at tlirce o’clock with her b'olK's dress, and 
was taken into June’s bedroom to put it on 

“It’s just right,” said June; ” dclighifully artificial. 
Harold will love it.” 

“ I wonder,” said Fleur. The R.if.iehte’s temperament 
had not yet struck her as vorj loving. They went up to 
the studio without having mentioned Jon. 

The portrait of Anne was gone. And when June went 
to fetch ‘ the exact thing ’ to cover a bit of background, 
Fleur said at once : 

“ Well ? Are you going to paint my cousin Jon f ” 

The Rafaelite nodded. 

‘‘ He didn’t want to be, but she made him.” 

“ When do you begin f ” 

“ To-morrow,” said the Rafaelite. “ He’s coming every 
morning for ■ week. What’s the gcxxl of a week 1 ” 

“ If he’s only got a week I should have thought he’d 

better »tty here.” 

“He won’t without his wife, and his wife’s got a 
add." 

“Ohl ” said Fleur, and she thought rapidly. “Wouldn’t 
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it be more convenient, then, for him to ait early in the 
afternoons ! 1 could come in tlie mornings ; in fact, I’d 
rather—one feels fresher. June could givehim a trunk call." 

The R.if.iclitc uttered what she judged to be an approving 
.sound. When she left, she Sjid to June : " I want to come 
at ten every morning, then I get my afternoons free for 
my ‘ Rest House ’ down at Dorking Couldn’t you get 
Jon to come in the .ifternoons instead ? It would suit 
him better Onl\ don't let him know I'm being painted— 
my picture won’t be reioirnis.ihle for a week, anyway.” 

“ Oh ! ’’ s.iiJ lunc, “ you’re quite wrong, there. Harold 
ahsays gets an unniisi.ik.tble likeness at once; but of 
course he’ll pat it f.uc to the wall, he always does while 
he’s at work on a ptciurc " 

"(iood ! He's made quite a nice start. Then if you’ll 
teleplionc to Jon, I'll come to-morrow at ten.” And for yet 
another day slic po<se8scd her soul. On the day after, the 
nodded at a canvas whose face was to the wall, and asked ; 

“ Do you find mv cousin a good sitter ! ” 

“ No.” said the Kafachtc ; “ he takes no interest. Got 
something on his mind, I should think.” 

“ He’s a poet, jou know,” said Fleur. 

The Rafaelite gave her an epileptic stare. " Poet ! His 
head's the wrong shape—too much j'aw— and the eyes too 
deep in.” 

“ But his hair 1 Don’t you find him an attractive 
subject ! ” 

“ Attractive ! ” replied the Rafaelite—“ I paint any¬ 
thing, whether it’s pretty or ugly as sin. Look at Rafael’s 
Pope—did you ever see a better portrait, or an uglier 
man f Ugliness U not attractive, bat it’s there.* 

“That’s obvious,” said Fleur. 

“ I sure the obvious. The only teal noveltiet now ate 
platitudes. That’s why my work is important and leeaa 
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new. People hdve pot so far away from the obvious that 
the obvious startles them, and nothing else docs. I advise 
you to think that over ” 

“ I’m .sure there’s .a lot in it,” s.aid Fleur. 

“ Of course,” said the R.if.iclitc, ” .i platitude lia.s to 
be stated with force and clarity If you can’t do that, 
you’d better go on slopping around and playing parlour 
tricks like the Ga-gaists Thev’re .1 bathetic lot, trcing to 
prove that cocktails are a betier drink than old branch. 
I met a man last night who told me he’d spent four years 
writing twents-two lines of poetre that nobody can 
understand. How’s th.it for bathos ’ But ii’ll m.ike him 
quite a reputation, till somebody writes twentc-tlirce lines 
in five ycar.s still more unintelligible. Hold your he.id 
up. . . . Your cousin’s a silent beggar " 

“Silence is quite a qu.ilitc,” s.iui Elcur 
The Rafaelitc grinned. " 1 suppose vou think I haven’t 
got it. But you’re wrong, madam Not long .igo I went 
a fortnight without opening my lips except to eat and say 
yes or no. Sht got quite worried ” 

“ I don’t think cou’re vers nice to her,” said Fleur. 
“No, I’m not. She’s alter mv soul That’s the worst 
of women—saving your presence - tliec 're not content with 
their own.” 

“ Perhap.s they haven’t any,” s.iid Fleur. 

“The Mohammedan view—well, there’s certainly some¬ 
thing in it. A woman’s always alter the soul of a 
man, a child, or a dog Men are content with wanting 
bodies.” 

“I’m more interested in vour platitudinal theorv, Mr. 
Blade.” 

“ Can’t afford to be interested m the other i Eh ! 
Strikes home ? Turn your shoulder a bit, will you i No, 
to the left. . . . Well, it’s a platitude that a woman always 
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u.ints ^omc otlirr smuI-h.hIv people have forgotten ii 
Look at the ^l^rln«• MaJoana ' Tlu hain ii.is a soul of it-* 
"un, and the Madonii.iL H'Mtmir on the -jouI of the hahy 
lliitL uhat make^ !t a k'f' ti [i.Ture, jpart from the line 
iiid vol^ur It 't itt ' 1 k'f It platitiiJi. , hut nobody see*! 
1’, n'>v\ \>'ne ot the roi.'j'o'.'enti, anvuav -thevVe too 

1 jr k'''n<' 

■ U \\ It p! iiituje arc vou to •'talc in vemr picture 

ot me ’ 

“Don't \ou uciTTv,” '.iiJ tin K ilaehic “There’ll be 
one .ill riL'lit when it’'' hin.'ii J. (l'oui:li I ‘.lian’t know what 
It h w hilc I'm at u C!i it K ter will out, ) >>ii know l.ikc 
.1 re^t ’ " 

“ KnnrninusK Wli.it pliiir.ijc .itii \i»u express in the 
P"rir.iit "! m\ io.]sin\ ml. 

“C.).) Lunrnii sji.i tin K.il ii-litc “home C 4 tc- 
i iii^m ' “ 

“You -.unlv JiJn'i fjil with that picture Wacii't it 
pl.ilituJiiious ' 

“ It got her all right hhc\ not .1 proper American.” 

■■ How ^ ’’ 

“ Throws hatk to something--Irish, perhaps, or Dreton. 
There's nymph in her " 

'■ She was brought up in the backwoods, I believe,” 
sikI Fleur, acidly 

The Rafaehtc eyed her 

“ You don't like the laJc ' ” 

“ Cert.unK I do, but haven't you noticed that picturesque 
people arc generally tame r And m) cousin—what's hit 
plititudc to be ’ ” 

“ Conscience,” said the Rafaelite; “ that young man 
will go lar on the straight and narrow. He worries.” 

A sharp movement shook all Fleur’s silver bells. 

" What a dreadful prophecy ! Shall I stand again I ” 
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TALK IN A I AR 

For yet one more d.iy Fkur posNe'Ncd her nouI ; then, at 
the morning’s sitting, .n.eident.ill\ left her \.niuy hag, 
belund her, in the .Ntuiiio hhe t.illed for it tlie same 
afternoon. Jon h.id not gone jii-t out ot tin sitter's 
chair, he Wits stretching hin -clf and yawning 

“ Go on, Jon ! Every morning 1 wish I Iind your mouth. 
Mr. Blade, I left my bag ; it’s got ni\ cheque book in it, 
and I shall want it down at Dorking to-nighi. By the w.ay, 
I shall be half an Imur hue tor my snttng to-morrow. I'm 
afraid. Did you know I was \uur tdlow victim, |oii ^ 
'We’ve been playing ‘ Box and Cox' How are you 1 
hear Anne’s got a cold, (jive her my sympatliv. Is the 
picture going well ! Might I have a peep, .Mr. Blade, and 
see how the platitude is coming out Oh ! It’s going to 
be splendid ! I can quite see the line ” 

“ Can you 1 ” said the R.if.ielue . “ I can’t.” 

‘‘ Here’s my wretched b.ig I If you’ve fimslied, Jon, I 
could run you out as far as Dorking ; you’d catch an earlier 
train. Do come and cheer me on my w.iy. Haren’t seen 
you for such ages! ” 

Threading over Hammersmith Bridge, Fleur regained the 
self-possession she had never seemed to lose. She spoke 
lightly of light matters, letting Jon grow accustomed to 
proximity. 

“ I go down every evening about this time, to see to my 
chores, and drive up in the morning early. So any afternoon 
you like I can take you as far as Dorking. Why shouldn’t 
we see a little of each other in a friendly way, J on 1 ” 

9/2 
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“When wi- do, it dutw’t «orm to make for happiness, 
Fleur " 

“ Mv dear hoy, what is ll.lp|'lne^s ’ Surely life should 
Ix' h.irmle^sK lull .i', it t.in ie f " 

'■ HarnnU ',d\ ' " 

" 1 he R.if.nine si\' tmi lute tirriHe eon.iciencc, Jon,” 
" File R.if.ulitiV .1 niiaikUi 

” ^'e'., but ,1 lU\i r one You I'.r.r th.inx'i d, you usen't 
to h.r. 1 th.u line I'l inn ii >, mir i vc^, .md vuur jaw'^ ({ettin>; 
too ‘.tronc i.<hik, |ori Jc ir. be .i friend to me -,n they 
.'•,i\’, ..rid ue won't lliiiik oi .in. tl.iiii; els.’ I alien's like 
Wimblt Jon Common -a h.iMi't l”iii. lupht up yet. Have 
vou boueht th.it 1 inn .’ ” 

“ N.it quae " 

” I.et'' eo In u.ii oi R..biii lliil, .md look at it through 
till tries ■ It niii'ht i.i-piri \oii to i p.. m.” 

■' 1 sh.ill neitr writi .iny iii'.n lene It's quite gone." 
“Nonsense, Jon \'ou nnh w.nit tirnng up. Don’t I 
driie well, cor.-iJerini; INe oiil, been .a it five weeks f ” 

“ You do everything well, Miur ” 

“ You say tli.it as it vou dis.ipponed. Do you knot* we'd 
never danced together before that night at Nettlefold ? 
Shall we ever J.incc together ai;.un f ” 

“ Rr'ib.iidv not 

“Optimistit Jim! Th.at’s right—smile 1 Look I la 
that the church where you wire b-rptized ? ” ’ 

“ I wa.sn’t.” 

“Oh! No. That was the penod, of coarae, when 
people were serious .about those things, I bcljcve I waa 
done twice over—R.C. and Anglican. That’a why I'm not 
so religious as yon, Jon.” 

" Religious f I’m not religious.” 

“ 1 fancy you ure. You have moral backbone, anyway.” 
“ Really! ” 
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“ Jon, 5’ou remind me of Amcric.in nutices outside their 
propcriici Stop—look -take care—keep out I ’ I sup 
pose you think me a friphtful hutterfle " 

“ No, Fleur Far from it. The huticrflv has no knovi 
ledge of a straight line between two points.” 

“ Now wh.1t do you mean by ih.it ! ” 

“ That you set jour hc.irt on things " 

“Did you get th.it from the R.if.nlite = ” 

“ No, but he confirmed it ” 

“ He did —di d he ' Tliat youiit,’ ni in I.llk^ too much 
Has he expounded td \<''i hi'^ the(ir\ th.il niu->t 

possess the soul [4 >'>iueon(. eKe. .md iliat .i in.m is content 
with bodies ? ” 

“ He has.” 

“ Is it true ^ ” 

“ I hate to agree with him, hut 1 think it !■>, in u wav ” 

‘ Well, I can tell \ou iher. .ir< pU-ntj ot women about 
now who keep their own souK .md arc coiitmt with other 
people’s bodies ” 

“ Axe you one of them, Fleur 1 ” 

“Ask me another! There’s Robin Hill' ’’ 

The fount of Fors\ te song .md storj stood grev and 
imposing among its trees, with the sinking sun aslant on 
a front where green sunblmds were still down 
Jon sighed. " 1 h.iJ a lovcK time tiicrc.” 

“Till I came and spoiled it.” 

“No; that’s blasphemy." 

Fleur tonched his arm. 

“That’s nice of you, dear Jon You always were nice, 
and 1 shall always love \ou — in a harmless way The 
coppice looks jolly. God had a brain-wave when he 
invented larches.” 

“ Yes, Holly .says that the coppice was my grandfather’, 
favourite spot.” 
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“ Old Jolyon—who woiildn'l m irr\ his hohivcd, because 
she w.is ^lln^un^[nl\e ‘ " 

"I ru\i.r hcirj :h.it Bui he w.is j yreat old fellow, 
mv f.ithcr and moilRr adurid him " 

" I’’.; seen hi' ['hoi'Rr i[dun'i a’l I chin like las, 
|on ' The Fors) us .lil h.r,i suiiiihin- June’s frightens 
me " 

“ June IS one of ihe he't |■lll|'ll nii > irih.” 

“Oh' Ion, \i)u .in h"rnhl> ho,a" 

“ Is ili.it .in ofiLiii I ' ’’ 

“ Ii m.ikes eursthinc u rnhiv i.irmsi in a world that 
I'li'l worth It No, d.ii'i'l ijiiote I.i'iiL'It il'iw U In a \ ou get 
'.■line, shall Miu tell .\niie )ou’m heell driving wilh me f ” 
'■ \\ l.\ not ’ ’’ 

" hhe’s unt.isv aboiit me as it o, .sn't she ? You 
iieediTl .mswer, joti Hut 1 tiiink it's unfair of her. I 
want so little, and sou'rc so sate 

“ bile ’ " It seemed to I'leur that lie closed his teeth 
on the word, and fur a moment she was h.ij'l'y 

" Now vou’ve got your hon-i iih hsik l)o lion-cubs have 
i iinsciences f It’s going to be rather interesting for the 
Raf.iehtc I think your conscicnte might stop before telling 
\nnc, tliiiugh It’s a pity to worry her if she has a talent 
tor unt .isiness “ I he n, by the silenee at her side, she knew 
she had made .1 mist.ikc 

" This IS where 1 put in my cluteh," she said, “ at they 
say in the ' bloods ’! ’ .And through Epsom and Leather 
head they irasclled in silence. 

•' Do vou love England as much as ever, Jon f " 

“ More." 

" It IS a gorgeous country." 

“ The last word I should have used— a great and lovely 
country ” 

“ Michael says its soul is grass.” 
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“Yes, and if 1 get my farm, I’ll break some up, all 
right.’’ 

“ 1 c.an’t see you as a real farmer.’’ 

“ You can’t sec me as a real anything—I suppose. 
Just an amateur.’’ 

“ Don’t be horrid ! 1 mean you’re too sensitive to be a 
farmer.” 

“ No. I want to get down to the earth, and I will.” 

“You must be a throw-back, Jon. The primeval 
Forsytes were farmers. My father wants to take me down 
and show me where they lived.” 

“ Have you jumped at it ? ” 

“ I’m not sentimental; haven’t you realised that ! I 
wonder if you’ve realised anything about me ? ” And 
drooping forward over her wheel, she murmured : “ Oh ! 
It’s a pity we have to talk like this ! ” 

“ I said it wouldn’t work ! ” 

“ No, you’ve got to let me se? \ ou sometimes, Jon, This 
is harmless enough. I must and will sec you now and then. 
It’s owed to me 1 ” 

Tears stood in her eyes, and rolled slowly down. She 
felt Jon toucli her arm. 

“ Oh ! Fleur, don’t! ” 

“ I’ll put you out at North Dorking now, you’ll just 
catch the five forty-six That’s my house. Next time I 
must show you over it. I'm trying to be good, Jon ; and 
yon must help me . . . Well, here we arc 1 Good-bye, 
dear Jon; and don’t worry .Anne aboutme,! beseech you!” 

A hard hand-grip, and he was gone. Fleur turned from 
the station and drove slowly back along the road. 

She pnt away the car, and entered her ‘ Rest House.’ 
It was foU, late holiday time still, and seven young women 
were resting limbs, tired out in the service of ‘ Fetter, 
Poplin,’ and their like. 
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They were at supper, and a cheery bun assailed Fleur’s 
ears. These girls had nothing, and she had everything, 
except—the one thing that she chiefly wanted. For a 
moment she felt ashamed, listening to their talk and 
laughter. No! She would not change with them—and 
\et without that one thing slie felt as if she could not live. 
.And, while she went about the house, sifting the flowers, 
ordering for to-morrow, in-.ptctmg the bedrooms, laughter, 
cheery and uncontroilcd, floated up .ind seemed to mock 
hex. 



CHAPTER V 

MOHl TM KINA CAR 

Jon h.ul too little "cn-^c ol Ins own import.mcc to ho 
lancousl) lo\cd null uiinfori u> himstlf hv two prctt\ .md 
.iltractivc younj; noincn He Jro\c htimc from Pul- 
borough, whore non d.uly l.o parked \’a]\ \.ar, nith a sore 
heart and a mind dotraught lit had seen I'leur six times 
since his return to I’.n^laiul, in a sort (*f p.iintul crescendo 
That dance wuii her had distlosed to him her state of 
heart, but still he did imt suspet t her of const lousK pursuing 
him; and no ammini tit hean-st..ireliing seemed to make 
his own feelings clc.irer Ouglit he to tell Anne about 
to-day*s meeting ? In man\ small and silent na\s she had 
shown that she was afraid of Elcur Wliy add to her fears 
without real cause ? The portrait was it)t his own doing, 
and only for the next few days was he likely to be seeing 
Fleur. After that lliey would meet, perhaps two or three 
times a year. “ Pon't tell .Vnne —I beseech you I ” Could 
he tell her after that ? Purely he owed Fleur that much 
consideration. She Ind never consented to give him up; 
she had not fallen in love with Michael, as he with Anne. 
Still undecided, he reached Wansdim His mother had 
once said to him : ** You must never fell a lie, Jon, your 
face will always give you away.” And so, though he did 
not tell Anne, her eyes following him about noted that he 
was keeping something from her. Her cold was in the 
bronchial stage, so that she was still upstairs, and tense from 
lack of occupation. Jon came up early again after dinner, 
and began to read to her. He read from ‘The Worst 
978 
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J-uirnt'v in the U’l'rlJ.* .uul <>n her skk ^fu‘ l.a with her face 
pillowed on her nrni nuJ w.iiJied lam ‘W^r it Thr sm-hke 
of A Wood tire, the Vi., ni ot h.tK time remedies, the drtme ol 
M" own \oice, ret iiiini,' th.it epic a j\r:i.'uin‘s e^»g, 
drowsed lum nil tfie hooL dropped Irom his h.uid. 

a ^noo/e, [on, \oirrc nr«.d” Jon In hitk, hut 
Ik did not Mio(j/e Ht th.oUL'lii instead In this )»irl, his 
wih . ht kritvs wtll that there was wli.it her hri>t)HT. hrancis 
Uilmof. uilhd * s.ind ' SIk kiuw how to he Mhnt when 
sh<<‘i pimiKd Ht had watt Ik d htr making up her mind 
th.o sht w.i indarL»'r. .ind iiow ii v enu d to lain rinil she 
was hiding IkT iinu \nn< alv\a\s ktuw whit ‘'he wanted, 
^he hatl a -ini'ItrKs' ot purpo-e tmt lontused like Klcur’s 
1)\ tht t urn nts ol inod( riuit, atul sIk- w is rcsohile Youth 
in htr ^oui!. Lar'hriiin home h ul Ihmi simple and scU 
relunt , .iiivi unlikt nu^t .Xnuru.in itirl-, she had not had 
too L’ood .1 lime h had l\« n a shot k t-- her, he knew, that 
sIk was not las first h.ve and th.it hr- first htvc was still in 
hwi xMth lam Slit li ul shown her unt .ismtat once, but 
now, he Ith, sIh had tloscd htr puard And Jon could not 
lu Ip knowiiiLt. too, that sfu was Mill deeply in lo\c with him 
for all that ihe\ h.id intn married ivst* yc.irs. He had 
often heard th.ii .Anuriian uirls seldom rcalK knew the 
men the) marrud , hut it seemed lu him someiimeii that 
.'\nne knew lum hcti«r than ht knew himself. If so, what 
did she know ’ What was he ’ He wanted to do some¬ 
thing' useful with Ins life , he wanted to be loyal and kind. 
But was It all just wanting ’ Was he a fraud ? Not what 
she thought him ’ It was all confused and heavy in his 
mind, like the air in the rotim. No um.* thinking ! Better 
to sncMJZc, as Anne s.iid — better to snooze ! He woke and 
said . 

“ Hallo ! Was I snoring ? '* 

“No. But you were twitching like a dog. Jon.” 
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Jon got up and went to il;t uinduvv. 

“I was dreaming. It's a bc.iutiful night. A fine 
September’s the pick of the )e.ir." 

“ Yc.s ; I kne the ' fall ’ Is vmir motinT coming over, 
soon ? ” 

“Not until wt’rc settled in. I btlicvt slie thinks we’re 
better without her.’' 

“ Your mother would always feel she was de Irop before 
she w.Ts.” 

“That’.s on the nglit side, ,in\wat ’’ 

“Yes, I wundir if I should ’’ 

Jon turned. She w.!' suimg up, ^t.innp in front of her, 
frowning. He went over .md kissed her 

“ Direful of your thest, darling ! ’’ .ind he pulled up the 
clothes. 

She lay back, g.wing up at him ; and again he wt.ndt rcd 
what she s.aw. . . 

He was met ne.xt d.n by Jum'^ “ So I'leur w.i- litre 
yesterday and gave vou a lift ! I told her what I thought 
this moming.” 

“ What did you think ? ’’ s.iid Jon. 

“That it mustn't begin again. She’s .1 spoiled child not 
to be trusted.’’ 

His eyes moved angrily. 

“ You’d better leave bhur alone ’’ 

“I always leave people .done,’’ said June; “but this 
is my liouse, and I had to speak my mind.” 

“I’d better stop .sitting then.” 

“Now, don’t be silly. Jon. Of course you can’t stop 
fitting—neither of you. Harold would be frightfully 
upset.” 

“ Damn Harold! ” 

June took hold of his lapeL 

“That’s not what 1 meant at all. The pictures are 
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going to be sj'IcnJid 1 tinl) that you mustn’t 

meet licre.” 

“ Did )ou td] Fleur that ! ” 

“ Yes,” 

Jnn laughed, .ind ilie sound ol the laugh was hard. 
■‘We're not cliildren, June.” 

“ lla\e you told Anin. 1 ’’ 

“No” ' 

“ There, \ ou see ! ” 

■■ What 

Ills (aee h.id leiome stuhhorn and angry. 

“You're '.er. hl.i \o,ir lather .inO grandfather, Jem — 
they eoiilJn't la .ir t'l he told .iii\thing.” 

“ (,'all \ou f 

"01 enurse, ;\h(n It's r.ect s..ir\.” 

" Then j h .. 1 don't iiUerletc " 

Pink ru'hed into June's eheek-, tears intei her eyes; ihc 
winked the in .iH.ie, shook hero !l, .Uki s.ild coldly: 

“ I iieeer inti-rfere ” 

“ .Vo • ” 

She went more yink, .out siuidcnly stroked his sleeve. 
Tli.it touehed Jon, and nc smiled 

He ' '.It ' disturbed all that alrernofin, while the 
R.ilaclitc painted, and June lieuercd, sometimes with a 
frown, and sometimes with yc.itning m her face. He 
■wondered what he should do If Fleur called for him again, 
liut Fleur did not call, and he went home alone. The next 
d.n VV. 1 S Sunday and he did not go up j but on Monday 
when he came out of ‘ The Poph.rs,’ after ‘ sitting,’ he saw 
Plcur's car standing by the curb. 

“ I do want to show you my house to-day. 1 suppose 
June spoke to you, but I’m a reformed character, Jon. 
Get in! ” .-And Jon got in. 

The day was dull, neither lighted not Staged for emotion, 
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and the ‘ reformed cl.ar.icter ’ pined l»er part to perfectinn 
Not a word tl.it thev' vmti. other tlian be-' 

friend*?. She talked of Anierua, ii^ lantrunee and book- 
jon maintained tl.ii ,\nuTu.i vea-. \iolent in ili. reprei''.iun 
and in Its re\oh ai,Min-t repression- 
“ In a word," said I'liir, " \oLini,’ 

“ ; bur so f.ir .n 1 t.m make out, it's getting younger 

everv year." 

“ I liked America " 

** Oh ! I liked It all rielii I made quite a profit, to.., 
on my orchard wlien I sold " 

“I wonder you came hail., Jon The tact i^—youTe 
old-fashioncd." 

“ How ? " 

“Take sex —I couldnT di-euss se\ with vou " 

“Can you with other people ' " 

“Oh! with near]\ an\one DonT frown like rliat ' 
VouM be awfulh' out of it, me dear, in London, or Nevs 
York, for that matter." 

“ I hate fluffy t.dk .ibout se\," said J<in, gruffly “ The 
French arc the only people wTo understand sex It isnT 
to be talked about as thev do licrc and in America , it’s 
much too real" 

Fleur stole another Uiok. 

“Then let us drop that hot potato Dm not sure 
whether I could even discu.ss art with you." 

“ Did you see that St, Gaudens statue at Waslungton ? ’’ 
“ Yes ; but that’s vteux jru now.adays " 

“la it?" growled Jon. “What do they want, 
then ? ” 

“ You know as well as I.” 

“ You mean it must be unintelligible ? ” 

“ Put it that way if you like. The point is that art now 
is just a subject for conversation; and anything that 
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anyboJ\ can uiuIcTs! inJ i: fir^t xii,'ht js nui worth talking 
about and therefore not art '* 

“ I call that -^ilK 

“ IVrhap:. Hut more nmu'miij ” 

" If vou sec thro\)eh u. how «..n \ou be amuH-d ? ” 
“Another hot pot.iio LetN trs ai^un! i l>ct you 
don’t approve of women’s dress, liicsc d.i \5 ? ” 
not ^ It’s oJK senoble” 

“ 1, 1, l.i' \r we Coining lo^'i tlicr '*n that i ’* 
“Nitiiral!\. \ou‘d all look I'clter without hats You 
».in Wa'^h vour head-' cisiK now, \ou know " 

“Oh' doll': uit us ofilMS, )on Ail our stoicism would 
CO h we h.i In’t to hnd h.its that suited us, life would be 
nuK h too I .r 

“ Hut the \ d‘ ai't 'UH \ ou ” 

“ I auree. mv dear, but I know the feminine character 
better tiian \ou One must .ilw.i\' \^\\<. babies something 
to V ut their teeth on ” 

“ 1 ‘lcur, ^ol^re• too mielliL'int to live in London ” 

“M\ d'-'.ir bo\, ilii- rn‘i«!r rii \u.jnt; v\>im.jn diKsn’t live 
.ctiM'licrc .^ln’ Hou-. in .in iiinr ot her own " 

'■ bhc touihi.-- i.crth sonittimcs, I suppoiic." 
i i-'iir did n-'i .inswcr [or a rniiuiu-, ihi n, looking; .it him . 
" Yes , ■'111- louclits c.irtii Miiiu-timc', Jon ” .4nd in that 
liKik'lie'.cctncd to >,iy aij.iin " Oli' what a pity we have 
to i.ilk like this. ' ” 

Jilic sliowcd him the hou« in such a way that he might 
get the impression ih.it she considered to some purpose the 
comfort of others h\cn her momentary encounters with 
the denizens had that quality. Jon went away with a 
tingling in his palm, and the thought; ‘ She likes to make 

herself out a butterfly, but at heart-! ’ The memory 

of her clear eyes smiling at him, the half-comic quiver of 
her lips when she said : “ Good-bye, bless yon! ” blurred 
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hii vision of Sussex all the way home, And who shaD say 
that she had not so intended i 

Holly had come to meet him with a hired car. 

“ I’m sorry, Jon, Viil's gut the car, He won’t be able to 
drive you up and down to-morrow as he said he would 
He’s had to go up to-day. .And if he can get through his 
business in town, he’ll go on to Newmarket on Wednesday. 
Something rather beastly's happened His name's been 
forged on a cliequc for a hundred pounds by an old college 
friftld to whom he’d been particularly detent ” 

"Very adequate reasons,” said Jon. "What’s Val 
going to do f ” 

“He doesn’t know yet; but this is the third time he’s 
played a dirty trick on \'.il ” 

" Is it quite certain ? ” 

“The Bank described him unmistakably. He seems lo 
think Val will stand ant thing , but it c.m’t be allowed to 
go on.” 

“ I should say not.” 

“ Yes, dear boy ; but what would you do I Prosecute 
an old college friend ? Val has a queer feeling that 
it’s only a sort of accident that he himself has kept 
straight.” 

Jon stared. Was it an accident that one kept straight ? 

“ Was this fellow in the war ! ” he asked. 

“ I doubt it. He seems to be an absolute rotter. I saw 
hii t»ce once—bone slack and bone selfish.” 

** Beastly for Val 1 ” said Jon. 

“He’a going to consult his uncle, Fleur’s father. By 
the way, have you seen Fleur lately ! ” 

“Yes. I saw her to-day. She brought me as far as 
Dorldag, and showed me her house there.” 

The look on HoUy^ face, the reflective shadow between 
her eyes, were not lost on him. 
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“ Is tlicre any ohjortnm to my sfcing^hcr ? ” he said, 
abruptly 

“ Only you c.m kii'nv th.it, Jc.ir boy " 

Jon did not answer, but the moment he s.iw Anne he 
told her She showed him nothing by face or voice, just 
asked how Fleur was and how he liked the house Tliat 
night, after she seemed I'leep, he lay awake, gnawed by 
unccrt.iiiu) uj it an aexideiu that one kept straight— 
was it I 
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The quc'^tion Sn.imc p'n tci In- ii'-phcw in Green 
Street, W.JS: "Hou tlul In t Ii-iid <.} ?lic ihcque form ' 
Do \ou keep \'..ir clicqik hoiUKini' iln.ut • " 

“ I'm afr.tKl I Jo, r.itir r. in th- v ■ nint r \, I’ni Ic S'. inH-> " 
“ Tm,’’ ‘'‘lid So.mu-, “tlun )‘>u di-'-r\c .ill \<m pet 
Wli.ir about \our iinr'- ' " 

“lie ^^r<•^te irom lirn^liicn it U o.ild 'u me* 

“ You should li.ue in .d< \nnr wile 'i^m \■ lur . r ” 
Val gro.incd, “ 1 didn’t think In'd run i<> 

“ They run to .iru tiling uln n tiuv'n .i' t.<r .i' that 
I suppose when \ou ^.lKi ‘ No.’ h< 'Mine o\cr troin lirigtuon 
all the same ’ ’’ 

“ Yes, he did ; Init I w.isn’t in *' 

“ E\mci 1\ ; and he sneaked .1 lorrn Well, if \ou want to 
stop him, you'd better prosoeuie lie’ll three \i.irs “ 
“ Thal’d kill him," sjid \’al, “ to judge h\ his Io()ks " 
Sonmes shook his head '■‘Impro\e his healtli—vcr\ 
likely. H.ts he c\cr been m prison " 

“ Not that I know oi.” 

“H’mr' 

Silence followed this profound rom.ark. 

• “ I can*t prosecute," s.\id Val, suddenly. “ College pal 
There, hut for the grace <if (ioJ and all that, don’t you 
know ; one miglit have gone to the dogs oneself " 

So.tmcs stared at him. 

“ Well,” he said, “ f supptj-^e you might. Your father 
was always in some scrape or other.” 
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Val frowned He had vuddtnU rcm‘''mKcrcd an evening 
at tlie ]\indGTn(*niuin, when, ri (.onip.nu with another 
frund, fif had his ->\mi fatlur. drunk 
Ijiil ‘a-nuii'iw,'’ lie s.nJ. “I’ve ncc that he 

d'KNnd di> it n^rain It lit .iuln'i l<.uk ^ueh a ‘ lic.irt ’ 
'uhjcct, line 1.1'ald oi\c nnii ,i ladiiie " 

^h'li'k }u^ hc..^i " P'r-'inal vioknu' l>tvide% 

ht''- prub.ihU 'III ot I'.'.'’land i‘v iiiiw 
"Nil, le'ihdallii V Ini'tin lilt w.iv litre—hcNiniown 
,11 riL'ht •' ' • 

You didn't -ti. hiPi ' ” 

" No 1 waiUt'd to M t ' I’ll ti'-vt ” 

ll.ittertd in '{Ik ot 111),-'I', s.. II.^.^ld tarduiutally ; 

'■ Pt rh ip" la's eot nil. t the v i -dl a kttcr nature ? ’’ 

“ liv |'>\e, I fi It >0 iiiu 1 In Ih \ t a hrain-wavt ! ” 

Soanit'' di-iok Ills lit .o’ Not to jutiea hy hk fate ” 

“I don't kii'-n," 'ini \ .d “ \’(ir all, he nat horn a 
ecmltin.in " 

“ Ih.ii nn 111' notiiinu nonavir. ■> \iid, ipropo', before 
I tore^ t .t Ho \i)U rtiiRiidur a \oune fellow called 
lv.jttt rhtld, in ill' Kltltro-n ati nr n-i, \ou wouldn't 
V\ til. I’m ),-oine to t.ikt liim out ot ^l^ publishing firm, and 
put him undtr old (ir.idni.ni, to h.irn about your mother’s 
and ih.c other i.trnilv 'lru^l' CMd HradmanN on his last 
leg", .iiid tin- \»/unj,' man tan ''i« p into his shoes—it’s a 
pcrm.incnt job, and btircr pa\ than 1 1's gelling now. I 
can rely on liim, and ih.it’s something m these days. I 

thimght I’d tell vou.’' 

“Another brain-w.ive, Lncic ^o.unes But alx>ut your 
first Could vou -'fc btuinlord, and follow that up ? ’’ 

“ Wiiy should / sec him ? ” 

■* You carry so much more weight than I do.” 

“ H'm ! Seems tome I always have to do the unplca.sant 
thing. Howt’.cr, I expect nN better than yoursceing him.” 
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Val grinned “ I sh.di feel much happier if you do it '' 
/ ‘ihan’t,*’ said Soamc^ “That Hank cashier liasn't 
made a mistake. I suppose ? ” 

“ Who could misi.ike St.iiiilurd ” 

" Nobody,” s.ud tMinnies •• Wk 11, if you won’t prosecute, 
you'd bcticr leave it to me " 

When Val was gone he remained in thought. Here he 
was, still keeping the family .ilf.iirs straight, he wondered 
wh^t they would do withoui him some das That vming 
Butterfield might be a br.un-wase, hut who could tell— 
the fellow w.is attached to him, though, in a curious sort 
of way, with his eyes of a dog ' He .should j'ut that m 
hand at once, before old {iraJman dropped off Must 
give old Cradman a bit of plate, too, with his name en¬ 
graved, while he could snll appreciate it Most peoph 
only got them when the\ were dead or dotty Young 
Butterfield knew Mirh.ul, too, and ih.ii would make him 
interested in Fleur’s .atlairs Hut as to this infernal 
Stainford ) How was he going to set about it i Ffe had 
better get the fellow here if possible, rather than go to hi.s 
dub. If he’d had the brass m st.iv in lingland after 
committing such a bare faced forgers, be would li..vc the 
brass to come here again .md see what more he could get 
And, smiling sourly, Soames went to the telephone. 

“ Mr. Stainford in the club ? Ask him if he’d be good 
enough to step over and see Mr. Forsyte at Green Street.” 

After a look round to see th.it there were no ornaments 
within reach, he stated himself in the dining-room and had 
Smither in. 

“ Pm expecting that Mr. Stainford, Smither. If I ring, 
while he’s here, pop out and get a policeman,” 

At the expression on Smither’s face he added : 

“ I don’t anticipate it, but one never knows.” 

" Hiere’s no danger, I hope, Mr. Soames i ” 
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“ Nothin!; of the -on, ^lIlltrl'.‘r. i m.ij w.int him arrested 
—that’s all.” 

“ Do you expect liini to t.ike sometliini; sir ? ” 

Soamc^ '-miled, .in>l w.ivcLi hi^ h.ind at the lack of orna- 
Ttientv “ \’ert likelt he mai'i coniL. hut it he docs, show 
him in here ’’ 

When she h.id gone, he setiled thuMi with llic clock—a 
Duti h pieee too la .i\V to tak< aw.iy; it li.id he-en ‘ picked 
up ’ I'V James, diinied eeerelhm!;, and h.id a moott and a 
lot ot si.its on Its t.ue. lie did not feel so ‘ boublsb ’ 
hefore this third encounter with that fellow , the chap had 
'cored tvMci, .md so l.ir .is he could see, owing to Val’a 
reluLtaticc to prosecute, w.is coing to score a third time. 
.And SCI there ss.o ,a sort of fascination in dealing with 
ssliat ties c.ilhd 'the liimt,’ .ind .1 certain quality about 
the fellou ssliich r.iocd him almost to the level of romance, 
li U.is .IS if the idohs. d ni.isini ol hi< ussn youth ‘ Show DO 
emotioii,' .in.i il! the t.ishioii.ihloncss th.it, under the aegis 
of his mother hmily, h.id ciune about l’.irk Lane, were 
resi'itihg him in the ship,' ol this l.inguid beggar. ;Uid 
prob.ihlv the chap wouldn't cumc 1 

■' Mr ht.iinlord, 'ir ” 

When Smither—very rod- li.id withdrawn, Soames did 
ns't know liosv to begin, the fclloss’s face, like old parch¬ 
ment, was .IS It It h.id come from some grave or other. At 
last he said . 

" I wanted to sec you .ihout a cheque. My nephew’s 
name’s been forged ” 

The eyebrows rose, the eselide drooped still further. 

'• A’cs. Dartic won’t prosecute." 

Soames’ gorge rose. 

•• A'ou seem very cocksure,” he said ; “ my nephew hu 
by no means made up his mind.” 

“ We were at college together, Mr. Forsyte.” 
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‘‘You (fade on that, d** v^u ? '1 lure's a limit, Mr 

Sl.iHifcrd. '1 h.it \\ as .1 \cr_\ tk'\ i.r ft'r-^( r), f.ir a lirst " 
There was ju-t a llukcr of ilie fa<.c , and Soaincs drew 
the for^^ed cheque trem Ins piukci fnadequaiely pn•• 
teeted, of course, not t\cn aul"maiu .dl'. ero^std ! V 
cheques would li.i\e to Ji.iVc the words "Ntit iK^otubh , 
Credit payee ” stamped on them in luiure llui how cmald 
licj^ive this fellow a thorough 'cari r 

"I have a dettxtnc at haiidd' he s.iid, “<,ni\ uairun; 
for me to ring This sort ot tl ing must si(>p A-. \ou 
don’t seem to understand that " and he i -uk a step 
towards tiic bell 

A faint and bitter »milc hael ti-rnc on thoM- p de Iip^ 
“You’ve never l*.-en down and out, I iinamiK, Mr 
Torsvic ? ” 

Nod’ answered Soames, with a eert un d''i,’Ust. 

“ 1 alwaN's am IlA \er) wc anui: " 

“ In that cased’ said Soaines, “ \ou']l find pri'on a re.'t ” 
Hut even as he spoke them, the words 'lenud futile and a 
little brutal l'lu‘ tillow wasn't a man at all--nc wa^ a 
shade, a languid Imtcr ^!ladc It wa-- a^ if one were 
bullying a ghost 

“Look here!” he said “As a gentleman by birth, 
give me your word nut to try it on auain with iiu luphew, 
or anv of my tamily, and I w'on'i ring ” 

“ Very well, you have my word—such as it is! ” 

“ We’ll leave it at that, then,” said ^uame^ “ Ilut this 
is the last time. I shall keep the cv idcncc of this ” 

** One must live, Mr Forsyte.'* 

“ I don't agree,” said Soames. 

The * Shade' uttered a peculiar sound —presumably a 
laugh, and Soames was alone again. He went hastilv to 
the door, and watched the fellow into the street. Live ? 
Must one f Wouldn't a fellow like that be better dead ? 
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Wouldn’t most poopf! he hettrr do..d ’ And, astoni*'hcJ 
at so cxtra\ai:.int a tfioui.At, he vvent up to the drawing- 
room i’ori\-t'ue \eirs sinie fi« havl I od its foundations, 
and there it was, a- full of martjuctenc as '‘wr On the 
mantl' pi< < e w o 1 Iftle old d ttrii' rreotvpc. slightly pinked 
in the <lKtk". of ii’' grindfathcr 'Superior Dosset' set 
in a (i'-ep, (ninaih 1 inme Si-am's rontemplatcci it 
The thin r.t till }oa:i,i-r of the hrs\r< tlan was sitthd 
i<im!ort.il‘l\ h<(we<n the wul'!\ -pTittd points o^ an 
'>hi-fa'-hioiK d (ohir TIk im witii thick undirlids, 
Wfte liglit and -liF’wd and rath»r j iping, tlie sidc- 
wl i-kers gn \ , th' niouili loiT'vl a^ it it could svsallow a 
lot , ilie old-time r 111 < oat w of hr- mI* loth ; the hanJH 
thosf ul a III m oi .dtair- \ ' io« l.\ w!d i>o_\, with a ccrt.nn 
forn, and a dt il of 1 Itar.a t( r' Will-nigh a huntlied 
\r iFs siiK, tiiat w ts taken of him Refreshing to jitok at 
ch iracur, a'ttr th it languitl st,. d\ spc\,rnen ’ Ih xsould 
I'ke to st( wlarc th It old thip liad hetn hr.rn arul hrrd 
I'efore iu Minrg'ti the end of tin righietnih century 
and Iniilt tht ii'-us. oj Kor \te 11*- would take Klgg^, 
and go down, and it 11'ur woiildn't come- jvrhaps all 
the hdtfr' Ho dufl for la r' Roots were iioihing to 
voung p<<'ph ^cs. he Would go and look at his rcH^s 
wl'ilc tlic v\euher was still fine. But first to put old Grad- 
m m in order It would do him good to sec the ohi fellow 
after this experience- lie newer left the office till baU-past 
five And, replaeing tlie dagiierrci>(\pe, Soames took a 
taxi to tlie roultr\, rf flee ting as he went How difficult 
It was to keep things secure, with chaps like Kldcrson and 
iho fellow Stamford always on the hnik-out. There was 
the eountrx if>o, no w»oner was it out of one than it was 
into another mess; the coal strike would end W'bcn people 
began to feel the winter pinch, but something else would 
crop up, some war or disturbance or other. And then 
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there was I'lcur— she had plcnn- of money of her own. Had 
he been wrong to make her so independent i And yet— 
tile idea of controlling her through money had alway.s been 
repulsive to him. \Vhatc\cr she did—she was his only 
child, one might s.iy his onl\ love. If she couldn’t keep 
straight for love of her ini.int and himself, to say nothing 
of her husband- he couldn’t do it for her by threat of 
cutting her off or .intthnig like th.it! Antw.n, thing^ 
were looking better with licr, and perhaps he had been 
wrong 

The City had just hcgiin to disgorge us dail} life. Its 
denizens were .scurrjmg out like r.dilnts; they didn’t 
scurry in like that, he would bet—work-sh\, nowadays! 
Ten where it used to be nine , fi\e where it used to be six. 
Still, with the telej'lioiK and one thing .ind aiiotlitr, tliet 
got through as much pcrh.ips; .and didn’t drink all the 
beer and sherr)' and eat .ill the chops they u.sed to—a 
skimpier breed altogether, comp.ired with that old bov 
whose efSgy he had just been ga/ing at, a shadowy, narrow- 
headed lot, with a nervy, anxious look, as if they’d invested 
in life and found it a dropping stock. And not a tail coat 
or a silk hat to be seen. Settling his own more firmly 
on his head, he got out at the familiar backwater off the 
Poultry, and entered the offices of Cuthcoit, Kingson and 
Forsyte. 

Old Gradman was still there, his broad, bent back just 
divested of its workaday coat. 

“ Ah ! Mr. Soames, I was just going. Excuse me while 
I put on my coat." 

A frock-coat made in the year one, to judge by the cut of 
it! 

“ I go at half-past five now. There isn’t much to do as 
a rule. I like to get a nap before supper. It’s a pleasure 
to sec yon; you’re quite a stranger.’’ 
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“ Vcs,” s.jid “ I don't come in much, but 

Tve hern thinking Ilan\thins; shiiuU li-appcn to either 
or botli ol u^, t!iins:> uouhl ^oon be m Uuctr Street, 
(jrnJnian " 

” \'nv' We v\,)n‘l think ihoul tha-.il I ” 

“ ]^ut v.t inu-t, we’re neither of ’i> \oun;» men.” 

“Well, I'm not .1 rliKktn, hut \oa'r< no Mr. 
Su.iim ^ " 

** v'^c ven;\ -i.m 

“ Ik.ir, d* r' I; onl\ ihi other day since 1 

took you dovMi to sell 'ol .It ylouirh I remember wli.ir 
fiappeiu d tin n In i u r ih m 1 do wli.it h.ippeticd ^csterd.iy.” 

“ Jo 1. Or idm.m . .itivi ih.a\ a Mi^n of .n;c. Do you 
rt-i ol]( c t th It • ou:ie ill ip u ho c une tare .ind told me about 
Lldtf'on ' " 

“Aovs, Ni>e )oun^ idkr Buttermilk or some 

<;uch name ” 

“ Buit(.rtu] i Well. Tm goim; to put him under you 
here, and 1 u.iiit you to t him au ftitl with every¬ 
thing ■’ 

The old hllow .seemed siandini; \cry still; his face, m 
Its surround oj ^»rcy licard and hair, was quite expression- 
kss. Scames hurried on : 

*' It’s just presautionarN. borne day you’ll be wanting 
to retire ” 

Gradman lifted his hand with a heavy gesture. 

“ I'll die in 'arncss, I ’ope,” he said, 

“ That’s a*; you like, Gradman. You’ll remain ai yon 
alwjvs have been—in full charge ; but you’ll have someone 
to rciv on if you don’t feel well or want a holiday or what 
not.'’ 

“ rd rather not, Mr. Soames. To have a young man 
about the place-” 

A good young feUow, Gradman. And for some 
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RM^on, (jr.itcful ti) me .inJ to m\ ^on-in-l.iw He won’t 
Rite you any trouMc We none of ui live fur ever, \ou 
knim 

The old cli.ip'v face had puckered queerlv, hie voar 
prated more tlian ueual 

It seems poinp to imet trouble I'm quite up to tie 
work, Mr Soamc' ” 

“Oh! I know how vuu lee I," said t-oanies “I feel 
much the same mvsell but 'I'lme siand- -till tor no man, 
and He must look to the liitun " 

A siph escaped from iis pri/.leel pri or 
“Well. Mr boames, i! voii \e m.uU up v.ejr in ml. He’ll 
say no more ; but I don't liki it " 

“ Eet me pive vou a hit to eonr 't itioii " 

“I’d r,ithcr H.ilk, tlniiik \ on , I hi, ih ,iir 1'1| ju,! 
lot k up ’’ 

bournes perceived tluit not oniv drovers but feelings 
required lockinp-up, .irui went out 

Eailhful old chap ' One iiiipht co round t.i I’olkinuiorers 
and ,see if one could pie k up t!i it bit ol pl.ue 

In that emporium, s,) lined vviih ,silver .md u. ld, th,it ,, 
man wondered Hhcther anvthinp liad ever been sold theie, 
Soames stood considcrmp .Mu't he sometliini; ih.it .1 
man could .sHc.ir In —nothinp .irtv or elep.int I le su['posed 
the old chap didn’t drink puneh .1 eh.ipel-poer ' Hnu 
.il'out thobc canids in witli i\\>> humps cadi 

and candles ctiminj: out ft them ’ '* [oseph (ir.idman, 

in gratitude from the I‘\irswe f.imily ” engra\ed bciuccn 
the humps ? Gradrnan lived ‘lomcwherc near the 
Zoo. M'm i Camels ? No! A bowl was better It he 
didn^i drink punch he could put r<)se-lca\ei. or fluwcrs into 
it. 

** I want a bowl,” he said, “ a rcallv tjiKtd one.” 

** Yes, sir, I think we have the very article.” 
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They alv\a\^ h.«d the \cr\ aniJc ! 

.ihuui till', 'ir -ma">i\c '■iher—a verv c}ia<tc 

Jt'iun ” 

“ CJi.i'tc ! ” sjjd '‘I vvuuldn’t liave it as a 

<11! “ 

“ N'l. 'ir, It I'H't pirha^'s rx.!ril\ what you require. 
\c.w, till'- 1- .1 111- (. little I'uwi ” 

“No, I|.., NriiiK thifiLT plain all'! •• hd that Would hold 
.ihout .1 L’ illon 

“Mr Hankw ni lonu h< re i nuiiiii' Thi'' i^'cntlcman 
Want'' all old }.i hi' 'lud howl ” 

“ dr. I »hink we ii iv- fla \( rv thini,’ ” 
hoiiiKs [ji: n d an indi'iiriL'iiidi thli '-ound. 

• 1 li' re ]''i \ 1 . kI. dr niaiu: t'-t 'h( '-Id ladiionrd howl . 
hut v\< .1 r\ tUK. Hr.au: h .nn, that used to he in the 

Kc\l'r>rou::!i larniK 

“With inn on ' ” wild h" “ That won’t Jo. It 

niU't he n'.w,or)r'< irojn arm-, in\w.i\ 

“ Ah ' i hr II thl'- whl l>e wh it \ ou want, vir ” 

“ M\ la'rd ' ” 'aid ,''oanie', ind r U'lne his umhredia 
ho pointed in the oppr-site direi’i'Ui “ WhalN tliat 
thmt: ' 

With a 'IiyKth ciiairniud .>ir ^hc shopman hmu^'ht the 
.^rtkle from n enmc 

I poll a 'W'llinLr hasf, with a waist alo\e, a silver bowl 
sprani: peneroU'i) forth Somics t1ip^x*d it with his 
tine' r 

“ J*urt siNcr, sir; and. as \ ou me, very dclirnic edfrinp ; 
not too havehaiiahan in desi|'n . the best gill within. 1 
should sa\ the ver\ thinu\ou want'” 

“ It tniithl do W hut’s the price ? 

The 'hr'pman examined a cabalistic sign. 

“Thirt\-five pounds, sir" 

“ Quite enough/’ said Soames. Whether it would 
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please ulii (jr.idm.in, lie didn’t knmv, hut the thin;; was in 
good taste, and would not do the lamilv discredit. “ I’ll 
hate tliat, then,” he said “ Eiigr.ue tin -e nurds on it,” 
•ind he wrote them down “ Sind it to th.it .iddress, and 
the account to me , and don’t he hmg ahout it ” 

“Very good sir You wouldn't like- those goblets • 
—they’re pertect in their n.i\ 

“Nothing more!” said Soames "Good evening'” 
And, h.ilidmg the shopman his c.trd, noli .1 cold eiri ul.ir 
glance, he went out. That was ofl his mind ! 

September sun sprinkled him, thro leliiig lio was West 
along Piccadilly ■ into the Green I’.irk These gentle 
autumn days were very ple.isant lie didn't get hot, .ind 
he didn't feci cold. /\nd the plane-trees looked tin ir best, 
just making up their minds to turn: niee trees, -I. ipelv. 
And, cro.ssing the gr.issv spaces, .''o.nnes lelt .ilmost nn lion 
A rather more rapid step behind impinged on his conscious¬ 
ness. A voice s.nd ; 

“Ah! Forsyte! Bound for the meeting .it .Mieliael's = 
Might we go along together ? ” 

Old Mont, perky and talkative as o\ cr! There he went — 
off at once! 

“ What’s your view of .all these London changes, 
Forsyte? You remember the peg-top trouser, and the 
crinoline —Leech in his prime— Old Pam on his horse— 
September makes one reminiscent.” 

“ It’s all on the surface," said Soames. 

“ On the surface f I somctimc.s have that feeling. But 
there b a real change. It’s the difference between the 
Austen and Trollope novels and these modem fellows. 
There are no parishes left. Classes ? Yes, but divided 
by man, not by God, as in Trollope’s day.” 

Soames sniffed. The chap was always putting things in 
that son of way 1 
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"At the rate ue’rc trnmp, thc\'ll '^oon not be divided at 
.ill,’* he ■'.lid 

“I tlirik Nou’re uroni,' there, Tor'^Mc 1 '^hould never 
be Jiurpr mJ to see ihi hor-e eonu b.uk ” 

“ Th<. h'-r-e,” muttered Nt.imc'', “ vshat's he jjot to do 
with K ' " 

“What \\c must ]i>ok tor," s.iid Sir Lawrence, swinging 
Ills carte, *‘i' the milhniuutn d'litn ue shall s<«»n be 
devf'lMpine mdiv id.. dti\ is^.un \nd the millennium’s 
nearlv ii^ r- 

“ I vliui't in tie ImII.iw s.a I Soames. 

“I’du' iti'ti's tr( . ’Anni-n li,i\i rhe volet even tlic 
\\'»ri.n ill ill- nr 'U n will h.ivi his i tr, the slums arc 
doniiud lii.ifii tn v-.u, [nr-Mr, amu-'Crncni and news 
.ire in cv<r\ linrt.' . ihe I.ih'T.d f’arrv’s up the sprout; 
l’'re«' Ir.i i-iiiin’c.ibli. te.i-i , sp<.n’'. v heap and plcniiiul; 
d-ieni.i's e' t ih< i.niHk, sn h.is th< (icticral Strike; Ilov' 
Smuts .ire im r-..!''!!):; r.ipidlv , dres^ js comfortable; and 
h.ur Is slir.rt -It's ail milli nni.d " 

“ \\ hat's .dl that c't to dn with the horse ? *’ 

•‘.A svmhol, in\ dear Korsvte Ii’.s impossible to 
stand.irJisc ur suciah'L the liorse. We’re beginning to 
react aj^Minsi umtnrmiiv A little more millennium and 
we sh.dl -cj'i l)c lulMvatme our souls and driving tandem 
again " 

*'Wh.it's th u noi-.c ? ” sa.d Soames. “Sounds like a 
person in distress “ 

Sir Lawrence cocked his cvebrow'. 

“ It's a vacuum cleaner, in Buckingham Palace. Very 
human thinu' those." 

Soamvs grunted—the fellow' couldn’t be acrioua! Well! 
He might hair to be before long. If Fleur—! But he 
would not contemplate that ‘ if.’ 

“ What I admire about the Englishman,’' said Sir 
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Lawrence, sud<Jcnl\, “is liis c\nluiion.ir) character He 
flows and ebbs, and Aovsn a^Min i oreieners ma\ think 
him a 8tKk-in-lhc-niiid, but lie's mntinuit) —n threat 
quaht), i'i)rs\tc W'h.ti an \"U \<< do vsith \oiir 

pictures when \ou l.ike the terr\ ? Lea\e them to the 
nation ? ” 

“Depends on how they trc.it nu If ilicv’re Lroin^* to 
clap on am more Dtalh duties. 1 sh.ill re\ oke tlu beqiu si “ 
“ The principle of our .mtesTor'-, th ' \oluniir\ ser\Ke, 
or none (Ireat fellow-, our aiKe'?<irs “ 

“I don’t know about \our'-,” 'aid Soamts, “mine 
were just V(N>men I’m down tn have a look at them 

lo-morrow," he added defianilv 

“ Splendid ! I hope vou’ll find them .it hojnc.” 

“We’re late,” said Soainrs, el.inunc in .0 i)ie dinmt^'- 
room window, wlure the eommittre wtn. elancinu out. 
“ Half-past six ’ W hat a funnv lot thev look ' “ 

“ Wc always )(»ok .1 funm lot,” said Sir Lawrence, 
following him intc* the liou-'e, “ cxm pi ti' ourselves. ThatV 
the first principle of cAisieiKe, i ursy ic.” 
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Fiiir met thrm in Ou 1. ill Alter vlnippini; |on nt 
Dorkini’ 'li( iia<l tin limit h'>nH*u.irJs. th.»t hIh* 

rniijhl .ij'pt.ir n* h.iVi riuTluni,' hi lur thcuijIiiH hut the 
wcltare <)( the 'iiHiu ’ 1 In Squire’ hcini: iinon*? hi'- 
panrhii’'tin Ih'liop u.i' in the (h.iir I'Kur went to 
ttu -kit 1 "' ird, .Hki. wiiiit Mu h.ic 1 w.is rc.klini: the minutes, 
I'u i^an pdiinn^ “iH dn tt.i I he lii'-hop, Sir (i<Hifrc)' 
Hiviuin, Mr Mnntr""-, in r l.itlu r in I iw, .mJ hcrn-If drank 
Clima Sir '!ini<tili'. wli!>k\ and ''oda . Michael 

nothin):, tiu llil.irv, md her latficr Indian 

tea. anvl I .u h Tnaititaim d tiiit thi'otJuT'- were dcstrovinj; 
ilkir di):t''rion'- Ihr liihir, iruidd, ''as always Iclhn^j 
her that sju- onK .ir.Hik (.Inna tea hieausc it was the 
tashion -h' couldn’t pos^lhl\ like it U’hilc she ap¬ 
portioned their b<^lral:l‘^ she wondered what they would 
think it the\ knew what, he-ides tea, wa* on witliin 

her lo morrow wa-- jon's l.l^t sHtinij and she was 
‘o\er the fop!’ All the careful possessing of her sou! 
ihf'-e two month'' •'inet 'he had danced with him at Nettle- 
fold would In till' iinie lo-niorrow be ended. T(>-morri>w 
at this hour she would claim her own. I’hc knowlcd^^e 
that there !>iust he two parties to an\ contact did not 
iMuhle her she had the faith of a pretty woman in 
love What she willed would be accomplished, but none 
should know of it ! And, handing her cups, she smiled, 
pitving the ienorance of these wise old men. Tlicy should 
not know, nor anvonc else, least of all the young man svho 
999 
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last night had held her in his arms. And, thinking of one 
not yet so holding her, she sat down by the hearth, with 
her tea and her tablets, while her pulses throbbed and her 
half-dosed eyes saw Jon’s face turned round to her from 
the station door. Fulfilment! She, like Jacob, had 
served seven years—for the fulfilment of her love—seven 
long, long years! And—while she sat there listening to 
the edgeless booming of the Bishop and Sir Godfrey, to 
the random cjacul.ations of Sir Timothy, to her lather’s 
dose and cautious comments—that something de.ir, 
precise, unflinching, woven into her nature with French 
blood, silently perfected the m.ichincry of the stolen life, 
that should begin to-morrow after they had eaten of 
forbidden fruit. A stolen life was a safe life if then were 
no chicken-hearted hesitation, no squcamishncss, and no 
remorse! She might have experienced a dozen stolen 
lives already, from the certainty she felt about that She 
alone would arrange—Jon should be spared all. And no 
one should know! 

“ Fleur, would you take a note ol ihat I ” 

“ Yes.” 

And she wrote down on her tablets; “ Ask Michael 
what I was to take a note of.” 

“ Mrs. Mont! ” 

“ Yes, Sir Timothy f ” 

“ Could you get up one of those what d’you call ’ems for 
usl” 

“ Matinees f ” 

“ No, no—^jumble sales, don’t they call ’em.” 

'* Certainly.” 

The more she got up for them the more impeccable her 
reputation, the greater her freedom, and the more she 
would deserve, and ironically enjoy, her stolen life. 

Hilary spealong now. What would it think if he knew 1 
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“ But I think wc ought to have a matinee, Fleur. The 
public are mi pood, they’ll always pay a guinea to go to 
what most of them would give .i guinea any day not to go to. 
What do \ou sa\. Bishop f ” 

“ A matinee—by all means ! " 

“ .Matinees—dreadful ihinits! ” 

" Not It we got .1 I h'.i.sant pl.is, Mr Fotss te—something 
a little old-l.i.shioned—one ol 1. S l)’s It would advertise 
us, vou know \\ h.it do \oii think, Lird .Shropshire ? “ 

“ My gr,indd.uighu-r Marjorie would get one up for you. 
It would do her go.rd " 

■■ H'rn It :hr gets it up. ii won't 1 h' old-fashioned.” 
And hleiir -.iw her l.iilur’s t.ne turning towards her, as 
he spoke li onK' he knew how utterly she was beyond 
all that, how trivi.d to her seemed that heart-burning 
ol the past 

“ .Mr .Montro's, h.ue yai a theatre in your pocket f ” 

I can git you one, Mr Cli.irwcll ” 

■' hir.st t.ite I Itien, will you and laird Shropshire and 
my nephew here take that under your wings. Fleur, tell us 
how your R'st-Housi is doing .’ ” 

“Perfectly, Tnclc Hilary It’s quite full. The girls 
are delightful ” 

“ Wild lot, 1 should think—aren't they f " 

"Oh! no. Sir Timothy , they’re quite model." 

If only the old gentleman ctiuld see over his moustache 
into the model lady who controlled them ! 

“ Well then, that's that If there’s nothing more, Mr, 
Chairman, will you excuse me ? I’ve got to meet an 
American about ants. We aren’t properly shaking up these 
landlords in my opinion. Good-night to you all! ” 
Motioning to Michael to stay behind, Fleur rose to see 
Sir Timothy out. 

“ Which umbrella is yours, Sir Timothy ? ” 
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“ F don't know , that looks the best. If vou pet up a 
jumble sale, Mrs Mont, I wish \ou‘d sell the Bish(*p at it. 
I can’t stand a fellow with a plum in his mouth, cspccialK m 
the Chair " 

Elcur smiled, and the ‘ old bov ’ eocked his hat at her 
They all cinkcd their hats at her, and that was pleasant ! 
But would thc\ if the\ knew ' Dusk amemt; tlic trees nf 
the Square (j.irden, the Iipliis just turned up—what lutk 
to have such weatlicr- dr\ and warm ' Slie stood in the 
dcK>rwa>% takinp lonp hreatlis li\ tins time to-mt)rro\\ 
she meant to be .i dishone't wift ' Well, not more than 
she had always been in secret aspiration 

‘ I’m glad Kit's down at “ d'he .'shelter,” ’ she ihouuht. 
Hf should never know, no one should ' There would be no 
change—no change in ans thing except m her and fon. 
The Life Eorcc would break bounds m a little .secret n\er, 
which would fl(fW —ah, vvlicre ? W ho tared : 

“My dear Mont, honesty was ne\cr the best policv 
from a material point of \iew The sentiment is purclv 
\’ictorian The Nictjnans were wonderful fellows for 
squaring circles." 

“I agree, Marquess, I agree; thev could think what 
they wanted better than an\ bod\ When times arc fat» 
you can." 

Those two in the hall behind her—dried up and withered! 
Eleur turned to them with her smile. 

“ My dear young lady—tlic evening air ! You won't 
take cold ? " 

“ No thank you, sir ; Em warm all through," 

“ How nice that is! " 

“ May 1 give you a lift, my lord ? " 

**Thaftk you, Mr. Montross. Wish I could afford a car 
myself. Arc you coming our way, Mom ? Do you know 
that song, Mr. Montross; * We’D all go round to Alice’s 
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fumsc ^ ’ It 'ifcn'H t" liac a ttsunaiiun for mv milk 
bit\ I olttn v\ondtr uh-* \1 k\ i'' I }n\r i ''U-piuon 
she m.»\ Mot he .ihoi;-tlur pro}Hr G'^kI niijlu to )nu, 
Mf' Ho\s Oi.irnimL’\ our llou^! ” 

“ (iond-muiit. sir' 

Mis h iiki, ' tfu u ilr'i-.'' ‘ . Ik r} iiiu r 
‘ Kit til riL:lit, 1 Ifiir 
“ I irs( r ii« 

* ( touj MlL’llt, MU df ir ' ” 

Mu ,u ir tlu --i fiu i:r.i[uis<in ’ ‘Tomorrow 

.ikl to-ni'TrMA .ind r.i !ii"rr"V\ ' ' 

Tla rui,’ \\r.tj'j’Cvi rouiul ilu t-.ir^^'o a^»c, tht door shut — 

\\h.it a sin'ti'th, .iiut 'il< nt tar' \ oues attain 
“ W ill \• 'U lia \ ( 1 1 i\i, I nOc Milar\ ' ” 

\o, thank \ <'U, Mk tiai. 1 , the Huh op and 1 will walk ” 

“ TIk-m I’ii tome with \ou as lar as the torner Cominjf, 
Sir (lodfro ' lUt-lne, darling ^hmr Dad’s staying' to 
dinner I’ll he hath from i»ld UKthcN abijut ten.” 

TIk. .inim ils wont out tour in tour' 

“Don’t -tand ihtri . wuj’ll j^ot (oIJ'” Her father’s 
voice ' rh< one person who->t eves she feared She munt 
keep lur mask on now 

“ Well, Dad, what li ue vou been doin^ to-day r Come 
into the ' parlour ’- wr’ll haw dinner quite stKm.” 

“ How’s vour picture ' N this fellow taking care not to 
e\ icpc-ratc ^ I think I’d h iter have a Iwk at it ” 

“ Not just yet, dear He’s a very t(»uchy gentleman ” 
“ThcvTc all that I thought of going down West 
to-morn»w to sec where the Forsytes sprang from. I 
suppose vf‘u couldn’t take a rest and come ? ” 

Fleur heard, without giving a sign of her relief. 

“ How long will you be away, Dad ? *’ 

“ Back on the third day. Tisn’i two hundred mile*.” 
I’m afraid it would put the gentleman out." 
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“Well, I didn't think w>u'<j c.iro tn Thcrc’'=; no kudos 
there. Hui I'xc meant to for a hmi,' time; and tlic 
weather’s fine.” 

“ I'm sure It will be ^^)^dl^full\ inicrestinir. dear; voii 
must tell me all about it Hut uhai with the p^Ttrait and 
my Rest-House, Em \er\ in'-! now." 

"Well, then, ni h»(>k fnr \'>u .,i tin.- week-end ^Viur 
mother’s to some fricruK tlu\ do notimie bur }’la\ 
brid^tc ; hhc’ll be away till Mond iv I alv'-axs w..:it vu, 
you know,” he .idded, simph And to avoid his e\es slie 
pot up. 

" ril just run up now, Dad, .uid cli.in^v Tho>t ^lum 
Committee Meetings alv\a\s mike me led urubbv. I 
don’t know why.” 

“They’re a waste of nine,” said ,'^oame‘-. " J'herc'Il 

always he slums. Still, it’*- .soiiRihinj..' tor \ou both to do ” 

" Yes, Michael’s quite li.ipp^ about it ” 

“That old fool. Sir 'rnnothv ' ” And Soanies went up 
to the Fragonard " I've hunp that Morland The 
Marquess is an amiable old chap 1 suppose s ou know I’m 
leaving my pictures to the X.iiion : Vou'\e no use for 
them. You’ll have to live at th.it place iappinghall scmic 
day. Pictures’d be no good there. Ancestors and stags’ 
horns and horses—that sort of thing. M'ff ’ ” 

A secret life and Lippinghall! Long, lung might that 
conjunction be deferred ! 

“ Oh, Bart will live for ever, Dad ! ” 

“ M’yes ! He’s enough. Well, you run up ! ” 

Wljilc she washed otf powder and put it on again Fleur 
thought: * Dear D id! Thank God! He’ll be far 
away! ’ 

Now that her mind was thoroughly made up, it was 
comparatively easy to bluff, and keep her freshly-powdered 
face, smiling and serene, above the Chelsea dinner service. 
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“ Where arc you pime i^' h.tUi: vour portrait, when ii's 
done ' " rt.'-umid ^o.tmc'' 

"Whs ' !i‘llk->nurs, d( .r” 

“ Mi:h ' Will. oi vo.irst , hut \ou’ll liang it here; 
Mu l,,iA li v\ Hit It " 

Mtih.i'l L'' J' teneh-r t tumge. 

Will, 'he M.idvi t'f L’" vl To l.ltll itti r. as CVCF. No 
(-hi l )''h'oni vl •'qiK .uni fjPi ' 

" J1, Hik \ ■ 'U. V.1.V r i ( ' p( I ' i.i II iiki H in the ‘ parlour.* 
Thi ‘•cl.eii'i. I' Ml\'r.»fJ L"hi niv * li.it'. ’ d^c^s’* 

" 1 Tv iiK'iahv r It," ' inn ^ , " .1 tltin/ \Mt}i hells.** 

■ I ’liink til th t I .rt ot tl.i pi< tiire's \cr\ g(»Hl 
“ Wh.it ' 11.isn't le i^ot’..'ur t lie 1 ” 

“•I’lrhir i'"i I o"!i't know th.4t I .ipprove of it 
lrii'i,'i..11\ ‘ V'o: tk' inorntne'-. MUing, indeed, she h.id 
uoiiu'revl .''v n.eiiiii.e .Hid iud corn- mto the f.ici •i-' if 
till K.it.i'l.o 1. id •'i It •< u till h.irdi rung "j resoKe within her. 

"It ill. H-'t do \ou jU'tKi 1 sh.in’t t.4ke it,” said 
ho.tines 

IkuT 'nnlid Ihr K.vi.uhie would li.i\e 'omclhing to 
s.iv to that 

"Oil' 1 expect It'll he all right One never thinks 
one’-' ow n Ohjii-' are niar\ill"U'', I 'uppost ’* 

" Don’t know," ^aid N'anu‘', " nexcr was painted.** 

" You fjueiit to he, dear ’’ 

" U astc of lime ! Has he sent away the picture uf that 
voung woman ? ” 

FlcutY c\cs did not flinch. 

" Jon For'S te’s ’ ifc * Oil! yes—long ago.** 

She expected him to say . Seen anything of them ? ** 
But It did not come. And that dUiurbcd her more than 
if K had Come. 

‘‘ I had \our cousin Val to see me to-day.** 

Fleur's heart stood still. Had they been talking f 
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“ Ill's n-'imi''' been ” 

Tlnnk lio.tvcn ' 

“ S'imc people }ia\c n-' moral ''cn^e at all,” continueJ 
Soanies. Involunt.iriK her while shonlJer ro-e . hut h< 
wasn’t loolvini^ “Common ]ione''t\, 1 don't know wIkt^ 

ll IS.” 

” I heard Lord Shropshire s.ty to-niuht that ' Hone^tv'- 
tlie best policy ’ was a nu rt \ k toriankm, 1 ).jd ' 

” Well, hcV ten )ear> m\ 'M-mor, but 1 don't know where 
he pot that from luervthinu’'. twisted insuie out, nowa¬ 
days.” 

“ But it It’s (lie best poli< Vs there ne\er was ans p irticular 
virtue in it, vtas there r ” 

Sonnies took a sharp l<.«)k at tier sniilinij face 

” VVh\ not ? ’ 

“Oh 1 don’t know These are Lij'’[nncliall partrijpes, 

Dnd.” 

Soames sniffed. “Not fiumj quite lon^ enouph V(m 
ought to be able to >wt.tr In tlit leg of .i partridge ” 

“ Yes, I’ve told cook, but she has her own \i('w> ” 

“And the bread sauce should liavc a touch more onion 
in it. Victorianism, indeed ' I suppose he’d call mf a 
Victorian ? ” 

“Well, aren’t \ou, Dad : You had fortv-'i\ \cars of 
her.” 

“ Tve had iwcniv-fivc without her, and hope to hate a 
few more.” 

“ Many, many,” said Fleur, softly. 

“ Can’t expect that.” 

“Oh, yes I But I’m glad you don’t consider yourself 
a Victorian j I don’t like them. They wore too many 
clothes.” 

“ Don’t you be too sure of that ” 

** Well, to-morrow you'll be among Georgians, anyway.” 
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“ Yes," “’rinrt.\ a i:r.i\<\.trd there, thc\ 

And tli.it rcminvU nn I \(. hoiijlii th.it corner htt 
m the cliurJo trd d*'\\n .it h<'nie It'll do h-r me as \\dl 
.js anv other Your nmiher uill u.tnt to go to France to 
be buried, I e \}\ ' t " 

“(iutMr lor'-\t< -onK -le rr\, Co iktr ” 
bo.inu^ look I lone muII 

“This I- '•oiiK oi ef-'ndr..t)u r*'' He lued to he 

ninety " 

If she .*nd |on Inid be inr!(i\ - \\<iijld n'danly '■till 
know ' ^hc htt him .a imi 'Ai'.vk, brushing his no^c 
with hf r lij"- 

'• I'm tirid, Ihi i. .md to.i'd h.t\e .i long dav lo-morrow. 
iiowd-mih', i' >r ' " 

Thank ( »-k 1 .he woul i be among liic Georgians to-morrow I 



CHAPTER Vni 

FORBinDEN FRL'IT 

Haitinc the car suddenly in the hv-mad between Gape’s 
farm and the Robin Hill coppice, Fleur c.tid: “Jon, 
dear, I’ve got a whim. Let’s get out and go in there 
The potentate's in Scotland ” He did not moce and she 
added ; “ I shan’t sec you ag.iin lor a long lime, now \our 
picture’s finished.” 

Jon got out, then, and she unlatched the footpath g.ite 
They stood a minute within, listening for sounds of anyone 
to interrupt their trcsp,isb, The fine September afternoon 
was dying fast. The last ‘ sitting ’ had been long, and 
it was late ; and in the coppice of l.irch and bireh the dusk 
was deepening. Fleur slid her hand within his arm. 

“Listen! Still, isn’t it ? I feel as if wc were back seven 
years, Jon. Do you wish we were i Labes in the wood 
once more I ” 

Gruffly he answered .■ 

“ No good looking back—things happen as thev must.” 

” The birds are going to bed. Used there to be owls i ” 

" Yes ; we shall hear one soon, I expect.” 

“ How good it smells! ” 

“ Trees and the cow-houses ! ” 

“ Vanilla and hay, as the poets have it. Are they 
close I ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Don’t let’s go further, then.” 

“ Here’s the old log,” said Jon. “ We might sit down, 
and listen for an owl.” 
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On the old log scat they >al doun, vide hy side 
‘‘ No dew, said Heur "The vM\uhcr will break soon» 
I expect. I love the scent ol droui^dit.’^ 

'* 1 Io\e the vmcll of ram 

“ \ou and I ne\er low iIk- ‘■ame tliini?, Jon. And vet 
—u<\e lo\ed e.kh ctiur " Ai^amst her arm it was as if 
he .vhiNered 

lluTe i,’o( V the "I i ih»ik' Il’v awfiiliv late, FIcur ! 
hasten ’ The ow] ' ” 

Slartlinelv >.lo-c thrmeh thr thin-hr.mchcd trees the call 
taim. ] leur rose I,et\ s<e if we <an find him.” 

^lie rno\ed hack troni the old h-c' 

“ An n’t \ '-u conun-: ’ Just .i little wander, Jon.” 

Jon L’ot up .and went .dong it her side among the 
laTi he'- 

I p thn w 1) - wasn’t 11 ' How quickly it’s got dark. 
Look' 'Die hirdus ire vtill white i love birthirccs.” 
She pur ficr hand on a pale stem “ The smoothness, Jon. 
ItN like skin ” .‘\nd, leaning forward, she laid her cheek 
against ilie trunk 'rhcrc ! feel mv cheek, and then the 
bark Could )ou tell the difference, except for warmth f ” 
Jon reached his hand up She turned her lips and 
touched It 

*' Jon--kiSi> me just once ” 

“ You know I couldn't kbs you ‘just once/ Fleur." 

“ Then kiss me for ever, Jon ” 

“ No, no! No, no! ” 

“ Things happen as they must— you said so." 

“ hleur—don’t! I can’t stand it.” 

She laughed —very low, softly. 

“ I don’t want you 10. I’ve waited seven years for this. 
No ! Don't cover your face! Look at me! I uke it 
all on myself. The woman tempted you. But, Jon, yQ|i 
were alw ays nunc. There I That^i better. I can see your 
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cvch. poor [on ' Novs, kiss me ! ” In that lon^^ kisb her 
very spirit ‘■cemed ti) leave her, sht could not ivcn ‘'te 
whether his eve*' were open, or, like hers, closed And 
again the owl hooted 

Jon tore hi' lips awa\ lie stood there in her arm', 
trembling like a startled hor''C 

With her lips ag.unst his ear, she whispered : 

“ There's nothing, J'^n ; there's nothing” Slie could 
hear him holding-in his breath, and her warm lips whispered 
on : “Take me in \our arms, Jon ; lake me ’ ” The light 
had failed completclv now ; star' were out betveecn the 
dark feathering of the* trees, and low down, from where 
the coppice sloped up towards ilie east, a e'rceping bright¬ 
ness seemed trembling Towards them through the wtnid 
from the nuxin rising A faint rustle br(<kc the silence, 
ceased, broke it again Closer, clo-er— Fleur pressed 
against him 

“ Not here, Fleur; neit here I can't -1 won't- 

“ Yes, Jon ; here- --now ! 1 claim \e>u ” 

• • • • • 

The miK>n was shining through the tree stems when thc\ 
sat again side by side on the log scat 

Jon’s hands were pressed to his tf>rehead, and she could 
not see his eyes. 

*' No one shall ever know, Jon.” 

He dropped his hands, and faced her. 

“ I must tell her.” 

” Jon ! » 

” I must I ” 

“ You can’t unless I let you, and I don’t let you.” 

“What have we done? Oh, Fleur, what have we 
done ? ” 

” It was written When shall I sec you again, Jon } ” 
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I!c st.irtcJ up 

‘*Nc\tr, iinl-S' 'he kn'u\' N(\ir. Hour rir\rr’ I 
Can’t u'l) on HI -•< ^ rrt ' " 

\' quii I- K , loM, 1 h ur v'. 1' i-n her It i { Hm's 'ttMKl VMlii 
ihiir hand- on eaih • na r'- tn.i'. in i '•■n ot 'trui^tiK 
Thai (on uranluvi i.inio it tf'., and. iikt. oik. demeni<d. 
ru'hed 1 ' tv k into tilt f'l'j'i. ( 

>ln. '{ood Tfr nil'iine. not darini; to till lituildend, 
'h- -tttod, w.iiiirit: {■•r Inin to lonie !> u k i>. iur, and he dul 

in It t oiiH 

.'^uddt n] \, -lu int> lilt d, md •• ink "11 h.er kn«:< s, and attain 
'!ie ino.iii^ d He inc'f iit ir, atul t.onu hatk ' He iould 
not li.tvt. 1' 11 h' r at 'IK ti a nt lie could not! 

“ |on ' " \o -ouiivl Sht r-i'v irom her knees, and 
stood }'(ain't into tiu briuhtauvl vlu'k The o\\l h<H)teJ ; 
an i. siarikd. she saw tin nntoii taiiitlil amone the tree 
toj'-, like a pri 'c me v^ att hinLt her V 'hivenntt sob (Kokeil 
in ha thro.tt, b(\amc a whimper. Iikt a liuri ( hjld’s She 
stood, li'it niiiLt tt artulK No ru'iliint, lU) Itmtsiep , no 
)..tot of owl- not a .sound, sa\e the distant whir of tralBc 
(-n the Londtm road ' Had ht i^one to the car, or was he 
hidmu from her in that eoj’puc, all creep) now with 

shadowi ? 

“ Jon ! Ion ' " No answer' She ran towards the 
gale. There was the ^ar empty ! She got into ii, and 
sal leaning forward tner the driving wheel, with a numb 
feeling in her limbs What did it mean ? Was she beaten 
in the verv hour of \ictory ? He could not~no, he could 
not mean to leave her thus ^ Mechanically she turned on 
the car’s lights A couple on foot, a man on a bicycle, 
passed. And sill] Hcuf sat there, numbed Tliis— 
fulhlmeni! The fulfilment she had dreamed of ? A few 
moments of hasty and delirious pas-sion—and this! And, 
to her chagrin, her consternation, were added humiliation 
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that, after ‘^uch a moment, lie could thus have fled from her; 
.tnd the fear that m winning: liim she liad lost lum ' 

At last she started the en^nne, and dro\e nuserahl;. on, 
watchinp the road, hopin^^ a'^aiiist hope to come on him 
Very slouly she dnne, and lUiK v\hen she readied the 
Dorhini,^ road did sJie quite .ih.invlon hope Hov\ she ;,'uided 
the c.ir for tlie rest of the drue, he hardl) knew. Life 
seemed suddenly to have gone out. 
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]<■)%, .vlicn lu ni 1,( J i’nk u.i«- till <.-'pplrc, turncJ to 
:iic ] tt, U11-r-juu' r.ui up ihrouph 

t :t( id, t-i\sarvh ti Im-usc, .o li it ucrc liiv own. It 
M-x.J jt- ti rr. .I’.d i iwii- iiiii'.’i.ttd, plio.ily in the 

sprc-.-dini: ni'^'t-iiL’i.t Ih miiJ i uunip nl rlifKloJ< ndrons, 
\\h'::c i iitii' i' >•. lu' i.a.l {-I.mJ iiiJc atid vcik, <ir 
iursiud t!.! r-L'i'iii Ki’i' m'K I.-' unJ .wrou, he 
'.ink d<Asn i i; i.i- 'a ^ i.. lui.ad m -auKr. presiding hi> 
ti-i' iL;.iin't Ki- ; ill' k^. hotli hurmiiL: lf>i He liad known 
,mi.i 1 .' h.ul 1*"! k'l'-un, li ul .Ir .iirJ. .md nevtr dreamed 
ot til, si {>.' rwliihning, -udlin, nlonth ss! “ ir was 

wriHiii ' ” 'h' h.id '.Usl I’or in r, excuse, perhaps; 
hur wh.ii exiU'i tor him ' AiU'ing ilio-c incKinlu rhodo¬ 
dendrons lie lould not t'lnd it the died was done! 

Who^c U.I.S he novs ■ Hi 'to-J up and looked at the house 
where he had Lem Lorn, itrovin up, and played^ as if 
asking tor an ..n''\\er Ulniiiiid and hghtlcss, it IcKikcd 
the glio-'t (d a house, keeping 'ccreis. “And I don’t let 
vou till ' . . When shall I sec \ou again ? ” That meant 
'he claimed a "ccret lover. Impos.siblc ! The one thing 
uiurU impossible He- would belong to one or to tljc 
eitlur-not to both. Torn m ever) hbre of his being, he 
clung to the fixit\ of that Behind the rhododendrtms 
strciehing along the far end of the lawn he walked, crouch- 
imr, till lie came to the wall of the grounds, the wall he 
had often scrambled o\cr as a boy; and, pulling himself 
up, dropped intu the top roadway. No one saw him, and 
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he liurritd nn He had a dumh and niuddl<'i cnainL' 
to gel back to W’ail-'don, tliougli wijat Ik Wtiuld do 
when he got ili'To Ik <.oi’ld riot ul! He turned towards 
Kin^'iiin 

All through tliat two hour'" drue in a lured ear |on 
liicught .ind thought \\liaie\cr lie did now. he niU'i 
he disIo)a] to one or to tlie other \nd \Mih tlnoe pa-oon 
ate moments still rmting uiihin him, lie o'uld eet no grip on 
Ins position , and \ t—he inu^t ' 

He reached W'ansdon at eleven, and, dismissing the ^ ir 
in the road, walked up to the hoiis<> K\crvone had gone 
to bed, evidently assuming that he vnjs staMng ihe night 
at June's for a lurther sitting Then- was a light in hn 
and Anne's bedroom , and, at sight ot it, the tull shame 
of what he had done smote him He i.ould not bring 
himself to attract her attention, and he stoic round l}'<- 
house, seeking for some wa) ot breaking in At List he 
spied a spare-room window open at the top, and torching a 
garden ladder, climbed it and got in The burglarious act 
restored some selt-posscsMon He went down into the 
hall, and out of the house, replaced the ladder, came in 
again and stoic upstairs Hut outside their door he halted 
No light, now, came from under bhc must be in bed 
And, suddenly, he could ncu face going in He would feel 
like Judas, kissing her. Taking off his boots and carrying 
them, he stole downstairs again to the dining-nx>m Ha\ mg 
had nothing but a cup of tea since lunch, he got himself 
some biscuits and a drink They altered his m(H)d — 
no man could have resisted Fleur’s kisses in that moonlit 
coppice—no man ! Must he, then, hurt one or the other 
so terribly ? Why not follow Fleur's wish ? V^hy not 
secrecy ? By continuing her lover in secret, he would not 
hurt Fleur ; by not telling Anne, he would not hurt Anne ! 
Like a leopard in a cage, he paced the room. And all that 
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was honest in him rcfuv(.d, .md all that was saije As if 
line c<iuld remain the Im^band dI tw-i women, when one 
of tliem knew 1 A** tl Khurw-iuld stand that lonj>' And 

Iks, suhttrfuL'' ' And Mkh.nl Mum~a decent chap' 
fie had dune him cnoUL'h harm as it w ' No ' A clean 
cut Tint w.i\ or the other' Ih stopped In tlu hearth, 
and leamd hk arms un tlu stum m iiiolpu-ie Huvs -nil ! 
<>nl\ that old v)o< k w hk h had htlomred (u hw j^randfathcr, 
tiekinp :iwa\ imv tune that tnrc>l e\er\thin^% that 
made So litilf ot loinnii'iions, tukinc im n and thinjijs to 
th< ir appoititi-d (nds fust in front ut } nn on tlic manicl- 
[■'Ktc was ,i pliotu'^raph 0 } hk cr mdfather, old folv'on, 
taken in hk ''ichiie- the 1 kt feerd <•{ that old face, ilv 
broad brow, an 1 wlui; moust.iclu. its '•unken cheek'i, deep, 
ste.kie eves, md strong law |on hh.ked at it l«)ng ! 
"Take a louF'e apd stie k to it ' *' the laie, i^a^'ini’ back at 
him so dei ph , med to sa\ lie went to tlie bureau and 
-at down to write 

" I am snrr\ 1 ru<licd awa\ i>>-Pik’ht, but it w.n better, 
rcall) iliadtothmk I ha\e thought Pm onK certain 
of one tliini: Net To po on in iiLtn IS impossible. I 
bhan’t sa\ a word about t(>-nipht, of course, until you let 
me But, Meur, unless I can tell cvcnihing, it must 
end. You Wouldn't v\kh It otherwise, vsould sou ? Please 
answer to the lh‘'t Office, Nettlefold 

“ Joh.” 

He sealed this up, addressed it to her at Dorking, and. 
puUine on hk ixjots, again stoic out and posted it. When 
he gut back he felt so tired, that, wrapped in an old coat, 
he fell asleep in an armchair The moonlight played trick* 
through the half-drawn curtains, the old clock ticked, but 
Jon slept, drcamlcfs. 
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He woke at daybreak, stole up to the bathroom, bathed 
and shaved noiselessly, and went out through a window, 
so as not to leave the front door unfastened. He walked 
up thrtjugh the gap past thcold chalk pit,on to the Downs, 
by the p.ath he had taken with Fleur seven years ago 
Till he had heard from her he did not know what to do. 
and he dreaded Anne’s eyes, while his mind was still 
distraught. He went toward.s Chanctoiibury Rine There 
was a heavy dew, and the short turf was .ill spun over 
with It. All was infinitely beautiful, remote and .stilly in 
the level sunlight The beauty tore at his heart He li.id 
come to love the Downs—they had a .speci.il lueeliness, 
like no other part of the world that he had seen Did this 
mean that he must now le.ive them, leave England auam 
—leave everything, and cleave to Fleur ’ If .she claimed 
liim, if she decided on declaring their act of union, he 
supposed it did. And Jon walked in cimfusion of heart, 
such as he had not thouglit possible to man Erom the 
Ring he branched away, taking c.ire to avoid the horses 
at their early exercise, iknd this first suhterfugc brought 
him face to face with immediate decision. What should 
he do till he had heard from Fleur ? Her answer could not 
reach Nettlefold till the evening or ecen ne.xt morning. 
He decided, painfully, to go hack to breakfast, and tell 
them he had missed his train, and entered in the night 
burglariously so as not to disturb them. 

That day, with its anxiety and its watchfulness of self, 
was one of the most wretched he had ever spent; and he 
could not free himself from the feeling that Anne was 
reading his thoughts. It was as if each passed the day 
looking at the other unobserved—almost unbearable ! In 
the afternoon he asked for a horse to ride over to Green 
Hill Farm, and said he would be back laic. He rode on 
into NettJefold and went to the post-ofiSce. There was a 
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telegram : “ Must see tou W ill be at Green Hill Farm 
to-morrinv at noon Don't 1 ,11! nu— 1 ." 

]on bostru\ed it, .inJ rode liomcw.irds Wretchednes-. 
and 'trun lor another eighlien lioiir-' Was there anr- 
ihim; in tin world woro than iiidtei'inn • 11 c rode slowly 

01 as to hate the k - linie at liomr, dri idinir the night. 
He stopped at a war ide inn to c it, and .nj.iiii went by 
ua\ ol Go e II Hill Farm to sate .11 h asi the letter of his tale. 
It was iie.irlt ten and full nmoiiheht helore he fol b.acle. 

" It’.s .1 woiidiriul iiielit," he Slid, wlieii he came intii 
the dr.iwiiie room "Tin inoord'ehi's siniplj marvellous." 
Itwasllolb, uhoati'Werid. \nne, sinmg by the fire, did 
not ewen look up ' S’n know-,' thought Jon, ‘ she knnws 
something ’ \ eri s..on .liter, die -.iid she was sleepy, and 

went up |oii St i\i d, talking to HolK V.il had gone on 
from town to .Wwm..rket, .111.1 would not lie back till 
bridat The\ s.u one on e.ieh side ol the wwid fire And, 
looking at his s,ster’s l.ite, eh.irming and pensive, Jon was 
tempted She was so wise, and svmpathetic. It would 
be a relief to tell her everything But Fleur's command 
held him back -it was not his secret 

■' Well, Jon, IS It all right .ibout the farm 1 " 

" I’ve got seime new figures; I’m going into them 
lo-night," 

" 1 do wish It were settled, and we know you were going 
to be near tor certain I sliall be awfully disappointed if 
\ ou'rc not." 

“ Yes; but I must make sure this time.” 

“ .Vnne’s very set on it. She doesn’t say much, but she 
really is. It’s such a charming old place.” 

“ I don’t want a better, but it must pay its way.” 

“ Is that vour real reason, Jon 1 ” 

“ Why not .’ ” 

“ I thought perhaps you were secretly afraid of settling 
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agnin. But vou’re ihc hcjJ of the f.imiK, Jon—vou ought 
to settle ” 

“ Head of the famih ' ” 

“Yes, the onl\ son ot the on]\ son ot the eldest s >0 
right back to the primeval [ol\.»n ” 

“ Nice head ' “ said Jon, bitterlv 

“Yes—a nice licad " And, ^uddenl^ rising, Holbv Ixni 
over and kissed tlie lop of it 

“ Bless \(>u ' D'ln’i su up lo<i late Arint'^ rather m 
the dumps “ 

Jon turned out the himp and siawd huddhd in hi-, 
chair before l)ie fuc Head <-t the t imiK ' He had d'an 

them proud' And it-' H.i ' That would, ind<td, 

be illustrifuis ' What would the old fellow whosi. photo¬ 
graph he had been looking at la-t night, think, i! lie kiuw ' 
Ah, what a cod' l'\»r in hl^ l^mo^t luart Ik knew mu 
Anne was more his matt., more her with wlnmi he could 
live and work and ha\c hl^ being, than ever Meur couid 
he*. Madnes.s, momentar) nlad^c^^. coming on him iroin 
the past —the past, and the poiencc ot hi r w ill to ha\ e and 
hold him! He got up, and drew aude tlie curtain- 
There, between two dm tree-', tin moon, nn-ierious md 
powerful, shone, .md all vea-- niocmg with lt^ light up to 
the crest of the Downs What l>ciLit\, what stillne-" ! 
He threw tlie window up, and stepped out. like some 
dark fluid spilled on the whitened gras-, the ragged shadow 
of one elm tree reached almc'st to hi- feet brom their 
window above a light shone He must go up and face it 

He had not been alone with her since-! If onlv he 

knew for certain what he was going to do ! And he re..li'«ed 
now that in obeying that impulse to rush awa\ trom Fleur 
he had been wrong ; he ought to have sta\ed and threshed 
it out there and then. And vet, wlio could have behai.cd 
icasonably, sanely, feeling as he had felt : He stepped 
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h:ick to the uinJnw, .md stopped with liij> iicjrt m hi' 
Tn"iith 111 'rt bctuotn iirOivrh: .inJ inoonliplit Mood 
Annt ’ M'.iida, in .1 lipht \^rlppc•^ Jr.iun cl>sc, she 
L'.-’iii: t'o\ .rj- inni [cn il' -rj ihi window and drew tfu 
; urt.iin 

“S..rr\, do’-liiiL', \oiril L.itOi u'ld iIk* mo«)nlii'ht ^ot 
ni'. ' SIk rn^Md tn tiu K.r '■! the hearth, and sl<M>d 
]i M ikil'L' at hin. 

“ k’H, r^'i L’"inL' tM ha\(. j >.hild ” 

" Vmu ' " 

■■ V''- I luin't t»ll \i>u la‘'t nionrl. because 1 wanted to 

K ■ L.r 
- Aii'v ' 

'^h. wa' iii'hiiriL' ’![' lar hand. 

' W n , ;i.aw,-' ' ' 

h n enpj'd th- I'.Kk "t .1 Oir.r, Ik kn< w what was 
ci'ini: j 

‘ iiiu thin;’'' iiaj''pc ned \k tv%« cn \ "U anvl 1 k ur ” 
l >n Ik hi hi- hre itli. ‘•taritiL' at hi r (\C3, d.irk, unflmch- 
ine. ‘t irlkd. tlK ^ --t If'd I'a. k at him 

I \ I r\ thiiiw’''- happened, h i-n’i it ?” 

{dii l‘( nr h: Ik id 

'•'I’l'll rda\ • Don't explain, don’t i xcusc yourscU or 
lar (tnl\- wlial dm-' it nican 

W itf.out rai'inx' ht'- hiad, Jon answered ; 

“ Thai depclfd^on \ ou ” 

“ (»n me ' 

" \!ter what \ou‘u‘ ju*-! told me. Oh! Anne, why 
didn't \ ou t< li me ^iw-ncr r ” 

^ L', I '^cp^ u io<t long ’ ” 

He undcr-tood what bhc meant—fhc had kept it a» a 
weapon ol detencc. And, seeming to himself unforgiveablc, 

he '.’id 

“ i urgivc me, Anne—lorgivc me ! ” 
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“ Oh ! Jon, T don’t jus-t know ” 

“ I swear that I will never see lier attain ” 

He raised Ins eves now, and saw that she had sunk on 
her knee® by the fire, holding" a liand out to it, .is if i.r,jj 
He dropped on his knees beside her 

“I think,” he s.ud, “love is the cruellest thini^ in liie 
world.” 

“ Yes.” 

She had covered her eves with her h.ind ; and it seem-’ i 
hours that he kncu there, waitin;; ior .1 movement, a 
a word. At last she dropped her hand 

” All right. It’s over Hut don't kiss me—)ct.” 



CH \n i R \' 

Bin I ► Ai'pr r 

Liff rovivi j in I'li-ur wliilc 'he imiu .ilinnt her t>u«inei» 
m the ni'irmiic M.iii.lini.’ in -uinhiiK Ixforc ilic hnllv- 
hoi.l;'- .ind nnllinMT' ot tlic ’ re-n house ’ ff.irden, she 
renewed p.i-i .inei Iiiturc with teweri'ii e !j;our ()t course 
|(vn w.o iij'it ' Mu'h id t.lien him In storm! lie 
old-l.oliioncd, Const lentious . Ik eouldn’t t.ekc thingH 
hchiK Hi.t'inii .lire id\ he h.id hctr.i\cd his conscience, 
he wouM rt.,li‘e ih it uh it ii.id li.ippeiicd eiutweip>hed wh.it 
more could hippen ll w i- the lust step that counted I 
dhtn h.id .ilee.i.s helonced lo e.ith other She felt no 
remorse, tiun whs should lu-when his confusion was 
over ’ It w.is lor the host, pcrli.ips, tli.it he had run away 
ireini her till he soukl nc ihe ines'irability ol his position. 
Her dc'ien ss.is quite unsh iken by the emotions she had 
bce-n throuch |on was hers nmv, he could not betray 
their >ecrcl unless she cmsc him lease:. He must and would 
conlorni to the erne temrse possible—secrecy Infidelity 

had been .ncliiened- 'ine act or mans, svhat did it matter f 
Ah ' But she ssuu'id m.ike up to him the loss of sclf- 
respe-ct with her love, and with her wisdom. She would 
make him .1 success In spite of that American chit he 
siieuild succeed with his farming, become important to Ids 
counts, to his country, perhaps. She would be circum¬ 
spection itsell—for hissake, lor her own, for Michael’s, Kit’s, 
her lather’s 

With a great bunch of autumn flowers to which was 
dinging one bee, she went back into the house to put 
toil 
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them in wntcr. On the i.ihlc in the full were a number 
of ImK* b.i^'s of biit<.r-.*pplc prepared In her carti.iker\ 
wife the iniith, \shiOi nert all over a house lh.it 

had h<‘<Ti derelid I<>r .i ^lie biiMid lier^elt with 

stowin;; them in dra\\er'> 'J'lie '■‘uaul post broui:;ht lier 
Jon''' letter 

She read it, and spots ol burning- clour In-tame fixed, 
in her cheeks lie h.id written this bef<»re he '.Kpt- it 
was all part of his eontu^ion ' Bui she must see lam at 
once—at onee ' Slie ,L;ot <»ut the car, and, driMiii: to a 
xilla^'c where she was not known, 'cnt a telcLtfatn to the 
post-office at Netlletold IVeadtul to ha\c to w »i( o\tr 
the ntgJu I But slie knew it mi::ht be e\ cnin^' or i ven ne\t 
morning" before ho could call for it 

Never did time po so slowK Tor now she wa'- '•hak' n 
.ipain Was she in er-esuniatinp lu r power, rcKinp t'"* 
muih on her sudden Mctors in a niomeni of pa'-'ion. 
under-Cbtimatinp Jfm’s .strength after rc'.oKe tak<n ' ^tie 
remembered lunv in those <*ld d.ns s]ie li.id failed to nio\e 
him from rcnunuation And, unable to keep still, slic 
went up lonely on to Box Hill, .ind wandered amonp its 
yew trees and spindlcberry bushes, till she was tired out 
and the sun was nearly down With the sinking light the 
loneliness up there repelled her, lor 'she was n«ii a real 
nature-lover, and for an anxious lieart Nature lias little 
comfort. She was glad to be back, hsicnmg to the cli.uicr 
of the supper-eating girls It had no interest f<^r her, 
but at least it was not melancholy like the space and 
shadows of the open She suddenly remembered that she 
had missed her ‘ sitting ' and had sent no word The 
Rafaclitc would gnash his teeth; perhaps he had set her 
* Folly ’ dress up on a dummy, to paint the sound from 
its Sliver bells. Bells! Michael I Fixir Michael I But 
was he to be pitied, who had owned her for years wiulc 
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M heart ■^.hc hclon^’cd i*) ..nutlar ’ !>}ic uent up tn bed 

i..irK It (»nU she ' iiKl •'Itip nil jt u.js tune tn st.iri ! 
'I'his torti th.it p'utd uitii iKart", t'lfr- ilum open, leli 
them mii\trini: nuvl. tin in .mJ .lelie, and athe and 
u.tii ' Had llu \kt 'fi in Ml'', \<.h't:n t[u*\ lud taken to 
[Tai'in^ aLMin, c\lt {<' lt" tfir"ueh what "In had );i*nc 
liir< la^di 'line hf't dn 'aw hi r lao m lr--ni ol th if grotesque 
|uiii'--orwi 1:1 i!n n lih r\ •ul (. ork btrett ? 

*]'{'• disiifiiii'U \ut'rian \!i- \dmit “it' freelv - 
ti< It 'hi. 1 h ar w 1 • undi'i i[ Inn d . 'ull. "lie hadn't 

wi.rn hir l.t irt ap ai in r 'I'-vi .'"In iuKln’r kukul and 

'.r- mud ’"anK 'la dv • r\'d t'I’l!! “f ft ippiiie"" 1 N-it 
iimri ilim I 'pill 'n Wouldn’t a-k I'T tr.on thin tint' 
liiintj'Wor' o’Jt. ’n .rt WoF’ out’ lint, to I. i\e the heart 
'in want'd iLtiin : la r own. a' Lu ni^ht, and then lo 
lo-' U 'tr lii'litw ' It - oiild Hot ht ' \ik1 so at last 

• I' 'kpt. ttidila iiio in tliat h id wati in d o\* r Ikt vii tory 

I itin l'\. to lo. ik in tl.roueli the i urt un ihink s and make 

!. r Jrc un 

>lu Wok' and la\ ti.inkiin: with fIn preternatural intcn- 
'it\ oiiarU niornii'e tho.i..'rii Ihoph'would hlamc her d 
tin \ knew , ind W.1' iluri am real pirssihihty that they 
WO'.,II not io"R to know ' NuppoH Jon remameti im- 
iTio'.ahl’. Opposed to seir»i\ \M;at then ’ Wa-j she pfr- 
o ,r'.d to up all uid loilo'e iiini ? It would mean more 
tain in tlie ordunr} i .se It would moan isolation hor 
alwa \in thi h u ki/round. was tiie old harrier cd the lamiK 
ieud , Iier lather and his mother, and their abhorrence of 
^ini >n between Ik: and j<>n And all the worldl) ‘^enne in 
1 i.ur, hroui^hl i-. the eJ^’c of hard re*aht\, shivered and re- 
1, 'dcd. Monev ’ It w I' not that they would hack m(»ne) 
l<ut position, approval, apprceiain n, where in the word 
e'ojld chev ever retrain all that ? And Kit r He would be 
lust to her. The Mont-v would chum him bhc sat up tn 
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bed, seeing uith luicr Lk'.»rno‘'S in the dark a truth she had 
never before f'cen naked—that the condition of «.onque^t 
is sacrifice Then she rc\oltcd No! jon would be 
rca^onal)lc, jon would come murid ! In secret ihe\ w’ould, 
they must, be hapjw. or if not h.ipp\, at Ica-i not Nt.uccd 
bhe would have to share him, h< to share her, but they 
would each know that the other oiile pruended to belong 
elsewhere Hut v^ould 11 be pretciue with him ' Was he¬ 
at heart all hers > Was he not, at least, a^ mueh his 
wife's r blornhly clear she lould see that eirl's fa<.e. ii'. 
dark, eager eyes, unh the something strange anvl at¬ 
tractive tn tlicir setting No ’ She would not think oi her ' 
It only weakened lier power to win jon o\ er. Dawn opened 
a sleepy e\e A bird eheepevl, and da\light crept in Slie 
lav hack, resigned again to the dull aehc ot v\aiting She 
rose unrested. A tine morning, dr\ as ever -s.ive for the 
dew on the grass! At ten she vcould st.irt! It would 
be easier to wait in motion even if she had to drive dead 
slow. She gave her morning order-, got out the car, and 
left. She dnwc by the clock so as to arrive at noon The 
leaves were turning already, it would be an cariv fall. 
Had she put on the right frock r Would he like tins soft 
russet, the colour of gone-off apples ^ The red was 
prettier; but red caught the eye. And the eye must not 
be caught to-day She dru\c the last mile at a foot's pa<.c, 
and drew up in the wooded lane just where the garden of 
Green Hill Farm ended in orchard, and the fields began. 
Very earnestly she scrutinised her face in the small mirror 
of her vanity bag. Where had she read that one alwayji 
looked one's worst in a mirror ? If so, it was a mercy. 
She remembered that Jon had once said he hated the 
look of lip salve ; and, not touching her lips, she put away 
the mirror and got out. She walked slowly towards the 
entrance gate. From there a lane divided the house from 
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lilt '^tr.ivv \.ud' .iiui t.irni .siupmc up l>t*hind it 

In the fine .lutumn 'ijnlii:l)'v the\ rjrii^eJ iinpnving, Jr\ 
.ind deserted -nti •'toi.k, n<'t so muih .i' a hen tN‘cn 
rieur’s ijnl'-irn«-d inind reali-cd the -tit; jt)h t- [,irt aiuune 
who took tni'^ tarni liaJ 'Ik nut oltcii in irj Michael 
s.u that larminL,' v\a> mure ut ,< man's job than aiu other 
in the hnplanJ t)f tu-da\ ' Mit uould let him take it, 
ih(.n that \\rt.ti.iud ».''nM.iefht <if hi" would l’< at rest on 
<'IK sLur< at lea't ^he {'!-■>< vi ih( i^Mte nid 'touJ before 
tlic old lioii'.. Liable d itid rt d wnii \ ir^mia i r^eju r Twelve 
had struck down Ml rh' viMii^e a^ she pas'Cvl through. 
>ure]v he hid not f ah d le r ' live mimUts «,h« w.nted 
'hat sfcnu.I id.i t' e hoar- 1h n, wuh her lieart beating 
last, sIk wMit 11 } a:u! r.ine rlit fit 11 h bounded tar away 
in rlu emp'\ honsi l<H.i-:<ps .»w.-ii\.mN' 

” \ c , Iliahilt' 

“I I' to ni'f I Mr f or'\ I' ii'rr u noon about the 
tarni “ 

■*f)h, ves, III I’aiii , Mr l(<rs\i( c im< larlv He wa'^ 
.tr' sorrv la .aid 'o ,u IJi ji-ft this note lor 
s ou 

“ HcN nut coming b.kk * ” 

"No, ma'am, he was \fr\ "-rr), but he Cwuhln't <onie 
back lo-day " 

■* Thank \ ou " 

I'lcur went back to the gate She skkxI there, turning 
the note over <.nd over ^uddcnlv she broke the seal and 
read 

Last nigl.t Anne told me of her own accord that nhe 
knew what had happened She told me, too, that she is 
to liavc a child I luve promised her not to sec you again. 
Forgive me and iorget nic, ab 1 must forget you. 
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Slowly, a if not knowing, slic tore the sheet of paper and 
the envelope into nn) fragments and buried them in the 
hedge. Then she walked slowit, as if not seeing, to her 
car, and got in. She sat there stonily, alongside the 
orchard with the sunlight on her nerk and scent from wind- 
fallen totting apples in her nostrils. Eor four months, 
.aince in the canteen she saw Jon’s tired smile, he had been 
one long thought in her mind And this was the end ! 
Oh ! Let her get away—away from here ! 

She started the car, and, once out of the line, drove at 
a great pace. It she broke her neck, all the better! Hut 
Providence, which attends the drunk and desperate, was 
about her—spying out her w.as, and .slic did not break 
her neck. For more than two hours «lie drove, hardl) 
knowing where. At three in the afternoon she had her 
first sane impulse—a craving to smoke, a longing for tea 
She got some at an inn, and turned her car towards Dorking 
Driving more slowly now, she arrived between four and 
five. She had been at the wheel for nearly six hours. And 
the first dung she saw outside the ‘ re.st-house ’ was her 
father’s car. He ! What had kf come for 1 Why did 
people pester her f On the point of starting the engine 
again, she saw him come out of the front door, and stand 
looking up and down the road Something groping in that 
look of his touched her, and, leaving the car, she waked 
towards him 
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' CRFAT KIRSYI 1' ’ 

Os the ninminp .iftcr the ’'him Conversion Commiltrc 
nicetin); Sumes h id 'i.irted earU It «.is Ins intentmn tu 
spend the night bomc«herc ‘ doun tin re,’ look nt his roots 
the following mnrnini;, .ind motor p.irt of the hjv home. 
On the d.ty alter, he would return to town .ind see If he 
couldn’t carry Fleur I'.ick with him to .\I,ipledurham for a 
long week end He re.Khed .1 HMsidc hostel ten miles from 
his origin about si\ ohloek, ,ite a d.imp dinner, smoked his 
own cig.ir, .ind went to .1 bed in wliuli, for insurance sake, 
he plated .1 c.imel's hair shawl 

He h,id thought things out, and was provided with an 
ordinance map on an inordinate stale He meant to begin 
his investigation by seeing the church For he had little to 
go h\ except a memory that his lather James had once been 
down, and had returned speaking of a church by the sea, 
and supposing that there miglit be ‘ parish entries and that, 
but It was a long time b.ick and he didn’t know.’ 

After an early breakfast he directed Rigg* towards the 
church .As James had said, it was close to the sea, and 
It was open. .Soatnes went in A little old grey church 
with funny pews, and a damp smell. There wouldn’t be 
anv tablets to hia name, he supposed. There were not, 
and he went oat again, to wander among the graveatones, 
overcome bv' a sense of unreality—everything underground, 
and each gravestone, older than the bit century, unde- 
apberable. He was about to turn away when he stumbled. 
Looking down in disapproval at a flat stone, he saw on 
1027 
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the Worn .ind lichcncJ '•urf.K< a (.ipit.il F He ^tfV)d fnr 
A minuic, st.rutini.siii;:, liicn went down <m his knees with 
A .sort ft thrill. Two n.nnc'^- the first h.id an undoiihit^'d 
capital 7 » •* V, and an n , the scLonJ name heiran with 
that capital F, and had what looked likt .m in the mi.Idle, 
and (lu remains of .» tall letter I,l^l Inii one ' Tla date ' 
B\ (ieor;»t,—the date w.is IcL'ille' 1777 Serapinp 
ginprrly at the fir^t name. In diMiiierrul an o lour 
letterv out of the si\ in Joh on , ihret It itt rs t)ur ot ]• or' \ to 
Tlierc could hardly he .1 doubt that he had stumbled 
over his ;:rcat-great irrandfatht r' Supposincj the old 
chap had lived to the ordinar\ ai^e ot 1 I’nrsMc. hi' birth 
would be near the bcitinniiiL: <1 tin fipditccnth ientur\ ' 
Hi.s eyes i»imletted the si-me with a hard i:ie\ uiu* .0 
though to pierce to the liom - buu.ith- <.11.10 a whis(]< 
long since, no doubt ' Then hi rose frf*m ho Wiies and 
dusted them. He had a date n()w And, smgularh 
fortified, he emerged from the gr.i\e\.ird, .md cast a 
suspicious look at Kigg-'* H.id Ik been .seen on his knce.s ' 
But the fellow’ was seared, as usual, with his back to 
everything, smoking his eternal (igarettc Soamcs got 
into the car. 

“ I want the vicarage now, or whatever it is.’’ 

** Yes, sir.” 

He was always saying “ Yes, sir," without havim.' an 
idea of where places were. 

“ YouM better ask,” he said, as the e.ir moved up the 
rutted lane. Sooner than ask, tlic fellow w’ould go back 
to Ix)ndon I Not that there was anyone to a.sk Soamcs 
was impressed, indeed, In the extreme emptiness of this 
parish where his roots lay It seemed terribly hilly, and 
full of space, with large fields, .<omc woods m the coombe 
to the left, and a soil that you couldn’t swear by- not red 
and not white and not brown cxactl) ; the sea was blue, 
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.■'OMC\er, wnd rhc clit’', ■'O i.«r j'. iic louM judpc, "ifrfakx 
The I.-ine bcni t-' tfic r’jlit, past a hlackbmith's torge 

Hi ’ ''aid >ojmrs, * pull up ^ " He liim5»clt got ou! 
lu ask ll'J K-llov, never male luad or tail of what In 
tuid 

The lTn.k^^mh was hamnurini: .n a wheel, and Soame^ 
uaited till In', preseni-c v..i' rT-' rved 
“When's the Mcarape ' 

“ I p tin' I inc, third 'oum- -»ji tin rnjht " 

' Thank vou.” said ^o.irn • . and, hK)king at the man 
'U'piClousK, added 

“ Is the n ^mf I >>r \ i( kiva n iierealxiuth nowadays ’ 

'* What's il, IT - " 

■ Ha\ ( \ Ml, e\ er hr ..rd the name Korsyte ' ” 

“ Fars\ [ ' Noa ” 

Snanic' '.'ard him will' a disappointed relief, and re 
umed Ills se it Wh >i it lie'd s.od “ Yes, it's mine ! " 

\ bhKksnntfi'b vsa a respu table <*ccupaiion, but he fell 
that he could do \\itli.nit it in the fainiK The car moved 
Mn 

The vicar 1 ^’. i-' nnotiicred in creeper Pfobahk the 

\'ic,tr would be, tc-)' He rang a rusty bell and waited. 
The d'XJf Was opened by a rcd-checkcd girl II was ail very 
rustic 

“ I want the \ icar," said Soamc' “ H he in ? *' 

“ Yes, sir What nami 

But at ilus moment a tliin man in a thin suit and a thin 
beard came out from a doorwa\, saving: 

" Am I wanted, Mary ? ” 

‘ Yes," said Soames ; “ here's mv card " 

There ought—he fch—to be a wa\ of enquiring about 
one’s origin that would be distinguished ; but, not finding 
It, he added simply . 

“ My family came from hereabouts some generations 
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back; 1 just wanted to have a look at the place, and ask 
you a question or two.” 

“ For.svte I ” said the Vicar, gazing at the card : “ I don't 
know the name, but I daresay we shall find something.” 

His clothes were extremely well worn, and Soames had 
the impression that his eyes would have been glad it they 
could. ‘ Smells a fee,’ he thought; ‘ poor devil ! ’ 

“ Will you come in J ” s.iid the \ icar. " I’te got snmi 
records .and an old tithe map We might have .1 look .it 
them. The registers go back to 1580. I could m.ike .1 
search for you ” 

“I don’t know if that's worth wliile,” .s.iid SoiitiiC', 
following him into a room tliat impressed him as dism.il 
beyond words. 

“Do sit down,” 't.ud the \ ic.ir “I'll get that map 
Forsyte i I seem to remember tlie ii.iinc now " 

The fellow was agreeable, and looked as it he could do 
with an honest penny ! 

“ I’ve been up to the church,” said So.imc.s; “ u seem 
t cry clo.se to the sea.” 

“ Yes; they used to use the pulpit. I'm afraid, to huh 
their smuggled br.indy ” 

“I got a date in the graveyard—1777; the stoius are 
very much let down.” 

“ Yes,” said the Vicar, who was groping in a cupUiard , 
“ one’s difficulty is the .sea air. Here’s the map 1 spoke 
of (” and, unrolling a large and dingv map, he hud it on 
the table, weighting down the corners with a tin of tobacco, 
an inkstand, a book of sermons, and a dog wlup. 'I'hc 
latter was not heavy enough, and the map curled slowlv 
away from Soames. 

“ Sometimes,” said the Vicar, restoring the corner, and 
looking round for something to secure it, " we get very 
Meful'infoimation from these old maps.” 
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“ I’ll kf(.p it tlown,” sSoim(" 5 , Kfndin? over the 

i’i,i|' '‘1 ^ou pit ( lf>f i>{ \mcniMn'i. Ii«*hini; for 

“ Ni-i ,1 l"t," ■'.iKl (he \ 1 ' .r, Willi I ulcw.ix cUnce tli.u 
viid iiMi quiti likt “ I (..m remember two. .\h ’ 
here/’ .iii.l hi' tiiir- r <. mu on the nnp, “ 1 I 

rememUreJ the junie • ii'> unu'-uii l-ook ' Thi^ HtlJ 
I lo^'C to the M I i5 ni irk( >.1 ‘ (ire.it I orv\ i?.' ! ’ ” 

Aij.iin ''('..III' felt i thrill 

" Wh.it ''i^c I'' til. It Ik lii •' ’’ 

“'ru<.nt\ four .urv' '1 fierc w.i't the nun of an c»I(.i 
hmi*c', I remcnilHi. ju-i tixri , ifi<\ t*M>k tlu ^t<»lK•'^ .iw.iv 
in the \\.ir to in lU our ''}io(.tinL’ rmce ‘ (ire. it Konylc * 

I'-n't th it int' ri -tin.’ 

“ Mori, inttn-'tinp to nl^,” '.oJ >oiMie-, “ li they’d left 
ihe stoni N 

“ lilt '•pi'' 1' ''till in 'rkid with .in oKI tr'>Hn -the f.irtie 
line It for .1 rubbmi: 'loiu [t^ t!o?t- tu liie hedjjc uu ihc 
n^ht h.md side ut the toonil>c” 

“ (.ould I i:et to It with the t.ir^ ” 

“Oh, ^e-, b\ ijoinu round the hc.t(l of the cooml>c. 
Would \ou like rue to eomc ' '* 

'• No, th.inks,” s.iid Nmith-s The idc.i of being over¬ 
looked while inspecting' his r'Hit* w.i» unplca&ani to him. 
“ Hut if vou'd kjndK make u search in the rejjintcr while 
I’m }:onc. I could call b;wk .after lunch and sec the result. 
Mv ffreai-grandfaihcr, Jolyon Korsyte, died at ^^udmouth. 
The stone I found was Jolyon Forsyte, buried in 1777— 
he’d be my great-great grandf.ithcr, no doubt. I daresay 
\uu could pick up hl^ birth, and perbap* hu father’*—f 
fancy they were .* long-lived lot. The name jolyon seem* 
to ii.nc been a weakness with them.” 

1 could make a search at once. It would take some 
hours \\ hat would you think reasopahte i ** 
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" Kivr i^mincas ? ” lia/.iri.’i J hoamc> 

‘‘Oil! That would hr prncrous I'll make a vrr\ 
(liorniijijli '.earch Now, let me come and tell vou h<>u to 
;,'Ct to it ” Witfi a sHcht So.ime‘- f-'llnweil him-- . 
;,'entlcman in troupers shin; hrhind 

“Vou go ii[» this road to llir fork, iak«' tin icft-lund 
branch pa^^l the poit olfice, ami riuhi *ai rnund ihc ln-ad 
of the ioombe, ahva\> l>e.jring 0. tin h 11, nil \«»u pa'") a 
farm called ‘ Uphays ’ Then on nil the lane begins to 
drop, there’s a gale on the right, and it vou gn through 
11 eou’ll find yoursclt at ihe top <it that field with the 1 
lH‘lore vou I'm -<0 pleaded t<> ha\e btund oimcthing 
Won’t you have a htth- hiruii '-'ith u- when vem conn 
back ? ’’ 

“Thank you," •'.aid Soame-', “very gnod of mui, but 
I've got my lunch witli me," and was m^tuntU ashamed 
ol his thought ‘ Does he think Trn going to inal-e oil 
wiilioui paving ^ ' Raising hl^ liat shghth, lu got mn. 
the car, with his umbrella in his hand, so as to puke Riggs 
in the back when the Icllou took his wrong turnings. 

He sat, contented, using the umbrella gingerly now and 
then. So ! To get bapii/cd and buried, they used to cross 
thecoombe Twenty-four .icres was quite a field ‘Great 
Forsyte ’; there must have been ' Little Forsv tcs,’ too 
The farm the Vicar had spoken <*1 appeared it> In ,i 
rambling place of old buildingb, pigs and poultrv 
“ Keep on,” he said to Riggs. “ until the lane drops, 
and gt) slots, I want a gate on the right " 

The fellow was rushing along is usual, and the lane 
already dropping downhill. 

Hold hard! There it is!” The car came to a 
sitaadstill at a rather awkward bend. 

“ You’ve overshot it ! " s^id Soames, and got out. 
*' Wait here! I may be some time.” 
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Taking' off tii^ ovcrco.it anJ urrvmg it on Ins arm. In 
\\cnT b.Rk TO liic g.ilc, ..nJ p.isvcj thrimph into a htlJ oi 
grass He walked downward* to the hedge on the left, 
followed It round, and presently eamr in new of the -ca, 
hnght, pc.ieclul. hare, with a trail of.enioke in the distance 
I he .or bc.it in trom the se.i, tresh air, strong and salt 
■\nccstral ' .''oatne-s took .some deep breaths, savouring it, 
IS one migiit an old wmc Its freshness went .1 little to 
Ills liead, so impregnated with orone or mdine, or whatever 
It was nowadavs And then, b< low him, perhaps a hundred 
’ .erds avvav, abtivc a hollow ne.m the hedge he s..W' the 
stoiK, and again felt that thrill He looked baik Yes ! 
Hi w.is nil' ot sight ot the Line, and had his In lings t,, 
liiinseil ! And, going up t" the stone, he g.t/ed Ji>wn at 
the hollow iictwi'M ',ini .inJ the hc.Igt Ht low it the field 
sloped to th'- heath, and what looked like the ghost of a 
htnc r.in up low.irtb the hollow from the coornbe In that 
hollow thtii. the house had been , and there thev'd lived, 
the old Forsv o s, for generation', pickled in this air, without 
.inotlnr houst in sight —nothing but this expanse ot gr.is.s 
in view and the se.i beyond, and the gulls on that rock, 
and the waves beating over it There they’d lived, tilling 
the land, .md growing rheumatic, and crot.sing the coomhc 
to il.urii, ..nd getting tlieir brandy free, perhaps He 
wint up and c-tamincd the stone—upright, with another 
bit acrosj the top—lintel ot a barn, perhaps— nothing on 
It Descending into the hollow, he poked about tvith his 
umbrella During the war—the parson had said—they 
had removed the ruins. Only twelve vears ago, but not 
a sign ! Grassed over utterly, not even the shape visible. 
He explored up to the hedge They’d made a clean sweep 
all right—nothing but grass now and a scrubble of fern 
and young gorse, such as would sene on a hollow for their 
growing. And, .sitting on his overcoat with ids bark 
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jgjiiisl the itDiic, So.imcs pomlcriJ, lljJ hii forbear^ 
themaclves built the house there in this lonclv pl.ice - 
been the first to seat themselves on this bit of wind-swept 
soil ? And something moved in him, as if die saltv inde¬ 
pendence of that lonely spot were si ill in his bones Old 
Jolytin and lus own father .uid the rest of Ins uncles -no 
wonder they’d been independent, with this air and loneli¬ 
ness in their blood ; and crabbed with the piekling of it ■ 
unable to give up, to let go, to die. For a moment he 
seemed to understand even himself bouthern spot, south 
aspect, not any of your northern roughne,s>, hut tree, .iml 
salt, and solit.iry from sunrise to sunset, \e.ir in, ye.ir oiii, 
like-that lonely rock with the gulls on it, lor eter and tor 
ever. And drawing the air deep into his lunt’s, he thought 
* I’m not surpri.scd old Timothy lived to he a hundred ! ’ 
A long time he sat there, nostalgicalK bemused, strangely 
unwilling to move. Never had he breathed anything quite 
like that air; or so, at least, it seemed to him It had been 
the old England,wlien they lived down here -the England 
of pack-horses and very little smoke, of peat and wood 
fires, and wives who never left you, because they couldn’t, 
probably. A static England, that dug and wove, where 
your parish was your world, and yon were a churchwarden 
if you didn’t lake care. His own grandfather -begotten 
and bom one hundred and fifty-si.x years ago, m the best 
bed, not two dozen paces from where he was sitting. 
What a change since then ! For the better f Who could 
say f But Isert was this grass, and rock and sea, and the 
air and the gulls, and the old ciiurch over there beyond 
the coombe, precisely as they had been, only more so. If 
this field were in the market, he wouldn’t mind having it 
as a corioaity. Only, if he did, nobody woold come and 
sit here 1 They’d want to play golf over it or something. 
And, uneasy at having verged cm the sentimental, Soames 
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pul 111' h.inj diiwn .md felt tlic But it uam't 

damp, and ho luuldn’t con'cicniiituhli ImI tliat he wan 
latchinp rhcumati'm ; and btill he sat there, with the 
■iunliL'hi warminp Ins cheeks, and his eyes fixed on the sea. 
The 'hips went up and down, far out—steamers; no 
smueRk-rs mmad.n.>, and \ou paid the deuce of a price 
tor brands ' In ilic old time here, without newspapers, 
unh nothing from 11.e outer world, you’d grow up without 
nu sensi ol the Stati or th.lt son of thing. Therc'd be 
ihe church and sour bible, he suppo'.ed, and the market 
Mjiiu mile,-, .iwas, .ind sou’d ssork and eat and sleep and 
breathe the air and drink your cider and embrace your 
wife and w.itch )our children, from June to June; and a 
good thine, too ! What more did s ou do now that brought 
vou ans sati l.iction ’ ‘Change, it's all on the surface,’ 
thought hnames; ‘ the rixits arc the same. You can’t get 
iieyond them- trv as you svill! ’ I’rogrcHi, civilization, 
what Wire they lor i Linlcss -ank-ss, indeed, to foster 
hobbies-collecting pictures, or what not i He didn’t set 
how the old chaps down here could have had hobbiest— 
except for bees, perhaps. Hobbies 1 Just for that—just 
to give people .1 chance to have hobbies I He’d had a lot 
of amusement out of hii own ; and but tor progress would 
never have had it. No ! He’d have been down here still, 
periiaps, ih.e.iring hi.c sheep or following a plough, and his 
daughter would be a girl with sturdy ankles and one new 
hat Perhaps it was just as well that you couldn’t stop 
the clock ! Ah ! and it was time he was getting back to 
the lane before that chap came to look for him. And, 
getting up, Soames descended once more into the hollow, 
This time, close to the hedge, an object caught bis eye, a 
scry old Ixxit—a boot so old that you could hardly swear 
by It. His lips became contorted in a faint smile. He 
seemed to he ir his dead cousin George with his wry 
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Korsytcan hum(jur cjcklinir. " Tlic. ancestral boot ! Wh.it 
lio, my wild ones! I.et the portcullis fall I ” Yes! The\ 
would laugh at him in the family if they knew he’d been 
looking at their roots He shouldn't s.i\- anything about 
it. And suddenly he went up to the boot, and, hooking 
the point of his umbrella under what w,is left of the toe* 
cap, flung It pettishly otcr the hedge It defiled the 
loneliness—the feeling he had known, dniiking-in that air 
\nd very slowly he went b.iek to tin l.iiie, so a.s not to 
get hot, and have to sit all damp in the car But at the 
gate he stood, transft.xed Wh.it was all tlii.s ’ Two 
large, hatrv horses were attached tandciii to the b.ick oi 
hts car with ropes, and beside them were three men. one of 
whom was Riggs, and two dogs, one of whom w.is lame 
Soames perceived at once that it was all ‘ th.it fellow ' ' 
In trying to haik up the hill, which he ought never to have 
gone down, he h.id jammed the car so that it couldn't 
move He was .ilw.ivs doing something ! .At this moment, 
however, ‘ the fellow ’ mounted the car and moved the 
wheel, while one of the men cracked a wlup “ Haup ' ” 
The hairy horses moved Something in that slow, strung 
movement affected Soames. Progress' They had been 
obliged to fetch horses to drag Progrc.ss up the htll! 

“ That's a good horse ' ” he said, pointing to the biggest 

“Ah! We call 'im Lion—'e can pull Haup!” 

The car p.issed on to the level ground, and the horses 
were detached. Numes went up to the man who had 
said “ Haup ! ’’ 

“ Are you from the farm h.tck there I " 

" Yes.” 

" Do you own this field . 

" I farm tt.” 

" What do you call it ? ” 

“ Call it I The big field." 
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'■ It’s inark<d ‘ (ir( .u I nrsvtc ' on the litlu m.ip f)’vou 
know tiiJt n.'imc ' 

“ I' jr'^vt ' Tficrc's none nj tlie n.one now My grand* 
iTiuthcr was called {•ars\t ” 

“ Wa'. siie ^ ^ ud >*> iniC'. and again felt the thrill. 

“ Ah ' ” 'aid the larrner 

Soanu' 1 "iiirnlkd tiiniseh 

“ And n tme, il I ma\ ask ? ** 

“ Beer " 

Suames louked at hiin r.aher long, and t<M)k our \\U note 
( ase 

" y«'U mu'i all'»\N m:,” h'- said, " I'T your hofM's and 
\cur trouble ’’ And ht "tfcrid a pound note The firmer 
Aiook lit-' il* id 

“ rhai'i n.aiidit.” \.' laid , *'\ou’re welcome. We’re 
ah\a\*> liauhn' car^- *>td tlu'' ’ill ” 

“■ 1 r<..dK taii’i take something hir nothing,” said 
Niaines “ You’ll <ihhge me I ” 

“ Well," -aid the t.irmcr, “ 1 thank \etm,” and he took 
the note ” Haiip I " 

ddic nil jstil liurvcs raoicJ torw.irJ .iiid the men .ind 
lolloiitd .liter iliem ^■l.lmc■b ;;i)t into the c»r, and, 
openin;; liis p.u let ot sanJuuiies, be>;.in to cat. 

'• l»n\f I'I a. Ill till- vicMr.iite tlowK " \nd, while he 
ate, he wundercJ why he had felt a thrill on discovering 
that ^ome of lii» own blood ran in a h.irJ-bitten liKjking 
chap called Hccr -if, indeed, that xas hn name. 

It was two o’clock when he reached the vicaMge, and the 
Mcar came to him with his mouth full 

■' I find a fireat man) entries, Mr. I'orsvte; the name 
vix-s back to the beginning of the register. I shall have to 
take m\ time to give )ou the complete list That jolyon 
secno to hall been born in 1710, son of Jolyon and Mary ; 
he didn't pay his tithes in 1757. There was another 
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folyon born in 1680, evidently tlie father - he was church¬ 
warden from 1715 <in , dcscrihed as ‘ Yeoman of Hays’-- 
he married a Bere." 

Soaraes jjazed at him, and took out his note case. “ How 
do you spell it ! ” he s.iid. 

“ B-c-r-e ” 

“ Oh ’ The farmer up there said that was his name, too 
I thought he was ^ammoninp me. It seems his ijrand 
mother was called EorsUe. and slit vtas the last of them 
here. Perhaps tou could send me tlie Bere entries, too, 
for an inclusive seven guineas r ” 

"Oh! Six will he ample.” 

“ No. We’ll make it seven. You’ve j>ot my card. I 
saw the stone. A he.ililu spot, ripht .iwav from cverv- 
thing ’’ He laid the .seven guineas on the table, and again 
had ..n impression, as of glad eyes, " 1 must be getting 
back to London now Ciood-lne ! ” 

“ Good-bye, Mr. Eorst te. Anything 1 can find out 1 
shall make a point of sending you.’’ 

Soames shook his h.ind and went out to the car with the 
feeling that his roots would be conscientiously pulled up 
After all, it was something to be dealing with a parson 

“ Go on,” he said to Riggs ; “ we’ll get the best pan ot 
the way home.” 

Apd, lying back in the car, thoroughly tired, he mused. 
Great l orsyte 1 Well! He was glad he had come down 
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SoAMFi -ipini iIh' nirlu .u W nulic-^u-r, a place lie had 
"lien liearJ cl biii iicm r ■-« ii I'la M"iU.^ lud Iwn at 
'c'hoiil there, and that «as why he didil’l want Kit 
III go He liiiiiah niiuhl priter hn own Marlborough, 
or Harrow, peril. ip, '.line .sehool that pl.ived at lairds— 
hut not Kion, where \iiung jolion had been, Hut then 
one Wouldn't he .ih\; io ^ei Kit pl.iy , mi peril.ipv it didn’t 
nutter 

The town M-eined ill old phut. There was something 
in a cathedral, too, .iiul allir btealriast he went to It. 
The chancel was in attuit)—some choir practice or odicr. 
He eiueroti noiselessly, Itir his htaits were rubbered against 
damp, .and sat down at the point o( balance With chin 
uplilted, he enntemphited the arches and the glawi. The 
place was rather dark, but very rrch—like a Christnias 
pudding I These old buildings certainly gave one a feeling. 
He h.id .Jwa)s h.id it in hr Paul’s. One mu't admit 
at least a continuity or purpose somewhere. Up to a point 
—after that he wasn’t sure You had a great thing, like 
this, almost perfect; and then an earthquake or an air¬ 
raid, and down it went! Notiimg permanent about any¬ 
thing, 90 fat as he could see, not even about the best 
examples of ingenuity and beauty. Ttie same with land¬ 
scape 1 You had a perfect garden of a country, and then 
an ice-age came along. There was continuily, but T was 
always changing. That was why it seemed to him extremely 
unlikely that he would live after he was dead. He had 
1039 
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rc.id somcwiicR-—thougli n(;t in 'Jhr 7 mei —that litc vvds 
ju'«t animated <ihapt\ .tnd that wia-ri bhape was broken it 
was no longer animated Death I'rokt your shape and 
i)iere yon v\crc, he supposed TfiC tact w ,is. people couldn’t 
bear ihtir own ends, tl)( \ tried to dodge them with soft 
sawder Tlic\ were we.ik minded And Sonmes lowered 
his chin Tluy had lighted some candlf^ up there in the 
chancel, insignificant in thednvlighi rreseinls they would 
blow them out. Tht-ic sdu v\tn aeain, tverv thing was 
blown out sooner or later \nd it was no pi>od pre tendinc 
M wasn’t. He had read ita I'lfi'T da\, icain not in 'Thr 
Ttmfiy that the world was coming to an end in IQ2H. when 
the earth got between the nn-on and the sun—it had been 
predicted in the Pyramids -some suih '■luntific hunilnie ' 
Well, it It did, he, for one. wouldn’t much mind d he thing 
had newer been a great arid it it \\erc w'lp-d out 

at one strok<- there would be notliinc left liehind an\wa\ . 
vs hat was objectionable about death was leaving things that 
you were fond of behind The moment, too, that the world 
came to an end, it would begin again in some other shape, 
anyway—that, no doubt, was why they called it ‘world 
without end, Amen ’ All ' 'I'hev were singing now 
Sometimes he wished he had an ear In spire of the lack, 
he could tell that this was good singing Boys’ voices' 
Psalms, too, and he knew the words P'unny ! Fifty years 
since his church-going days, yet he remembered them as if 
it were yesterday ! ‘ He sendeth the springs into the 
rivers; which run among the lulls.’ * All beasts of the 
fields dririk thereof; and the wild asses quench their 
thirst.’ ‘ Beside them shall the fowls of the air have their 
habitation; and sing among the branches.’ They were 
flinging the verses at each other across the aisle, like a ball 
It was lively, and good, vigorous English, too. ‘ So 1? 
the great and wide sea also, wherein are things creeping 
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innumcr.iMv, hotli --ni tl! uiJ lt. .ii in isu ’ ‘ Thfrr \>n 
tlie ^liipsj .iiul tlu'U IS th.a i.i \ i.itli.jri, whom Thou In^i 
niaJf to i.ikt las pasiinu liaTtin ' Lcvmhan ! I’h.n 
word used To pica 1 him ‘Man p'ocaii torth To hjs w<»rk. 
and to In'- l.il'iair, until tlir ivcninc' He crrtainlv went 
lortlu bul wiiellitr he dal an\ \\<irk. .an }aho\ir, was the 
(jU( -tioTu no'A t.l.r.' ■ 1 wih -itiL' unt" tin. latfd as lonu 

a% 1 I will ft.a f ni\ (n.d wlalr I ha\c nn hemy ‘ 

Wniildli' • Hiwi'd-nd ‘ [‘raise thou tlic latrd. 0 nn 
'oul. pr. I-' th' hold' dill iiiL’iii'.’ ua'cd. Hid Siamcs 
aiMiii liti'd Lip hi- < 1 , 1 : [[' 'at\<r\ still m';i thinking 

MOW , iobt . U w.r-, ..n.oriL’ tlu .iri'’'cs, .md tin* Twilight 
nt t tie root lit v\.!s ( \pcrn nimu a pc\ iiliar sensation, not 
'iiipha-'.ii.i dol'L in lie rr w Ilk' h'iiic v\ithin a jcwcllrd 

aiul soM.f .M It .((tiled I'ov I'hc wr)rld imgliT roar and 

link .iikI la / o'.i-ilc. stride T’T and \uli:ar, iliildish and 
s( :i' i! .ona!, e heap an i lu. •!’. all ja// an.i eoe kne\ aeCcnt, 
hut here ma a tr.KC ol it heard or tek or sec n This great 
box (ji'd-bo\ the Anient.ins would call it -hael been made 
ecnturie' bclore' the world bee HTie inelustrialised , il didn't 
behmg to the mode rn wisrld at all in lierc c\r ryonc npokc 
and sank' tlic King’s Knglish ; it smelt fainth of age and 
mcense , and nothing was unbcautdul. He sat with ^ 
sense c-cape 

A verger passed, glancing at liirii luriouslv, if un 
accu^^onu•d to a raised chin , halting just behind, hr ni.ide 
a little noi5c V nil his kcvs ^oameb snec/cd ; and, reaching 
for his liat, got up He had no intention of being taken 
round b\ that cliap, and shown everything he didn’t want 
to see, for half-a*crow'n. And with a “ No, thank you ; not 
to-da\," iic passed the verger, and went out to the car. 

“ You ought to have gone in,” he said to Rigg*; ” they 
used to crown the king^ of England there. To London 


now. 
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The opened enr tr.ivelled (.iM under .1 hripht sun, and 
not until he was in the new cut, lending to Chiswick, did 
Soames have the idea which caused him to say; “ Stop 
at that house, ‘ 'I'he Popl.irs,’ where you took us the other 
day.” 

It was not )'et lunch time, and in all probability I'leur 
would still be ‘ silting ’; so whv not pick her up and 
t.ike her straight away with him for the week-end ! She 
had clothes down at ' The bhiltcr’ It would save some 
hours of fresh air for her. The foreign woman, however, 
who opened the door, informed him th.it the ladv had not 
been to ‘ sit ’ to-day or yesterdav. 

Oh ! ” said boames. “ HowT that ! ” 

" Nobody did know, sir. She 'avc not sent any message 
Mr. Blade is very dccompoixd " 

So.imcs chewed his thoughts a moment. 

“ Is your mistress in f ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ Then ask her if she'll see me, please Mr. Soames 
Forsyte.” 

“ Will you in the meal room wait, sir ” 

Soames waited uneasily in that very little room. Fleur 
had said she could not come with him because of her 
‘ sittings ’; and she had not ' sat.’ Was she ill, then I 

He was roused from disquiet contemplation of the poplar 
trees outside by the words: 

“ Oh 1 It’s you. I’m not sorry you came.” 

The cordiality of this greeting increased his uneasiness, 
and, strerchlng out his hand, he said : 

" How are you, June f I called for Fleur. When did 
she come last ? ” 

“Tuesday morning. I saw her lare on Tuesday after¬ 
noon, too, in her car, outside——” Soames could see her 
eyes moving from side to side, and knew that she was about 
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to say scmctliinE unpk'^s.ini It camo “ She picked up 
Jon.” 

Feeling . 1 ' if In' li.id rcicivcii ,1 puiKti iti Ins wind, So.imis 
c.xclaimcJ : 

“ Wh.it 1 Vour lining brother* What w.is he doing 
here ? ” 

“ ‘ Sitting,’ ol uiur-c ’’ 

” ‘ Silting ’! Wli n business — ' ” and cheebng the 
words, " h.id In to ' 'll,' " he -i.ired it his eousin, who, 
Hushing ,1 deep pink, s.ud 

" I told Jitr 'lit w.is lu.n to see hint here I told Jon 
the e.ime " 

“ Tlien she’d done it befori- ’ ” 

” ^’es. lukt bhe’s so spoiled, vou sec.” 

“ .\li ' ” The rc.diis of the danger h.id disarmed him 
Antagonism .seemed to him, thus faced with a son of ruin, 
loo luxurious 

■■ Where IS she ! ” 

On Tuc.sday morning she said she was going down to 
Dorking.” 

■■ .And she picked him up ! ” repeated Soames. 

June nodded. " 'i'cs, after his ‘ sitting.’ His picture’s 
finished. If you think that 1 want them to—any more 
than you-” 

No one in their senses could want them to-” laid 

Soames, coldly. " But why did you make him ‘ sit,’ while 
she was coming here ’ ” 

June flushed a deeper pink. 

J ob don’t know how hard it is for real artists. 1 iaJ 
to think of H.irold If I hadn’t got Jon before he began 
his farming—” 

■' Farming! ” said Soames. ‘‘ For all we know they 

njjy-” but again he checked his words. ‘‘ I’ve been 

f.\pecting something of this sort ever since I beard he was 
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b ick Well! IM better on to Dorking. D’vou know 
w herr hi*! mothe r is ' ” 

“ In I’ariH ” 

Ah! Hut imr tins time would he have to beg that 
woman to let her son belong to his daughter! No! It 
would be to beg her to slop his beh'nginv il at all 
“ (iood'iw e ' ” he said 

“ boames.” said |une, suddenl\, “don’t let Fleur—itN 
she who-” 

“ ril Iwar nothing against lier,” said boames. 

June pressed her elcneiieei hand' lo her ilai I'reasl. 

" I like vou for that, ' slie 'aid , “ ind I'm surr\ 
11 -»' 

“ That’s all right,'’ muttered Soaines 
“Good-bye!” said June “ Shakf hands'” 
boames put his hand in one uhirli L’ave ir a convulsuc 
-qucc/c, then dropped it like a told pointo 

“ Down to Dorking,” he said t(t Riugs. "ii rcg.iining hi» 
ear. The memory of Fleur’s face that nt^ht at Nettlefold, 
So close 10 the \oung man'', so full ot v\hai he Jiad never 
seen on her fate before, haunted him the length of Hammer- 
smiili Bridge. Ah! \Miat a wilful creature ! Suppose— 
suppose she had flung Ijer tap over the windmill ! Suppose 
the worst ? Good God ! Wlut should—what could he do, 
then ? The calculating lenacity of her passion lor rhi' 
voung man—the way she had kept it from him, fn»m 
everyone, or tried to! Something deadly about it, and 
something that almost touched him, rousing the memorv 
of bis own pursuit of that boy’s mother--memory of a 
passion that would not, could nut let go: that had won 
its ends, and deMro)ed in winning He had often thought 
she had no continuity, that, like all these ‘ fi/.z-gig ’ young 
moderns, she was just fluttering without basic purpose or 
direction. And it was the irony of this moment that he 
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peri.fUfd how khi- ulitii ^fic kiicu \\hji ^h'’ ujiucd -hud 
Us much ionucii\ ol will .p hnnsolt and hp i.TnrratJon 
It didn't do. It ‘■ecnifd, to jtid^e b\ uppcurunccv' 
Ik-ncalh the surfacr p.issiom remained uhat thev had 
been, and in the draught) cornd'.rs and sp.ues there was 
tlic old hot stilltuss ulicn riicv vsukj- .ind breath'd 
That idl"". i ikp.L’ ti.r kmL’'ioi} mad ' >oun they 
uould !h I'l-inj Hill How all this part had 

JiallL’i-d sUn ' []u >ia’> 'a v. n? douii ujth UuviniUW to 
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I '-ru 

ve.iT' M'li mure - but what a 

. iiailg'- ' 

/ha 


‘ \!inctle would sa\ -“p/w' 

c'cj/ L mew 1' 
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\.<<\( and hate no md to that. 

iiuwav ' 
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beat ol 

lilt went on brncalh the wheeK 

.(lid whirr 


r.itfK in 

d the ja//\ ii'iisK ol the band 


1 ale <■'11 It' drum, or jii t ih'* hunnn heart ’ (tod knew ' 
(if»d ' i.<in\(n!tnt vsorvi Wfiit di.l one n\ean by it ' 
He didn't l'ii"U, ai;d m \cr W'luJd ' In the cathedral that 
moii.ing Ik had thought and ihtn that verger! There 
v\ere the [H-plars, and the staldc- ihuk-towcr. just visible, 
ul the hoU't h'* had l)Uilt and ni \er inhabited 11 he could 
have lorcseen a .'triarn of tar- liki tins passing da\ after 
da\, not a quarter of a inih oti. lie would not have built n, 
.,nd all that ifagcd) might never- And \n did 11 

matter \shat you did ’ • some wav, s<»mc how lite took you 
up and put vou where it would He leaned forward and 
r<iuched Ins chauffeur’s back. 

“ \\ Inch way are )au going r ” 

■* 'I'hruugh E?hcr, sir, and off to the left.*’ 

*• Well,” ^ald Soames, *’ it'^ all the same to me.” 

It was past lunch time, but he wasn’t hungry. He 
wouldn’t be hungry nil he knew the worst. But that chap 
would be, he s.upp<»5<d 

“ Better stop somewiirre,” he aaid, and have a snack, 
and a cigarette ” 
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“ Yc 9, nr.” 

He wam'i long in stopping Soames sat on In the car, 
gating idly at the sign--'Red Lion.' Red Lions, .AngeK 
and White Horses—nothing killed them off. One of these 
days they’d try and bring in I’rohibition, he shouldn’t 
wonder; but that cock wouldn’t fight in England—too 
extravagant ! Treating people like children wasn’t the 
way to make them grow up ; .w if they weren't ehikiish 
enough as it was Look at this coal striki, that went on 
and oti--pcriectly childish, hurting even bod) and dome 
good to none! Weak-minded! To refiect on the weak- 
mindedness of his fcllow-citi/ens was restful to .So.imes, 
faced with a future that might prove disa.stroiis. For. 
in view of her infatuation, what could t.iking that \oung 
man about in her ear mean--e.\ccpt disaster ' What a 
time Riggs was I He got out, and walked up and down 
Not that there was an) thing he could do—he supposed - 
when he did get there. No matter how much vou loved 
a person, how anxious you were .ibout her, vou had no 
power—perhaps less power in proportion to your love 
But he must speak his mind at last, if he had the chance 
Couldn't let her go over the edge without putting out .1 
hand ! The sun struck on his face, and he lifted it a little 
blindly, as if grateful for the warmth. .-Ml humbug about 
the world coming to an end, of course, but he’d be glatl 
enough for it to come before he was brought down in sorrow 
to the grave. He saw with hideous clearness how complete 
disaster must be. If Fleur ran off, thcre’d be nothing left 
to him that he really cared about, for the Monts would take 
K.it. He’d be stranded among his pictures and his cows, 
without heart for either, till he died. ‘ I won’t have it,’ be¬ 
thought. ‘ If it hasn’t happened, J won’t have it.’ 
Yes ! But how prevent it ? And with the futility of 
his own resolution staring him in the face, he went bark 



SWAN .SONG 


1047 


to the car. Tlicrc the fcllnu, ,a hst, smoking hii 
cigarette. 

“ Let’s itart ! ” he said. “ Push along ! *’ 

He arrived at tlircc o'clock to hear that Fleur had gone 
out with the Car at ten It was an immense relic! to learn 
that at least she had liccn there overnight. And at once 
he began to make trunk calls. They renewed his anxiety. 
She was not at home , nor at June's Where, then, if not 
with that young man ? Bui at Ica-t she had taken no 
things with her—this he ascertained, and it gave him 
'.ip ngih to drink soric tea, and wail. Me had gone out 
into the road tor the lourth time to peer up and down when 
at last he saw her coming pjwards him 

The expression on her tacc—hungrv .ind hard and 
icscnsh- had the mo<t peculiar crtcct on Soames; his 
heart ached, .ind leaped with relief at the same time. That 
was not the face of victorious passion ! It wai tragically 
unhappy, and, wrenched. K\ery feature seemed to have 
sharpened Kincc he saw her last And, instinctively, he 
remained ^ilcnr, poking his face forward for a kits. She 
gave It—hard and parched. 

“ So you're back,” she said. 

'‘Yes; and when you’ve had vuur tea, I want yon to 
come straight on with me to ‘ The Shelter * • -Riggtil put 
your car away.” 

She shrugged her shoulders and pagi»ed him into the 
house. It seemed to him that she did not care what he 
saw in her, or what he thought of her. And this was so 
strange in Fleur that he was confounded. Had she tried 
and failed ? Could it mean anything to good ? He 
searched hit memory to recall how she had looked when 
he brought her back the news of failure lix years ago. 
Yet 1 Only then the was to young, her face to round'— 
not like this hardened, tharpened, bomt-op fact, that 
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irij^liicned liinQ (in lirr .iw.u lo Ku ' Gci her dwa\. 
«tnd quicklv ’ And wiih tlut sj\ing in’-tincf oJ hi.s where 
Hciir I'liK w.is LoHcerncd, he summuned Ki^gs, told him 
to close tilt c.u jnd bnni; it round 

She h.id ^'one up t<i her ri»>>ni He sent up a messa'^e 
prc'-entU that the car vsa^ reade Soon she came down 
She had co.iicd her faee ui th [ ■■oAijer and pur salve an licr 
lips; and again So.inies vas shoi.ked b\ tliat white m.isk 
uiih compressed red liru o) mouth, and liie li\e and tor- 
lured eyes And again he ^aiJ nothing, and g<it our .i map 
‘ That fellow will g(< wrong unless 1 sit lx side him It's 
cross country’: and he mounted the front of the car 
He knew she couKln'i talk, and that he couldn’t bear to 
''(•(• her face. So ilie\ st.irii'd An immen'^e time tluv 
ira\cllcd thus, it seciiicd to him Oikc nr twice onU lu 
looked round to see her sitting like something dead, so 
white and motlonles^ \nd. witlun liini, ihc two teeling- 
•rehei and pits, c nutinut d to >tniggle Sun Is it was the 
end—she had played her hand and !o-t ! Hose, where, 
wlien he felt would alw.iss lx unkm-wn to him , but she 
had lost ! Poor little thing ! Not her tuulf that she had 
loved this boy, that she couldn't get him out of her head 
no more her fault than u had been hn own for loving that 
hoy’s mother! ()nl\ c\tr\one's misfortune ! It was as it 

that passion, horn of an ill-starrcd meeting m a Bcfurne- 
mouth drawing-room lonv-si.x years before, and trans¬ 
mitted with his blood into her being, were singing us swan¬ 
song of death, through the silent crimsoned hp,s of that 
w'hitc-faccd girl belund him in the cushioned car. ‘ Praise 
thou the Lord, 0 m) soul! Praise the Lord 1 ’ Urn I 
How could one ! Thee were crossing the ruer at Staines— 
from now on that fellow knew his road. \\’hcn they got 
home, how should he bring some life into her face again f 
Thank goodness her mother was away I Surely K.it would 
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he >ome usr ' And her (tLl perhaps And vet. tired 
though he atror In- tfirre ]om^' dav*^, Snamrs dreaded 
the inonunt when th^* n AiouUl 't^p '[<■* drive on and 
^>n, perhap''. ua' th' thing fur her IVrhap'., tor .dl tlu 
\orld, now [«' get lu i\ from ‘■ornething that ouihin't 
!><• got viw.iv from m.i iim the war driving on' When 
\oU wouldn't )mV( uliat vou WalUid. llld \tt voiilJnh ht 
go, ,iiddr'wc."n iiid "H. t'> dull till u iiiiig R«-'ignaiKiii 

Ilk*, p iini mg e I a I" t art . -r 'o it '(( med to ><Mnie», 

i- th>\ )'a'<'-'>i lli< ’riv(\ ir ) v!ar- fu e'putiti (o la 
’airii d oin* d i\ 

Clo^^ horn- n";s. alii wh.i wo h'" g<iing to s.tv t(* In r 
wlicn thev got out W .ri> wre 'o tuMlr lie put fits 
ir.id "ut o* the window nil to.ik 'onu deep hreiih' It 
nnihd hc'er down ii r>- h\ the '•i\tr than 'l^ewhero, he 
dwavs tliought niorr ^ap ill tin tree'i. niorc ^.uou^ in tin 

-ra-- \o! th' (H]u d 'i! th*- or on ‘ (ireai [h>rsv le,' bi.i 

111 or* *.)1 tlu 1. a'-th, inon t *•^\ I ia g ddes and tlu popl.^r^, 
tl.f -gent ot a W'.od fire, tlu* la i ti‘ght ot the iltnt" h* r< 
th'W Wire ' \lld witli .■ l"Iig sigli, lie g‘jt *-u! 

“Vou'v* I'-'eti doing to tnu.li,” h- -ihl. opening tlu 
do*>r *'Would \'<a hkt to gc, traight up to lud. when 
vou'vc ''vvii Kit • rn M nd up vour dinner'* 

*■ I'hank-, Dad o,up i- .iH [ vji.dl w.jnt I’ve got 

a chill, 1 tfiii'k ” 

hoame*' lf>ok*'d at her dv*{l\ tor a moment, and sh^Mik 
his head ; then, Oiutlnng her wiatetird ciieek vvitli a hngrr, 
he turned aw as 

He went round ;*> the '!ahl<' and re]ea-,ed her old dog. 
It might Want a run hftorc Ixnng let into the hoU'- ; and he 
took It down low’ard'' the river A thin davlight lingered 
»houeh the sun had set s<»mc time, and while the dog 
freshened himself among the hu'-hes, Soames si-kkI looking 
at the water I he "waiiK p.."*d r'vcr to their i<lct while 
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lie jfazcd The youn^ ones were j^'rowiny up -wcrc almost 
white K.iiher >:}»osily in the du'^h, flu- Hotill.i p.i'^^ed 
graceful rliinp*; .mJ silent He h.id utten thouelit «if L:‘'ini' 
in for .1 piMiOik or luo, t)i(‘\ put .1 hni'h on .* ijarden, hui 
(hev v\{Te noo) , he had nt v t r forL:<>lun .01 t ,irl\ morniiiL' 
m Montpellier i'qu.ire, h< .inni: th( ir ^ r\. an >ii Ki't pa-'ion, 
from H\de Park. No! Tfie '^wan uas bit’er, just .i- 
j^^rjtcful, and didn't •'int' That Joy u riuninp^ hiv dvvan 
arbutus. 

“Come aloriy to vour mistress''' he '-aid. and lurneJ 
hack trns.irdv the liphlid h"U'i lit \Mni up into tip 
picture trailer) On the inire 111 wiTi I ml a number o' 
letters and thing's 10 be aitindixl to j-or liali an hour )m 
lab(.ture'd at tlicm He iiad nev»r lorn up thmL''' uH'i 
j^reatcr satisfaenon Tlten flit l^ohl' ■'Oiindtd, . nJ heutni 
dowu lo be lonei), as lie -upposed. 
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Bi 1 Fleur came duun ai,Min \nvl ilicrc bc;:un for Soames 
the confu.scd f\rnin^ he h.id ever spent. For in his 
iic.irt were great gIadIU^^ and grc.Ji pu\, ami he must not 
-licvv a sign nf cither He wi'hed now that he had stopped 
i<‘ louk at Ihur^ p'lnnit. it \s<iuld ha\e given him 
■omethiny in t.ilk ol He tell huk feebly on licr Dorking 

!ii>u^e 

‘It '>! ell!' a U'cful plaefhe said , “ the girK-” 

“I ab\i’,^ I'd th'‘y hate me And why not? They 
have notiiing. tnd I have c\cr\ttung" 

Her laugh (.iii ^(^a^lc^ to llu quick. 

>he was nnl. pn t'-nding to cat, tint Hut he was afraid 
to a-yk if slie had taken her temperature. She would only 
l.iiigli igain H( b'gan, insu ad^ an necount of how he 
h id h.iund a held b\ tlic sea wlurc tlic I’orsytcs came from, 
and hnu he had \ isiicil Winchester Cathedral, and, while he 
went on and on, he thmight ; ‘ She hasn’t heard a word.’ 

The idc.i that Hie would go up to l>ed consumed by this 
«^niouldcrmg hre at whuh he could not get, distris>cd and 
alarmed him greatly She looked as it—as if she might 
do something to herself! She had no veronal, or anything 
ot tliai sort, lie hoped And all the time he was wondering 
what had happened. If the issue were still doubtful-if 
she were still waiting, she might be rc*>ilcss, feverish, but 
surclv she would not look like this! No! It was defeat. 
Hut how ? And wa.s it final, and he freed for ever from 
the carking anxiety of ihc!>c l.«st months ? His eyes kept 
questioning her face, where lier fevered mood had crept 
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ihrongh tlic ol [v.nJi r, mi ih.u ^i||■ ImikfH thr.itru.il 

.md unlike hrrsell Its e.xprcssinn, hard and hopeless, wcni 
to his licart It onU she unulJ i ry, and blurt event hiiie 
out ! But he reciipniscd that m toming down .it .ill, inJ 
t. icing him, she was prictK.illc ,.i\ing, “ \ h.n 

h.ippened ' ” \nd he eninpn --.d his lips \ dumb thing, 

■ iffection—one couldn’t put it min words ' The mori 
deeply he felt the more .liimh lu h.id .ilw.i\s been Those 
ghb people who pound tin iiisiKc.. out .ind got rid of tie 
feelings they had in their che.sts, he didn’t know how thn 
could do 11 ! 

Dinner dr.igged tons end,with litile burst- oi t.dk from 
llcur, and more of th.it l.mghter which hurt liiiu, and 
.ifterw.irds they went to the dr.iwing-romn 

It s hot to-night,” shi said, .and opem d the !■'tench 
window. The moon w.i- |usi ri mg, low ,ind f.ir b'diind 
the river bushes ; .ind a w.ift of light was alre.iJv flo.ating 
down the w.itcr 

\cs, it s u.iriii, s.aid Sn.inies, “ but you oughtn’t to 
be in the .iir if you’ve got a chill ” 

And, t.iking her arm, he led her wiilim He had .a drc.io 
ot her w.inderinp outside to-night, so near the water 
biie went over to the pi.ino 
” Do you mind if I strum, Dad ’ ” 

“ Not at all Your mother’s gcu some French songs 
I here.” He didn’t mind what .she did, if onl\ she could 
get that look oil her face But music was emotional stuff, 
and French songs alwa\s about lore ' It was to be hoped 
she wouldn’t ligh' on the one .Annette was for ever singing 

‘ Auprfi di mi blonde, ilfail hon~fait bon—fail bon, 
Auffh de ma htnnde, 1 / fait bon dormtr ’ 

That young m.an’s hair! In the old days, beside his 
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n\'tth!.*r! Wh.it h.iir 'W h.iJ ' W h.it I'riL'ln h.iit .iihl 
h.if d.jrk eyes' \ni.i tor a m"nu-iit it .is it, not Klrur, 
but Irene, ^ai there .it the pi.iiin \!u'-k ' M\stcrh)U' 
hoa It eouki itK.iii iM .invonc ulut n had meant to her 
Vt' ' More th.in nun .ml nn’r' ttuin ni'-ncs mu^u ' 
.A tl'iiit: that h.id m\'r him. tint he didn’t under 

'i.ind ' Whit .1 iiii'i-hifKi ’ ’lliin 'hi* u.is, ibo\e the 
; I .'i'), a', he u-ed to h r in tiu little dr.avmt: room in 
^I< iri!p< llu r ^quare . i ii' r^.. a^ he li.ul set n lu r ia^t in that 
\\ .i'fiint:tnn fioiel I li-Te sle \\--iild -’I untd slu- died, 
li! JM' sh,,i,’in't U()rKi(r. t\cn thin 

Mno/' 

Hr t.inn tir i niselt 

I Ir Illthm. -I o. it rv.li,, ti. 1 - \r.\ M- e.iTs. wlierc he H,(t 
.!i ilie lumt <r! hi' 1 . 1 .’ir rainliil' ‘^li< w is makilij^’ i 
br.ive l'n;hi H- vv.mtt d li' r to hr. .ik dou n, .ind he didn't 
v .nt htr to I or il -l.r hrokr down he didn't know wh.il 
no Would do ' 

bhe stopped in the midtile oi a sone and vloscd the pian-j 
^hL looked .dmo't old ---'o she would Ifvcek, pefhaps whtn 
-he was lortv 1 h< n she .anu .itid sat down on the otlur 
'ide of the l.t irth bin. w r in red, .md he wished sht 
w.'-n't !!' -"lour intrr. -d hi* {(.elniL,’ that ^hc wraa on 
tirt Ixiu.itl' that m.i k of powjcr on her lave and neck 
bhr‘ sat llu re vtrv still, pretending l<» read And he who 
had Jh( 'Jinu' in his hand, trivd nut to notice her Wa 
there nothing he Could Jo to divert her attention What 
.ihoLit hi5 pictures ■ Which—he asked—was her favourite ? 
The Constable, the btevens, the Corot, or tl»c Daumier f 

’■ I’m leaving the lot to the Nation,” he laid, " But 1 
shall want you to take your pick of four or so; and, of 
course, that eop\ of (jo\a's ‘ \'cndimia ’ belonjjs to \ou." 
Then, rcmembcrini! she had w»»rn the * Wndimia ’ dress at 
the dance in the Ncttlcfold hotel, he hurried on : 



1054 A MODKRN COMEDY 

" With all this modern taste the Nation mayn't want 
them ; in that case I don’t know. Duractrius mij^ht take 
them off your hands , he’s had a good deal out of most of 
them already If you chose the right moment, clear of 
strikes and things, they ought to fetch money in a good 
sale. They stand me in at well over seventy thousand 
pounds—they ought to make a hundred thousand at least.” 

She seemed to be listening, but he couldn’t tell. 

In my belief,” he went on, do'perately, ” there’ll be 
none of this modern painting in ten vc.irs’ time —they e.iii'i 
go on for ever juggling in the .or They'll be sitk ol 
experiments by then, unless we li.i\e .inmlier w.ir ” 

“ It wasn’t the w.ir ” 

" How d’you mean—not the war ? 1 he w.ir brought in 

ugliness, and put cteryone into a hurry You don't 
remember before the war ” 

She shrugged her shoulders 

■' I won’t say,” continued bo.iinew, “ tli.il it h.idn't begun 
before. 1 remember the first shows in London ot tho'c 
po'.t-impressionists and early Cubist chaps But they ran 
not with the war, catching at things they wouldn’t get.” 

He stopped. It wa.s e.xaetlv what she-! 

'• I think I’ll go to bed, D.id.” 

” .4h ! ” said Soames. “ And take some aspirin Don’t 
you play about with a chill.” 

A chill! If only it were 1 He himself went again to the 
open window, and stood watching the moonlight. From 
the staff’s quarters came the strain of a gramophone. How 
they loved to turn on that caterwauling, or the loud speaker! 
He didn’t know which he disliked most. 

Moving to the edge of the verandah, he held out his 
palm. No dew ! Dry as ever—remarkable weather! A 
dog began howling from over the river. Some people 
would take that for a banshee, he shouldn’t wonder ! The 
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more he saw of pfopk tin- more weak-minded they seemed , 
for ever lixikm;; lor liic senr.itujn.il, or coverinc up thnr 
eycx and car' Die varJen was tookiny preity in tlie 
moonliphi—pretn iiui unreal '1 ii.it border ol -iinflowers 
and Miehaelmas ,|ai-n ■ ind liii late rosea in the little 
round beds, and tia low wall ol very old brisk—he’d had 
a lot of trouble to i,wt that hriek '~-eten the pT.ws—the 
moonliplit pave thim all a stape-iike qualitt Unlv the 
poplars quit red tin Jreain-like values, J.irk and sharpie 
outlined by the moon beliinJ ihtm Soames moved out 
on to the lawn riielat- ol the house, white and ereepered, 
with a liylil in her bedroom, loiaktj unreal, too, and as il 
puevdered 'riiirie ieeo years he'd been here Gne had 
pot attached tej the pi ice, espeei.illv since he’d bought the 
hind oecr the netr, 'ti that no one could ever build and 
oecrlook him lo be oecrlookcJ, btxly or soul—on the 
eel,ole he'd .ivoidcd that in life—at least, he hoped so. 

11c lini'lifd Ills eipar out there and ilircw ilic butt away 
He would liave liked lo see her liyht po out In-fore he went 
to bed—to Iccl that she evas sleeping as when, a little thing, 
she went to bed evitb toothache But he was very tired 
.Motoring was hard on the bver. Well! He’d go in and 
shut up After ill, he couldn’t do any good bv staying 
down, couldn’t do any good in any evay. 'I’lic old couldn’t 
help the vouiig—nobody could help anyone, if it came lo 
that, at least where the heart was concerned. Queer 
arrangement—the heart 1 And to think ti,it everybody 
had one. There ought to be some comfort m that, and 
vet there wasn’t. No comfort to him, when he’d suffered, 
night in, day out, oier that boy’s mother, that she bad 
suffered, too! No satisfaction to Fleur now, that the 
young man and hi.s wife, too, very likely, were suffering as 
well! And, closing the window, Soames went up. Hr 
listened at her door, but could hear nothing; and. having 
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undressed* took up Wi-ari^ ' Llvc^ o{ die PamrcT',’ and, 
propped .ip.iinst hi*? pillows, he^’an to read I'uo pai^os 
that bof)k dwavs sent l im to sleep, and cenerallv tlie Mm* 
two, U)r he knex; them 'O well di.it lie never rerntinhered 
where he had left otT 

He was awakened pr<-''-iul\ In he M-ulJiri t<‘]I vvli u, 
.tiid Ia\ hsteninj' ll s<(.nud that tin re was moveiiieiu in 
the house But it h« i:<<t up !<• sk lu would urtaiiih 
Ixgin to worry .i^njin. md he didn't w ini to Hesuhs, w 
Mi-ine to whether Ideiir was adeep h'- inti^lit wake licr up 
1 Liming over, he do/ed i<:i. hut ai^Min h> \'okc, md lo 
vlnivvsdv thinkinv: ’ f'm not 'leepimj eell—I unit 

tsereise.* Moonl’cht was (.oininp ihrotieh the airrain- 
not quiti drawn And. suddfiih, his no-trii- rwitdied 
Surely .i smell ot hurnine ' Hi ^ it up. 'inthnu It 
H.id there been a ''hort eiriait, >>: ua- di- thatih oi tlu 
piLteon-houss on fire • (Settin;; out ot h-d. !e put on hi 
dressini'-itow n and slippers, .ind wmii i" itu window 

A reddish, hlful ]ii,’ht w !> lomin*: iroin a window above 
(ireat Hod ' His picture u'-'ller) ’ He ran lo the toot ot 
(he Stairs that led up to it A stealthv ound, a M'eni ot 
burning: much more cmpKauc, stavri^erid him He hurried 
up the stairs and pulled open the door Heavt-iis' Tfu 
far end of the gallerv, at die extreme left corner ot tlu 
house, was on lire Little red flames \\erc lickintr round 
the woodwork , the curtains of the tar window were alrcadv 
a blackened mass, and the waste paper basket, between 
them and his writing bureau, was a charred wreck ' Dn 
the parquet floor he saw some cigarette ash Someone hvxd 
been up here smoking! The flames crackled as he stood 
there aghast He rushed downsiair>, and threw open the 
door of Fleur’s room. She was King on her bed asleep, 
but fully dressed! Fully dressed! Was it ' Had 
— ? ^hc opened her eyes, staring up at him 
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“ Get up ’ " he snid, “ there's .i tire in the picture qallerv. 
Get Kit and the ber\ani' out at once--at once ' Send for 
RigL^'S! Telephone to Re.ulinjj for the cnirincs--quick ! 
Get evervone out of the house 'OnK w mini; to see her 
on her feet, he ran b.Kh to the loot of tin. K.»]ler\ siair^ 
and -'M/ed a fire e\tmi;uis!ic r tie carried it up, j heaw, 
^reai thin^» He kneu \ai;u'l\ that \ou dashe^i the kiioh 
on ihc t]ot>r and ^prj)ed ttie tiame'' Through the open 
doornav in <.ould cc that tiu\ had '-pread ((»nsiJerabK 
Ciood (jod ' I in \ vsere livkir.^’ at ill-- Fred Walker, and 
liie two I)a\hl C<'\es 1 he\ had (au>:hl the beam, too, 
tliai ran n-und the ca!l(r\. dnidmi; tlie u) per from the 
low'r tier ot puluriv. \es. and the upper beam was on 
fire, al* I The C on-tJoU ' f or a moment he hesitated 
>liould ii' ru'^li o (i'U, in -1 ^ I\e n, an\wa\ ’ *llie 
extincai-iier niiithtirt w..rk ' He dropped ii, and, ruiumii' 
the hni;lhol the c lhr\,^'.l/ed the C'onM.ibli just ai lit 
rianu" rc-uiied tin wood\w»rk abt)ve it Hn hot bn oh 
ot tliein ^eo^chcd In-’ Kk*- ab he wrenched the picture tnmi 
the wall, and. runnini; ba^ k, open the window opposite 
the deHir, atid plaeed il on tin sill Then. sei/Mi^' tiie 
cxtin^Ulsiu r aijair, he tl.ished it, MohiuK, ayain^t the 
floor A stream ol ^tufl eamt f)dt, and, pukinij the thinu 
up. he dtneted that --tream ij.'ain'-t the flames The nKun 
was tull ot ^nu'kc now, and he tell rather gidd\ Tlic btufi 
was ir(K>d, and he s.jw with relief that the flames didn't 
like It He was making a distinct impression on them 
But tin Walker wa-- ruined- ali ! and the Coves ! He had 
beaten the fire barL to the window-wall, when the stream 
cca.sed. and he '.^w liiai the beams had broken into flame 
bevond where he had started sprajmg Tlie writing 
bureau, too, was on tire now -its papers Had caught! 
Should he run down and-get another of tficsc thing*, all 
the wa\ to the hall! Where was that fellow Rigg* t The 
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‘ Alfred Strvrns ’! Us Ik iM-n ' f It-not 10 1 
Ills ‘ St< I)*'' nor Ills ' nor lii-. ” Corots *! 

And A Min o| demon enier« J into So.uik' Jli*' ti-! 
im irouhlf, Ills ii)one\, .iiui Iji' pride- .ill lonsunied : I 
the J,ord. m ' .\nd llirou^h thi smoke he dash<’d .i^.i 
up to till l.iT w.dl, 1 l.in.i IkIcoJ at Ills hk'tvi .is he to 
iv\,i\ llu'' ns* \ Ik nHild 'iiiell tin sinivd stuff s\ in 
he propf'ul the pKtur< in the uindov. he-ide tin Const.ihh 
A Ink of ihiiiK iTos-td ilu Jhuilueiu. .iioi driven i. ma 
Its Lii.tsi uitli .1 < hull r -t Iktc u.is i)ie pm un <. 'post tl .uui 
fire irecpinp and flaring' o\<r it ' He nisjjtd l>aek and 
i^’rispi'il at a ‘(i.iuu’uni —.i >outii hi.i L:ir] uiih inahnip 
un ^lit' wouldn't lonu aw 1;. from tin wall, he lau^ii' 
hold of the Wirt, but dfoppiii 11 • retl hoi . -ei/irier th* 
(ranif he L’.ive a gre'ai wt^ikIi 11 laiiie, .md n\ir 

he went, Imekwardf Uiit In‘d i;o{ ii, his t.i\ouriw 
(J <U_i.,Miui I He st-uked that ap,niis{ ihe oihtrs, .jiid r.iii 
b.ii k te* the C-Tol nearest tlje tlinK' The 'iKerp eo<,i 
pu turc W.1S hot le* his ton- h, Imi he j^'oi ihal, too ’ Nos* 
for Uh* Motut ! The en^niks wouKl be minute' a' 

least ll ilul le‘ilo\v Knee's didn't ooiik snou ' ilu.* 
must spread a blanket down there, and he would ihreiw the 
jntiurcsout. And tlun In uttered .i i^ro.m The flame 
lud got the other Corot! The piHir ihiu^'I Wreiichm 
off the Memet, he r.m to iJk he ul (»J the 'lairs Tw 
frightened nmids in to.it.s over their n.<'li(K'owns, and ihei 
necks fihowing, were lialt-wa\ up 

“ Here ! ” he crud “ Take this pieture, and keep )i»u 
hc.^d^, Mis.s Tlcur and the be*\ out i ” 

“ Yes, Mr.” 

“ Have you telephoned f ” 

* Vefi, Mr.” 

“ (ict me an cxtingiusher ; and all of sou hold .t hlankc 
spread beaeath the v^mdow down tliere, to e luli the 
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turos 1, 1 ihrnu ihfui 'in In I'H.IisI, iliori''- 

. r ' \\ hi n UiL'i. - ’ 

Ht went 1 'kL intn iln lmII t' dI, |. ' 'llurc wml 
^ prc'ciniii' !ju!f -VnJ uuh in Ini' iu’tn 

i.inics T.in itMin .it tin vv.ill. itui '.it.iti.hi'J .it hii> hiIkt 
. uiiriiin 1 ‘ I'Mr hr li.ul hc.iiin Di.iininux it w.i-- nvfr 
h.il ii.lriiirul .li.iir ,\- it iT.ililiil t.i liim, itii 

pu turo r.inu .iv\,i\ tn.i'K in !ii. iinriln.! itui tronit'liinr 
h.in,)'. !li- -tHMii 1' lint 'I'l'iii .' niMiiH III . hnUnl 

.ii.it Kn.iihl ^11 I"'.-’ ■I' ill '"'tilt "I"' "r I"'’’'' 

till itr.iuplit hrUMin li.. iiprnril it.i'.r .ini v.inJfiM. hr 
Inu^^ I'll "11 i.'itlini,' tiiiin "ft tii'’ w i!i 

it \'."uKin’i l.iki I ‘in 1" llirnu tin in "iil I In' Uonniiii; 
l-.n .iiid the Tiirnir ih.u tiilnu I urntT ni'uldn*t li.nr liocn 
Ml li.iiil "t '-iiti.i t^ It I cM kn.nMi vsli.it hn vi.n !iki. l'.ii.h 
tini' nun th.ii Ilf "lilt 111 ihi. « ill lii< limt,"’ I-It .n il ihrt 
.."i.lim't 'l.ir.l inntlnr juunun Hiit tin.' iiiuil ! 

■■ D.id ' ■' 

1 h ur " itli jn i \tm .'iii^ln r! 

“ (i.i viii"n ' 1 , 1 . . .11 ' " lu ITif.i ‘‘ ] > \ i.u I'l .ir' 

nut "i the liini'C ' ti' I Ill.It hi in'kct s( r,.iii, .inJ 'ii.ikc ilitm 

hcUl 11 tit’hi ’■ 

" Dull ' l.ii iiH ! 1 mu I ' ” 

‘•(in dnuii'’' crifj .''■unic-i a^jin. mJ punlnd her in 
he stairs He «’.itch d her m the l.ntinm. thm dashed 
he knob "1 the t xtimr'ii’hi r nil the ftnnr .itid .ig.itii i,(ir.iyed 
nc tire Hi put "iil the h.ire m. .md .ill n ked the tl.imri 
,n the t.ir ".dl He (nuhi liar.lli In,Id tin h< m tiling, 
„J "inn 11 ‘Inn -1 iinpi'.. In muld h.ueli set Hut 
iirain tu h.id i imtd nn tin lire II i.nly he . nuld hold on ! 

.And then he uw th.it hi- H.irpit'nif ».i' unt.e—fmh a 
le.iuii ' I'll It " iiitnn I'"' uast him trtnKth. And 
ushing up t‘j tl.e wall- the lung "all nrns—hr detached 
ikture after pitturt But the flame were creeping back 
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.igain, persistent as lieU ii'-elt He couldn’t reach the 
Sisley and the Pr.I'M), high in the enrncr there, couldn’t 
face the flames su close, tor if he slipped against the icall 
he would be done Thev must go! But he’d have the 
Daumier! His facourite -perhaps his very facouritc 
Safe! Gasping, and acidic drinking the fresher air, he 
could sec from the windocc that thee had the blar^'tct doun 
there now stretched betueen tour maids, holding each a 
corner. 

“ Hold tiglii ' ” he cned , .nid tipped the D.iuinicr out 
He w'atched it falling. Uh.it .1 tiling to do to a picture ! 
The blanket di]iped vcith the cceight, hut held 

“Hold It tighter'” lie shouted “Look out!" .^nd 
over went *the (J.iuguin boutli Sea girl I’uture alter 
picture he tipped from the sill ; and picture after picture, 
the) took them from the blanket, and laid them on the 
grass. When he had tipped them .ill, he lurned to t.ike 
the situation in. The flames had caught the floor nim, in 
the corner, and ccere spre.iding f.tst .dong the beams. 

The engines would be in tinu to s.ivc the right hand 
cvall. The left hand wall ccas hopeless, but mo.st of the 
pictures there he’d saved. It cc.as the long w.ill where 
the flames were beginning to get hold, he must go for 
that now. He ran as near to the corner as he dared, and 
seized the Morland. It was hot to his touch, but he got 
It—six hundred pounds’ evorth of white pone. He had 
promised it a good home 1 He upped it froui the window 
and saw it pilch headlong into the blanket. 

“ My word ! ” 

Behind him, in the dcxirway, that fellow Riggs at last, 
in shirt and trousers, with two extinguishers, and an open 
mouth 1 

“ Shut your mouth 1 ’’ he gasped, “ and sprav tli.it 
waU 1 ” 
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He watdicd the ^irc.ini .ind tin rcicnhiii; from it 

How he li.ucd thioc iiu\or.ihlc rtd I.■■."in.- \fi 1 lh.it 
was giving them pauw ' 

"Now the other' S.111 the Courbet' .'ilurp ' ” 

Again the .-trean spurted .ind the fl.imcs recoiled Soanus 
dashed for the Courbet The pl.iss had gone, but the 
picture was not harnud \ti , he wrenched it aw.i\. 

"Th.il's the I.i-t of the blo..mirT e.\tinguisher-., sir," he 
heard Kigfs imilier 

" Here, tlieil ' " In i.illed ' bull the piuiire- otl that 
w,h 1 ] ,ind tip them out ot the window one b\ one .Mind 
\ou hit the bl.inhet Stir ■.our stump- ' ” 

He, too, -tirred hi- -tumps, w.ilihii'g the .li-iouraKed 
fl.lines reg.iiiiim; their best ground The two oi them ran 
bri.ithlcs- to the w.ti], wrenilnd, r.iti b.ti k to the window, 
and hack again -and the fl.imes gained all the time 

■' riiat tup one," -aid So.imes , "I mu-t hate that! 
Get on that ih.iir (juick ' No, I'll do it Lilt me!— 
I can’t reaeh ' " 

Uplifted in the grip of lh.it Kllow, .'soames dctailied Ins 
James Mans, bought the very day the whole world broke 
into flames " Murder of the Archduke ! ” he could he.ir 
them at it now. A fine day , the sunlight coming in at 
the window of hi' e.ib, and he lighthcarlcd, with tha' 
bargain on Im knee \nd there it went, pitching down ' 
.•\h ! What a ■way to treat pictures ! 

•' Come on ' ” he g.i'ped. 

Better go down, sir! It’s gettm' too thick now.” 

'■ No I ” said Soames “ Come on ' ” 

I'hrce more pictures salved. 

11 you don’t go down, sir. I’ll ’ave to carry you-you 
been up 'ere too long.” 

" Nonsense 1 ” gasped boanics " Come on I ” 

’Ooray ! The engines ! ” 
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So^^mc' stjll . hc^idrv till pumpinL’ of hi' he.irt 

and liiiiL’' Ik touKl Ik.it .inotlKr "uniul «;i i/cd hl« 

arm 

“Oinii.' ah'Hg, sir, when they hcein lo pl.iv ilurc'll he 
a proper smother.” 

Sname' pointed tiirout^h the 'tnokc 
”1 mu'l have that om,” he t,M'ped ” Help Tn( It’s 
heavy” 

The ‘ \’( ndiniM ’ rop\ •-•‘„,d on .in e.iM-] .Soame- 
'•laj^t^KTcd lip to It Half i.irrviHL^ and h.dt dr.i^’i^inu’, Ik 
hore ih.it Sp mi di ifVtuv ''>f h'lcur tou.irds tht '.vindovv 
“ Now lift ' ” Tfu'V lifted till it balanced on th( mII 
‘‘Conn .inav there ! " called .i vorc from tin doon\a\ 
“Tip'" l: I'^ped ^oames, hut nrni' 'ei/'‘d him, he wa 
i.arrjcd to the door, down the srut', into the ..ir halt 
lonsiioiis He canie to himself in a i.hair oil the \ crandali 
He could set tlic helmets of hnnieT' md le ar a lu''ine 
sound His limits hurt him, liis e\cs cm irt< d ternblv, and 
his hands were soonhed, hut he h-U dniveed .ind drowse 
and triumphant in spue ot lu' .iihes and ^martini: 

The irra'C, the tree'., the cool river under iIk moon ’ 
What a nightmare it had been up then .ani*na his puturcs 
•his potar pictures! But he had saesd them' The 
cigarette ash! The waste paper basket! Fleur! No 
doubt about the cause ! What on earth had induied him 
to put Ills pktures into her iicad that evening ot all others, 
when slu didn’t know wh u she was doing ? What awful 
luck! Mustn't let her know -unless --unless she did 
know'? Tlie sh(Kk howciTr! Tlic shock might Jo her 
good ' His Degas ! TIr H upignics I He closed his eves 
to listen to the hisMng of the water. Go<»d ! A g<K)d 
noise ! TliecM s.i\c tin rt't ’ It might have Inrcn worse ! 
bomcilmig I old was ihru't against his drooped hand .V 
dog’s aoic. Thc\ vshuuldn't ha\c let him out. .And, 
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ii]\. It “-K m( d ' It! }k Ill : -t ‘^iT to thini^' 

>4.iin l’" tli' wT'-’il’ \\ IV i'> v\ .rk u.tS jII ih.ti 

w.jtfr' H( laL’.' ri.l I'- li 'it 11' V 'lilii 'cc hcrtri 
now Hcur: \1. ’ I'a rr n|, u I". ’• !w I.iTmI* 

—too M’ iT til' lioU'.i. ’ VnJ wk.it a I'* . on ihf' lav\n 

firiiiun ■ 01 .' n. 0 ! , tl '.1 !'I1"W ti - K.-v laul 

to t!i ri\.r [I'lO. "I ui'ir, aiuwiv' It) in.isin*' 

liurt 111 ' I'l' n.r.' 'll t 'll r' I o .1. ' ll 1 n, v\ it ' 

\\ h\ ' Ilieyw-P nr"!' .!! juirtit./ 

iIiTmul'Ii wi’Ki-a 1 ' ' I I’ : .1 o; ,i ' Tli. 

n,[a t )i'l .v,-,.! 0 ' 11 1.;..!! i .j to ih. 

1 O III III 

\,a I'lw '' ' \ •: '' ; ' ’1 w,il,\ Jl n-, nt 

\ .'ii 'p.ii !;, 1 ^ ^ f .» t! ■ ‘ cU'l' ' " I he 

h;, 1 . 1,1 J 'k. ■: .o! ! ; .r: i. ii i iiin ' vtw tin 

|, > f j. 1 1 1 1 r 1 I ! i! J ■ : , r ’ll,' ;I 1 Hm- \ (nJiihi t ' 

I !, ! li j o 1 ... ' [ i ' ‘ *;•' ! ! ih- tn.un t ' 

r, 1' w I I'lt.Pit lot., iw! ’ \'.J 1 !■ .ir ' (.oo.l (lo,l ' 

St tiKliiiL' riL'lii uni r. I'-'MI..’ ho inu t it, iii.| 

^h. V, n- ' h n ' hi'i tl,r . loh Soanu ih it ' 1 m 
v\ j!1I( 1 klki J 

• ]i*' Ilf i-ri'J '‘la-ik out* Look out!" 

An.i. t ’t h' h.ul ' 1 ri Im r i to thr.o^ h* ro !f iinJ ■■ 
;i var, Ik- .1 ro .1 *orwar»J, j i. h> J krr With Ins o.o tictcheJ 
ariii'. aiul !' 11 

'ihe I:-- '!! ‘ ^ *nii. ;u t'.' earth. 





CHAPTER XIV 

ni’SH 

OiD Gradmnn, off the Poultr\, e.amtr hi«; Jailv chop, rook 
up the etrU riliiK'ii rif till- e\tnirig r, br.Jiiglit tu Imn 
witli that uillatioii 

"I'lRl tN A Ptl.irR] GaI I I RY ” 

“Will KNOWN Connoiksli-r Slvi ri i-i Isjuri n " 
“A fire, till- (.jusc- 'll wlikh is unkruwn, hrnkr out I I'l 
night tn the picture g.illerc ot Mr Soanies For-v le'' Ihiunc ,ii 
Maplodurhaiii, h wa". eviinguiNtud b\ fire mt’iiK' from 
Reading, and mo -,1 ot tlie c.iluable pictures were saved. 
Mr. Furs\te, who was in residence, fought the fire before 
the firemen were on the spot, and, single-lianded, rescued 
many of the pictures, throwing them out of tlie window of 
the gallery into .1 blanket which was held stretched out 
on the l.iwn below Unfortimatel), after the engines had 
arrived, he was struck on the head by the frame of .a picture 
falling from the window of the g.illerc, which is .an the 
kfcond floor, .ind rendered unconscious Iiicicw of hts age 
and his cxertion.s during the fire, ver\ little hope is enter¬ 
tained of his recovery. Nobody else was injured, and no 
other part of the ni.ansion w.is reached be the flames." 

Laying down his fork, old Gradman took his napkin, and 
pas.sed it over a brow which had grown damp. Replacing 
it on the table, he pushed away hts chop, and twk up the 
paper again. You never knew what to believe, nowadass. 
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bat the paraer.iph js uncammonh ^ober , ami he dropped 
It with ,1 gesture ‘-in^ularK like tlie vn ringing e»t h.mds 
'Mr Soamc<^,’ he thought ‘Mr His tv^o 

vMves, hifc ihiiu’htcr, hi' irr.tnd'-'Ti, tlir hor'\tr f.imiK, 
himself! Hest'-od up. irrt'vj’mg rKr lahlr An .Kudemal 
thing likt flhii ' Mr iinec ’ V\ hv- l.f wa*’ a \uung 
man, cornpar.iti'.Lh ' Hut pcrh.ips the%\l got hoKl of the 
wrong stick ' Nkch.inn ilK h- went t-- th<- tclephonr 
He It'und tlx numb' 1 \'iil' ditliMilfv. hi esi-^ being 
nii''i\ 

k tli.tl Mr- hir'x' tiridniaii'p li me If it true, 
ma'am' \oi I do Uu-t \i.w ‘ Saving 

Mi''^ ricur’s h!' ^ don’t fjv ' \oii ft edn' down ? 

I thin!. I'd tcK; Ev'Tv’! me’*? in ordi r. hut In 

might want '(iiiu thirii.’, it lie enu-^ tu ibar. dear’ 

Ah ' I'm ■'ure Urcadtul sh.<. k *-Jr<*adful ' ” 

He hung ii| 'h r-iiivcr. aiul i^iute ^tlll Ulio 

would h>'«k ifii r thing'- ix-w ; 'I lx re wasn’t one of tlx 
lamih with .mv -vense of busiiu- . compared with Mr. 
SojDics, not oix- who renRml>cr<d tlu old daV', and could 
handle hou'c property tlx v used to, then. No, he 

couldn’t reli'li mv mt-rt <.liop— that was dat ’ Miss Fleur ’ 
Saving her liU • Ucll. what a thing She’d always been 
first with him What must she he fechn’! He rcmcm- 
IxTcd lur as a litiK girl , vt'.. and at her wedding Tm 
tliink of It >ho'd be a rich woman now Hr took his hat 
Must go home first .md get ^ome things might have m 
wait there da\s' Bat tor a lull tfircc minutes he still 
stood, as if stunned a thick-sri hgurc with a puggv face, 
in a round grev beard-'-ccmfirming his uneasy grief If 
the Bank of England had gone iir couldn’t have felt u more. 
That he couldn’t. 

When he reached 'The Shelter’ in a station fly, with 
a bag full of night things and papery i» was getting on for 
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MX (I'cloik Hi uas iiH't in tht lull In that youn? man, 
Mr MkIu.IM (lur, wImih Ik rcmcnilKTLki a^ making joke- 
scrioii'' things u u.i' to be hoped he wouldn’t d" 
11 now. ! 

“Ah’ Mr (jr.jdin.oi; ^o good of you to o>in( ' No' 
They h.irdK expo't him ti> rceoscr cunsciousiu; it was 
.1 terrible knoek But if he doe', he's ’'Urc to vv.mt to see 
vou, even it he (.ni’t sjK-.ik Wt\e got \our room re.Ki\ 
Will ) Dll h.i\ e '•ome tea ^ 

Yes, li( (tiuld Tvlidi a tup -'I 1' I Ik t.oul I !nd<<d' 
“ Miss I'h ur ' 

The \<iung mail 'liook his hi.id, hi-» eve.' lo«.jkcd 
distressed 

“ 1 le sa\ ed her hit ’’ 

(iradm.in nodd'd “So t}k\ s.i\ Tt. ti ' To think 
ih.U he—! Ills i.iiher lived to Ik niiietv, and Mi Ni mu- 
was always careful IV u, di ar ' *' 

He had drunk a nice lu't ui{' ol te.i when he 'aw n figure 
in the dourwav--Miss Idtur ixr.selt. Whv ! What a 
tacc ! She (..line lorward md took his hand Vnd, almost 
iiiH onsi iou.slv, old (iravlman lifted his other hand and 
impnstmed Ik rs between his iwc) 

“ M\ dear," lie said, “ I ted tor vou I remcml^cr you 
as .1 little pirl ” 

Slic only answered “ Yes, Mr (iradm in." and it seemed 
lo him funny. She took lum to Ills room, and left him 
there. He had never l>ecn in such a pleasant bedroom, 
with flowers aod .i nice sntcll, and a bathroom all t<' himself 

-really ^uite unnecessary. And to think tluit two doors 
ofl Mr. Soames was lying as good as gone ' 

“ Just breathing.” she had said, parsing the door 
“ The) d.iren’t operate My mother’s there.” 

W’h.u a face she had on her—so white, so huri-looking^ - 
poor young thing ! He stood at the open window, gazing 
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our It \\ I' irni- -' • r\ u .rr:' I .r ti.i ciiJ of picnil-rr 
\ [■'If .iir-- 1 'I”. !! •: Lr.i" It nui'i hv tlu* rntr 
iiov\niI»‘r' ' aiijtotiiink -! .MwKUurr blurr'd 

(he riMr oui . hi uinkcJ u .uv.i) Onl', the otlur Ja\ 
the)\i l'( t !i I tlkiiii: .hiiur -'‘UK il.iii’.' ii ' nini;, .uiJ iioifc 
)' h.i h:'t h'I I IK d i<< ! in. i.ul to Mr ^uaiiu • hinMlf 
Du v\,,i mI I’r-'Uih iiM ' 1 or h o.. UirisiN sake - Our 

Lof.l ' J >t iF. d< .ir ' lo IN ‘ f II ' li* would lui up a 
, I r\ u inn rn tn k:'r ‘i.iii li Iith'f I Inri wire 
oMi' I’lrdi. ouf iLu -:i ‘ill watrr ■<<m or su.m <,r 
'onuthiiu' v.M-,' o ' WiiiT I lot' In .i row, 
ihMiinp.iloti.’ li' hOn't • ii I-w Hi-.inn Im to.ikMr-. (i 
lokJold'r's flill I’.irl ih' \(.ii .tpr the w..r And tii(\ 
'.iid- -ho[ ( it \ .irt.i.iiul tliine •'iividi n liki ihii, 
v\uii 1)0 lii:,( to -.1* vour {'Ta n I.lukN 1!,. Wll! n.„ 
ijuiti. 'i'.' ir,: VririMt-. '.m Mr- I , .m.l tli- r^-.t 

lu l.j' Jjuphi' r l.ir lit., r. iii.nmii r M 1 .. r. iiilJn ti in (‘|u,ii 
-iiin- Onl' -IK I l„!.i I r.-I III, !'Ut ilh.r.'d he Kiln f., 
IK. Juutn, VMtii ill Ili.ii mwiii Dim! I \\ l.jt .1 'i>;hl .if 
nK>iu\ there in iln I.mil, ulii',,’i‘tiirr, .iiid \ci, ul ihe 
prc'Liu geiKr.itinn, Mr w t. the unit v..irni nun 

h HK.- j11 ilivukj up IK.A, Jiul IK.IIC ol the Vllllllg DllC- 
-et UK J iij nuke .in\ ih .."iild iiuvc to keep .oi^'hr hjiid 
on the estates, or i!ii\ J hi ».iiiting tlicir ..i|ii.il mil, 
anei Mr. Seiatnc. w-uUn't .ipprote ol tlui ' Tu ilnnk ot 
uullning Mr S...inK-' And -omeiliinp ine’orrupi.hly 
faithful witJiin ih.ti pueg) f-ite and tin* k tiguri, ’tomcihiiig 
that for tnu generation- had -erved and never ciiKctcJ 
more than it had got, >** moved old f.radnian that he 
subbided on the window scat veiifi the word-. " I'm t^uitr 
upset! " 

He was still sitting there witli his head on his hand, and 
darkness thickening outside, when, with a knoek on the 
door, that yonng man said : 
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“Mr (»radm.in, \\ill \<»u conu- doun for dinner, or 
v\ou]d \ou like It up here ’ ” 

“ Tp here, if it*'; all the same to you Cold beef and 
pickles or anythin),^ tlicre is, and a glass of -tout, if it’s quite 
I’onvenieiii ” 

'Hie v'lung man drew nearer 

“ You must feel it awfulh, Mr Gradman, h.uing known 
him HO long \ot an eas\ man to know, but one 
ti It-” 

Something ga\<. way in <iradnun and he spoke . 

“ Ah ' 1 kneu liim from a little bo) ro(dv him to hm 

lir^( s(.l)ool taught him h*)U to draw a lease -nc\er knew 
him t<» do a sliad\ thing, \er\ reserved man, Mr So.mies, 
but no better judgi ot an investment, exirpt In-;, uncle 
NkIioLi' He had his iroublos, hut lie never s.iiJ atnthint 
of them , good s<ui ti) his fatiicr- good brother to lus 
sisters good fatiier to his i hild. as von know, \oung man 

“ Yes, indeed ! And ver\ goovl to me " 

"Not muih of a church-goer. I’m ifraid, but straight 
as t die Ne\ er one to wear lus Van on Ins vleev e ; a little 
uncomfortable sometimes, nia\ be, but uui could depend on 
him Pm sf.rrv for vour \oung wile, voung man—I am 
that ! 'Ovv did IT ’appen ^ *’ 

“ She was standing below the window wlicn the picture 
lell, and didn’t seem to realise. He pushed her out of the 
wav, and u hit hmi instead ” 

*' Why ! Wliat a thing ' ” 

** Ws. She can't get fiver it ” 

Gradman hooked up at the young nun’s face in the 
twilight 

" You mustn't be down-'earted,’’ he said. *' She’ll come 
round Misfortunes will happen The family’s been told, 
I suppf>sc There's just one thing, Mr. Michael—his first 
wile, Mrs. Irene, that married Mr. jolyon after , shcN still 
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livintj. litcv -'.jv ; -.he iikc to sftui a in>*?^a^ that 

bvi u r n-h',( ^•unr*-, in ( i-- he canv rri.i’H’' 

“ I Jr)n't kno\s, Mr Gr.idm.m. I don't kn'>w *' 

■' Kort^ivr us our .is we tori^ive them that 

tresp.ts- *. u.i-i ex itl) .in.KlR'si to Vr .»t (me time.” 

'■ >'i I h' ’i( > e, hut th( re art iliini’-. ih.it- Stil!, Mrs 

J)art]<' knows her >.l-ircss. it \ou like to ask her >he’s 
lure, vou know ” 

" I’ll turn 11 over I rciiifinl’i r Mr- Irdn’s weddmij 
V'T\ p.il .li' I iiiiW. .inL'\\"PI in. tu'i " 

i'bclu;<- V," 

“Tlr pn >' ni "!k i’l mp' 1 roiKh, I u[’{’"r . shc'hows her 
iceliiiLts However :: lie's uncoriTMus It seemed 

to liim ih It thr- voun? m.in’s looknl tunnv, and lie 
.uidi a . " \ '\< ne\er heard nuu'h ot her Not \erv happ\ 
w'th 111- Ri'.( •, I’m iiraul, he h.isn’t been ” 

• ^^m< m< n iren't. \ "U know. Mr r?r.idm.in It’s heme; 
too near, I 'urr'' ‘ 

" Ah ' ” i.iid Hr nlrn m ” IH' "tie fliimj or the otfp'r. 

and that’s a taa Mrs (i .md I h.i\c m-s cr had .< difTercni e 
- not to speak "}, m hit) - two y irs, and ili.itH iroinp' h.ick, 
.!> the savim: >■' VVcIl, I nui'tii’i keep you from Mxs 
Meur need cosscitint; Just eoid In-ct and a pickl'*. 

Vim’ll let jnc know if I’m wanted -an) time, Jay or nipdiT 
And if Mr- Dartic’d like to sec me I'm at her service ” 

The talk had done him gcxxl That younp' man was a 
nicer \oung fellow than he’d thought. He felt th.i! he 
could almost relish a pickle After he had done mi a message 
came • Would he go to Mrs. Danic in the drawing-room ' 
•'Wait for me, mv dear,” he said to the midd '* I’m 
strange here ” 

Having washed his hands and passed a towel over his 
face, he followed her down the stairs uf the hushed house 
What a room to be sure ! Rather empty, but in apple-pie 
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urdtr, vvitii Its .uii-(.ul(lUR'J p.iiicK, jtiJ ji' ihin.i, .md 
!K i^r.ind pi.iiio U’lnifrtd l)anic w.t' ''iitiiiL: *1 -"l-i 

bclofL .1 lir< ^lic n»^t• jiid took hi-> It.md. 

“ hiiLli .1 i.i/inf'>ri In vou, (ir.iJiii.iii,” bhc -Mtd 
“ You’re liio old( si Inuid uc Ii.im 

Hc.r looked sir.diL'e, .l^ il she vsuiilcd to er\ and li.ui 
forgot ten liov\. Ik had knov\ n her as. .1 t hild, as a fasluoi) 
aMe woinaiu had In Ip( d to draw iier marriaef 

hctllcment, and shaken Ins head i^ver Jicr hiohaiid inan\ .1 
tune—the troLil'le he'd had 111 liinline out uha; 

that gentleman o\std, a!t(r lu tell doun the iirc tse ni 
i’arib and broke ho im L ! .\nd(.\er\ \ear-till In prepared 

her intojiie ia\ ri turn 

A gu(*el tT\d’ he ^aIll, *■ nould d-i \ ou u’'’od, aTui 1 
shoiildn’l blame vui; Hut e mu tii'i ' o die', Mr 
Se)anu\s has a l:ooJ i.e»n tnuii"ii. .nul it’s ma o 't fie drank . 
perliaps he 'll pull romul atit r all ” 

>he shook her head Ihr to- hid a 'juarc grim hj'>l 
that reminded him ot her old Aunt Ann Uadcrneaih all 
her fashujnableiicss she'd borne a leji—.die had, vsjicu \e»u 
came to tluiik ui it 

“ It struck him here,*' she said , “ j slanting blou on the 
right of the head I shall miss luiii terribly ; he’s tlic onlv 

-” tjradmaii patted lier Imnd 

*'Yc-Ch, ye-<.!»! iiut wc luusi look «)n tin* bright side 
If he comes round, 1 shall be there.” VViui e\uct eomfort 
he thought lius was, he could not luve made e lear. *’ I did 
wonder whether lie would like Mrs. Irene told. 1 don’t like 
the idea of his going with a grudge on hi^ mind. It’s an old 

storv, of course, but at the Judgment Dav-” 

A f.alni smile was lost in the square lines round \\ inifrej's 
mouth. 

'* We needn’t bother him wfiih that, Gradman; it’s out 
of fashioii.*’ 
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riuiiuJ .t M.uiui, uirhin him, t nth 

nd rt-'pcit h»r th( t.niulv h< }-. k! '<.r\cd for xittv vcurs h.ul 
lninip«-J .iL'Jincr <*.uh •-thcr 

“Will, \uti kni.w b t.” - .ivi. ■ 1 -h' uidn‘t like Kirii 

; M i;o v\ Ith ,in\ t lilTU' 1.1’ I oU'U' 1K( 

“ (h) hr . ono' TUi*, (ir.uim ni 

(Jr:»dni.in s» Ufvl » i)re-J( n vl,.'ph rdc--«. 

“In .1 • «^i‘ <>t h'rL.M\m’. \oii n<\cr krjow I w.micij to 
pc.ik to him. about liK '•(■il ‘^harn , thfv re noi all 
'Ih'v nilirhi h*‘ Fhit mu’t jU'^c lake our ilmnci, ! 
iippo'.f I’m rl id \ mir t.ahcr was ‘•p ircJ ilii\ Mr jainr-' 
.nuli hisi- I d.'n "ji (: In hkf rlv samr >vorld 

>■_’ nil. It Mr P.Miii' 

■^h. h .1 ; a! Pi r h ..id up :■ lurm.»uiii mvi ii.rii. vl iw.i\. 
1 I’lnon h id dr. pi'.vi ir<wn liir tuukrmd licuri Much 
.'fi I led. ( tt uim I" ' •.rm d to the vio<;r 

“ 1' I.mv • 1. >1 liC' ■ tt, irw I'di u irncd 1 v.. 

i^'ot i\r r\ thin.; h<-ri- U lUirl:’. ' ’’ 

Hi* ucni ■ap^t.iir^' .'.nil. tipC- ’ inj pa-r Ca door, .mj, 
nirnnir hi' r-H.ni, 'uiii h'-d on '.h' Ufhf ’!ht\ had taken 
mav th'- piikits; turned In'- bid down, laid lit-t flannel 
nirhtc'ov.n out I hev t'*ok * lot ot irouiiit ' Atuioinkinj? 
-■n htv knn*''. ti' pr ivcd in i niutHoJ murmur. varN-ms: ^h< 
U'ual worj‘v, and •nd.ni* “ And for Mr Soamc4, O Lord, 
( «jy(ialK commend him hodv and 'chjI horcivc lum hi* 
trcvr *'’‘<S •’^nd d< liver liini Jrom nil ’arJnevs of ’can and 
impi.rilic'. before hr p><'' \nre, and make bim ai a little 
limb ipam, that b- ma\ find U\our in Thy ‘•.I'-hi Thy 
tatfhtul fcrvant Amen “ \nd, for some tim< after he 
had finidieJ, he renuinetf kntilmg on the very st.ft larpct, 
breathmij-m the tanuhar reek ol flannel and old timea 
He rnst la'iir in hm mmd Kcraovmi? but btKJtb, laced 
and M^uarc-ioed, and his old frock coat, he put no hiv 
Jaeger gown, and shut the window, to keep out the mght 



1072 


A MODKKN COMKDY 


dir. Tiicn ldkni>; the rjJt.rci»j\\n, he pl.iecd a larirc h.indker- 
iliR*/ f.'vcr Ills bald head, and, svMtciiing off the light, sat 
d(jwn in the ariinhair, \Mth the eiderdown over 
knees. 

What an 'ush alter ia'iidnii, to be sure. So quiet )ou 
could hear your'.ell think ' J or «onu reason he thought ol 
Queen \hi.toriaV firbi Jubilee, when he a youngster ot 
l<)rt\, and Mr James had gu en him and Mrs. G two scatv 
'I'hey had seen tlie whole thing -first ehop ! the (iuard' 
and the procc^sIon, the tarnages, the liorse'-, the Queen 
and llic Ro\a] tamilN A beautiful suniiTnr d.i\ -a real 
summer that; not like the summers latch And e\er\ thing 
going on, as if it’d g'.< on for ever, wiih three per eencs at 
nearly par if lie renu nibered, and all going tix liure li regular 
.\nd only that same year, a bit later, Mr b'oames had had hi'- 
hrst upset .And an<*thcr nu mors <aiii( Qiner he should 
remember thai to-mght, with Mr !s(>ani<.> Iving there- 
mui*t have been quite soi*ii aftir iIk Jubike, too ' Going 
with a lease ili.it wouldn't bear lu wait to Mr Soamcs’ 
private liousc, Montpellier Square, and being shown into thi 
dining-riKim, and hearing someone sinking and playing on 
the ‘ planner ' He had opened the door to listen. Why- 
hc could remember the words now ’ About “ laying on the 
grass," “ 1 die, 1 l.iini, 1 fad," " tlie champaign odours,’' 
'•(Tmciliing on vour check" and something “ pale." 
Fancy that! And, suddenly, the door had opened and 
out she'd come - Mrs. Irene- in .1 frock--ah ! 

“Art y«u waiting for Mr 1 orsj te r \\on't you comi 
in and ha\e Mome tea : " And lic’d gone in and had tea, 
fitting on the edge of a chair that didn’t look roo firm, all 
gilt and spindley. And she on the sofa in that frock, 
pouring it out, and saWng : 

“ Arc you iond of music, then, Mr. Gradman : ” boft, a 
^oft look, with her dark eyes and her hair—not red and not 
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\^hat vouM cal! '/"Kl Init bkr a turned Iraf - uin ?—a 
i'oauiilul \uun^ uum.ir;, • iJ ubl ■'ort ot rnpa[liaK' in the 
lacc He'd often <•! hi r he lonhi sec her novs ' 

Vnd then Mr S.inint^ vumnii: m, and h'-r lace all elusini> 
up like- like a i^ouk (Jii- r in rtniriiihir that to-nn(hl ' 
I)cMr me! Ilnw J.irk ind ejun i it w.^'’ riiat 

pcH)r Jaui:hter. If- J \\ a i- .11 ..K-iji ' (t was to he 

'oped ''lii'd -hep' i-' \nd what wniilJ Mr- G sae 
it slu e"uld s(.t hni. uniii: 11. ' III iir liM ihi', with la-; teeth 
in, ton Ah' Will -iir'M in irsM-nMr S.ams, ne\tr 
ih' laimh Man i iiudn't ' liut what ai. \i'‘h ' And 
'h»w 1 \ hut Mirc h old (ir i.lin m’s ni .uth tell op< n, and hr 
hrokc ilie hii-h 

HimuivMI.i MiKine. ih. liionri rod< up, a lull and 

I'rilli.ip; iih.nii, so fh -i ihe stilh a .rkened inunm. disKolvcd 
into -l.a, < la^l shad'U’.. and llM >.wl- hooted, .md, tar off, a 
Jop h i \ t d . and tlo\M r- HI the ^ardeti heeaiiie t ai h a lit tit 
preschvi in 1 night tiiiu earnual krraeen into stilhiess, and 
oil till uK.aninc ri\er tetry talhn leal that driltrd down 
i.irned a moonbeam , whilt, ..l>o\c, the trcc.s staved, quid, 
measured and illuinnKU, quKt aa liic vtf) sk), tor the wmd 
'tirred not. 



CHAPTFR XV 

<0\S1t ■' lAM ' lin If KRY 

I'lliRr niilv lust !ih in Two mTlir« .md 

iwo d.U'' they li.iJ w.itiihe nnmovin^ Imh.I 

Ih'jd >}•(■{.).tlist' ii.iii lmmh tlxir \<rdHi 

Nothinc to he dciK i>v \<.i\ "t opcr.iti'Mi ” , .ind i^oH' 
lit-un ’Uie do-ti.r vvim K l^l [u-idtvi "V-r Meur's birth 
was ID ch.irjr'’ ’i’}i'>n;th ixwcr i.|iiiu t<irtiuenln ^n.uncs for 
the anxKiv iu li.ui cained on ifi.a on.,.-ion, ‘ the Itllow ' 
had }»uni4 on, aitciuliiur the tam»U IT hi^ l^^tructl<>n^ 
rhe\ watched the poieniT t\<j, at niu si^n, they were 
to ^erHi tor him ,n oruc. 

Muhacl, trom v^hom ikur >e( in« d inc<>njolabh cju^'ht 
awav, ^avc him^tll uy to Kit, walking and laikintj arul 
ir\mi^ to keep tile eluld unaware He dtd not visit the 
"till lik'nre. not Jroin indith ri m t. Inn Inn ra-e he !clt an 
mtnidcr there Ih h,id ri moved all tin. pntiirc-' hit ii' 
tile pallerv, and, "loring tliem with tho^e uhuh ^o had 
thrown trom the window, h.ul InuJ them c nefull) '1 In 
lire had de'-iroved eleven oat of the cighty tour 

Annette had cried, and was feeling better The thougiit 
of life without ^oames wa', tor her strange and—poNsible , 
preci''ely, in fact, like tlic thought of life with him Mn. 
wished him to reioeer, but if he didn't slic would live in 
Trance. 

W’lnitrcd, wlio shared the watches, lived much and sadly 
m the pa<t. bo.irnes had been her mam^l.^y throughout 
thirty-four years chequered by Montague Danie, had 
1074 
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ccititinuid her maiiN'.iv in li i Uiirmn iimtirqurrcd ' ir'- 
■'inct Slir ,lid ma se'■ him ilnni;'Cduiii < \ i r bi ci)«\ ap > 
She had a itc Tt. and e aah! not h-ik at thil rtill hi;i ■ 
vvitlioul irviin; t<' rtnano'cr liow to cr\ la-ttor^ e amc ' 
her from the tarnih ue rded v at, i 'ort ol aniti'iu.s astonirh 
inent that buaiiif- d, aid hate had 'uOi a ihiiif; happen to 
lain 

(,t alin ai, I. , I , li-i II I h ah, Oid 0. aieid hl^ Uouserr 

bhu tsai decji in valiulat, 'Ilr ,ind i orrc'piundcnee VMth 
he Inrur.tiKi tiriii He a ilkt d ti„i, in ihr kilt hen garden, 
i'Ut of tielit at the tea: c . tin he cmhl not ett oeer tlic fail 
tli.li .Mr l.iine- liid li\ed to I'c nimit, .aid Mr limoiln a 
liundrtd, t, .I'- n 'i.ire "t the oii,eri And, rlopping 
inot;riiij!l\ Ih l ,r. !'■ -i .1 .le "r the Urtoad' ■[roiitt. lie 
would diak'. 1 i- Ik ki 

bmiti ' r Iuk' o 'll" ,i' a n o.' bt im: Ii W i tat red, hut was ot 
little Uh .exeipt to '.a " Po r Mr Po.imr ' Poor dear 
.Mr So.im'O ' I" ihiiik ol it' .Aiiit lie oj i.irelui ol 
hiiiiall, .aid i\' r\ 0".l\ 

1 or thJl H 'Ml ' ignor.int ol the long and ■'tealtln mart h 
ol p.tvsion, and ot the ‘■t.'te lowhith it had reduted 1 leur , 
ignor.nt ot how Sa.iriiu hadwatehiJ tier,seen that beloved 
\ oung part of hi5 \ cr\ e<'It t ai, re .ah the edge ol things .ind 
'land uiere bahmeing . ignorant ut I'ieur’s reeklees des* 
peration beneath that falling pieture, and her lalhcrN 
kn"wlcdgc thcrcf't ignarant "t all this tvershHaiv Icli 
aggrieved. It setined to ihctn that a mere b'llt Irom tlie 
blue, rather than the inexorable secret culmination of an 
old, old store, had strnken one who ol all men necmed the 
least li.ibic to accident. How should they tell that it was 
not so accidental as all that 1 

But Fleur knew well enough that her desperate mood had 
destroved her lather, just as surely as if she h.id flung 
hcrscll into the river and he had been drowned in saving 



iO"0 


A MODKRN CO.MKin’ 


ner. On)v to(j well '■he kiicv. th.ir on tlut nn^hr ^hc h.tJ 
been cap;ihlc ol '■hppiii^ Joun into the river, ot standing 
before a rushinj; car, of an' thing not too deliberate and 
active, that would have put her out of lier aching mi<ierv 
blu knew well enough ih.n b\ her conduct slic hac 
invited hit ruih I'l the rescue \nd nou, sobered 
lu tlie very marrow b\ the '-hoek, she tould no* torgi\e 
herself 

U’lth her mother, her aunt and the two trained nur'^es she 
divided the watches, su that there were ne\er Ic'-s than tw’<^ 
i»l wlioin '«li< WJ^ nearh jlwa\' o*'-. in Anmite'’' Indrooin 
wluTc boaim t lav. She w'ould ''it hour alter hour, almost ae 
still as her father, with her eves wi^itul and dark-circIed, 
fixed on liis faie Passion .md kver had quHf died out ot 
her. It was as if, with his mlallibit. instinct where she was 
I oncerned, boames liad taken the om sitp tliat could nd 
her of the fire which had been lonMiming her |on vvas 
remote Irom her in that room dark* ned In sun blinds and 
iier remorse. 

Ves! She had meant to he killed b\ that picture, 
."siic had stood there under the window in a moment of 
p.issionaic rccklcs.sne^s, watching the picture topple, want¬ 
ing It all over and done with Distraught that desperate 
night, fhe did not even now realise that she had caused tht 
fire, by a cig.ireiic flung down still lighted, not even perhaps 
that she had smoked up there Hut onlv too well she 
realised that because she had wanted to die, had stood 
welcoming sudden extinction, her father was now lying 
idierc .sc nearly dead. How good he had always been 
her ! Incredible that he should die and take that goodness 
away, that she should never hear his flat-toned voice 
again, or feel the touch of his xnMsiache on her cheeka or 
forehead. Incredible that hp inould never give her a 
chance to show that she had really loved him—yes really. 
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hcnc.ith all ilu' tret .md m ll-inir"ri.iiirr n( her life. tie 
w.ititiin),' lam now, ita little r.itlur tlun the ^reat th. .g 
lamt haiktehir llnw hi-u..iild pitch j new dull down 
the niirserv and ..iv 'Will, I don't Icnmv if vou’ll ca 
for tilts one, I just puktvt In r up " How once, .liter ht 
mother had whipped lur, In- h.id com' in, taken her hand 
,md s.iid ■' There, theri Let's i;ii -tnd sec it there arc 
some rasphsrries ' " How he i. ul stood on the stairs at 
Green l-trcet .ifter lur weddine. w.itchiiii;, p .h .iiid iiii- 
obtriiMve, abo\e the piiests clii-iered in the h.dl, for a turn 
ol her head and her I I't lo.il h .i 1 I lUihtriisive ! That 
was the word---unol'trusi\t, dw.is-' Ulit. it he went, 
there would be no portrut h irdl\ esen .1 photojtraph, to 
remeinhet hint In ' Just om oi linn as ,1 bahv, in his 
mothtr's arms, one as a litth Ian, looking siepiically 
•It his velvet kmcket., one in ';h as a youn^ man in a 
tull-i iiled c-nat and -leirt wi.i 'its , and a sn.ipslioi or two 
t.ilnii iin.iwares ll.ul am 111 in ever been less photo- 
ur.iphcd ; He had m ver setnu d !•' uis|, to be apprm.itcd, 
or even remembered, b\ anvoiu io I'lcur, so as id of 
appreci ition, it seemtd marMllonslv strange. What secret 
force within that spare torm, Kinv tliirc inert, had madi 
him thus self-sufficing > He h.id been brought up as 
luxuriousU .Is herself, had never known want or the real 
need for effort, but somehow had preserved a sort of itoir 
independence of others, and what they tliought of him. 
.And vet, .IS none knew better than herself, he had longed 
to be loved This hurt her most, watching him. He Imd 
longed lor her affection, and she had not shown tiim enough 
But she had felt it—really felt it all the time. Something 
in him had repelled feeling, dried np its manifestation 
There had been no magl^ in his ‘ make-up.’ And stealing 
to the bed—her mothers bed where she herself had been 
conceived and bom—she would stand beside that .ilmo^ 
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de^icrtcii bodv .»ncl dr.tvsn Jun t.ix*, iccliiiLr so Imllou and 
miserable llial she could liardU re'^lral^ IkT'.!.]} 

So the d.i\s and ni)^’hi'' pas-^'-d On the third d.u aboui 
three (•\]«Kk, v'.iiile she ^toud tliert Iv Mdt liiin, ^hc saw tlu 
e\c^ opui —a l.illinj: apart of ilic ]ld^ indeed, rather than 
an opening', .ind no '»jK-uilatioii in tiu ijaps , but lier heart 
beat tabl Tlu nuise, 'Uinnioned in her finder, came, 
looked, and went qu]ek]\ out ic) the I- h phone. And 1 Uur 
-.lood iluTc with her m>u 1 in her '\en irvini^ to summon 
Ins It did mn come, the lid- drooj < d n^ain She drew 
up a chair .»nd sat down, n>'t taking twr c^e^ off hi-' lace 
Flic nuTbe came back to ^a\ that the di>itor was oii ]n> 
round:>; as soon as he c.nne in lie would be sent lu them 
post-haste. .A-' her father uoidd ha\e ''.nd , “()} course, 
‘the fellow’ wasn’t in when lu wa,s warned!" But it 
would make no ditferencc ihtv knew what to do. It 
was nearly tour when apain the lids v\ere rai.sed, .ind tin- 
time sonielliinp looked forth Fleur could not be sure that 
he saw anything particular, recognised her or anv other 
object, but there was something there, some flickering light, 
trying for locus. Sli-wly it btrengihened, tlieu went cmi 
again between the lids 'Fhew gave him stimulant. And 
again she sat down to watch In half an hour his eyes 
re-opened. This time he sau.' I And for torturing minutes 
Fleur watched a being tr) mg to be^ a nund striving to ubev 
the mandate of instinctive will power Bending so that 
those eyes, which she now knew recognised her, should 
have the least possible effort, she waited with her lips 
trembling, as if in a kiss. The extraordinary tenacity of 
that struggle to come back terrified her. He meant to be a 
min (4 he meant to know and hear and speak. It was as if 
he must die from the sheer effort of it. bhc murmured to 
him. She put her hand under his cold hand, so that if he 
%iadc the faintest pressure ihc would feel it. She watched 
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hi- Iip '5 vir-p. r,.:rl\ \’ l.j-t if'it-tr-/plr tormhcrcrn- 

u’.iscJ, liu I. . h.ilf an^Tv Iik-k \ .t l.ied in Minicfhin.- 

deeper, the lip- moved Tfie\ - ud iK'thin^, hut the^- 
moved, and tie t hM' -t tr< | .•s-( fri>rn lu^ ini'* 

hers 

“ Viai kni'A nu'. d.irlinv ? ** 

}ii' eve • IIJ " 'l ’* 

“ You rt in'-iTif 'r 

f:i rv' I : ' \ <'< ” 

Ih- ]•; waeiwit'l' ' ill.;- •iv.'', i«; if rr-lir ir«inc for 
-j^icli, .md till 1 -k ' Ih f I' niTt: In 

hr* ir*i\\n fa I'’ r*, .- ii ! ' r ‘ i> \\ ri , j,, p , dr< 

back a l.rik and li - io-'a;’ F' Y >' i 
“ 1 ) .rhnj, 'ou ar ■■■*111.' i" ' * r 

ii, , ’. - i \** " . and ,n - m.A. !. bui di- 
’I 1 PH: h !i<‘ ain-i i 'If j Mi"'i, - 1 ! ]i- I" : 

(.Aiu'-"]. IP 1 *!.: Ai-p a ''-b : 

" Ih.d, l-r p\' in ’ ” 

iii- -nliiii' .n i (iiP uiii' li ' ui.dit ''hi’ 

S(iM,d' vi like ; 

'■ ! I'FUINC ’ Noll ' 

“ 1 l.AC \' 1 U 'O " 

[i, sfCPKil Pi al dll'- t‘- 'd'lF- to vpf ik ill'll, .UP! 

c. ■lUi.J a; lii. lilV ..! 1,1111 i,' <'<- |).. [XT .111 I a-p r 

.-I, \| thf U'!' '.r .mJ tin '.,rii' H'.i llic in. .inuiK in iln-in, i 
if to lonipii 'iinu-iii.n:; in.ni lid AnJ. Mi'iiknK, like .1 
little Rill, a e '■'l l 

“ A'cs, 1 * 1-1, 1 "ill i'' C""'!' " 

A trcmiit li"ni hi- f'np 1 p-i-ici) into h.'i p.ilm , hP lip 
seemed in inp to smile, hi- hc.id tmaeJ ,is it he h.'d me .ml n. 
nod. .>nd .iln.iss that look deepened m his eve- 

"Giadman i- here, darling, .md .Mother, and Aunt 
Winilrcd, .md Kit and Michael. U there anyone you 
,tould like to see ? 
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His lips shaped : “No \ou'’' 

“ 1 am here all ihr lime ' Apain she fell the tremor 
trom Ills fingers, saw llI^ lips whispering . 

“ That’s all.” 

And suddenl)', in- ties vicnt out riierc was nothing 
there! E'or some time longer he breathed, but before 
‘ that fellow ’ came, in liad lost liold—v\as gone. 



CHAPTFR \VI 

tULI ( 1 O'iE 

In arrnrd.)nc(‘ .t)l ilt n w - mip!'',! in tlicr^ 

w.i> MU lu" "M r hi- t'.i'i' r il i'l.r .< loiij; uni. i),,u, m.lt. d. 

hf iuKl Intn tin 'iilv ..lu -i il.r i irn:!'. n .,!] >'n, r< ^(^a n 

obseijuu-' 

It vsa'; tiK-n, a\tT) qiin'i il^ur, mii!\ nu-n .ai< ndinj' 

Sir L.i\vrrnci h ul . • i"*' .i-.-M-. jr.'vcr tli.in Muli.icl li.i.: 
c■\I r Kini\sn liirn 

‘ 1 d aIJ I wr-v Itin s.nj tu I.is m,!i. while t)u v 

retuiiud i.n t'i.it from ihi ^'r.\r . ,r.h vslnrc. in rhe »ornn 

-'(laud h\ iiiiii'clt, Ni.rfi.i' ii-'w I.\. nndir .« ir a-.n'i' 

tree ■■ Ih dvit( ^1. ji.vl !)'• ('Mildn'i t > pi >' 'nni'i )| , Im’ 
ihtTf w.t'n«> hum! >ii^ .il-iut h ii' .v.in.'t n u- Hr.v - 
rU’ur bcarirp up ' ” 

Mi(.h.u -1 shi,(..l. his he.id “ ttr’- ! !< I<-r hi r to tlnir 
tliai iic- — " 

“ M\ di-.i’ b<-\, thtri’* 1)0 icucr dcalli tli.iii dviiiif lo 
s.i\c the oiu \v*ii'rc fondc't ot s(,.,n js v-.u tan. ]■ • 

U' h.i\e Meur jt Lij'pn/h.tll \slii.r( ir-r fjfhcr md i.tr 
JamiK never \\tre Ilia' Hduv md hi'v.ifc down for 
Jio!iJ,(\ -alK. likes thf-n: " 

I'm vcri. wor.iod ibo.it her, Dad - somcthim;’* 
broken 

‘‘Thai liappens lo most nl us, before wc^re thins 
Som-' spring or other . but presently we get our 
second wind' It’s what happntd to the Agc—somcihinu 
broke and it ha-jn’i set if' second wjnd. But n’s 

loKi 
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it, .inJ will -iir Wliai ■'i-rt of a stone .u 
to put up ? " 

\ sross, 1 uppn-,( 

“ 1 think hcM pRit r a Hit st'-m mtli ih a t r.ih-apple 
the lu .ul and yt‘w tret^ r>'und, >o luai In C not o\ (.rlonkt 

Nu ‘ Hcl(jVcd ’ e>r * KcL'Rtted ' ila- he L’"t iIk t H i li-'l 1 

that corner' He’d lik( t-) lul^-n^- T(. Ju- dc 'c < ndarii- 
peTp^niit'. We're .dl inon Chiiioe than tl'in 

old) uilh iheni it’' ili< inci-te^r* who ,].> thi i wioii 
W ho ;sa^ the old e h ip who cried into liR I; it ' 

‘■Old Mi Gradin ,11 -ort ut bu-iiit-. iiiir-- to the 
l.iindv ” 

“ l\mhKd old doiC Well' I eert.unK nc\cr ihouL'ht 
h'orsste would take the terrv IhIoh* me 11<‘ looked pi i- 
ni tin nl, hill iC'. .in iioim d world t.' in I do me [luiio Ut 
voii and 1 Ic ur ? d'.dk le) the N (lion about the plelUre^ 
Tlu Marejiic'-'- and I could li\ iliai h-r )em. He h id cjuiu 
a weakiU'-" tor old ]'or^)le, and hi- MoIland'^ -,e\id IC 
tlu vs.u, that tmi'i ha\e been a lonsulerable contc-’ 
bclwccn him and the tire uj' there all ahmi [i\ ifa -on 
of thinj^ oru would nc \ i r h i \ e su^pci ted him of ” 

“Vos,” s.ild Micliicl. ■* r\. lull i.dkim; lu kiji 
1 le’s lull (it it.” 

'■ }ic saw It then f ” 

Michael nodded. “ Here he comes ! ” 

Tlie\ slackened ihcir pue, and the chautteur, louihini: 
his hat, came alongside. 

“ Ah ! Riggs,” said Sir Law fence, “ \ cu were up there at 
the fire, J’m told.’* 

“ Yes, Sir Lawrenc'c. Mr. Lorsctc was a proper wonder 
- -went at it like a iwc^ycar old, we lair had to carrv him 
away. So particular as a rule about not getting hi- coat wet 
or titling in a draught, but the wa) he .stuck it -at hi- age 
, , , ‘Come on ! * he kept ^a\ing tt» me all throin^h that 
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-a prii|' r I li .i:i| , '1 ' \. , i '*-nr.T,-i d m ill i'i\ 
Sir Lavuiiii^ !ur\ ti*. l-i i' 1 ”i.,n !;m i m, \i, ' 

. .t bit II !u' L ' It h' li.uin’t in * n s a iiil; tlut 1 at 
urc. ii'J nwor have talk-n an i tr-.t 'im ” 

IJow dkl the tire K.-i:' 

NoIh'Jn knows bir Lanr -1 i.uriii-- Mr Inrai* diJ, 
lie never '-'aiJ neil.inc i'' I'J v- i tl.f’e s-'or.i-r. but 
..a pniTiir iKe pun-l nur i.i an..!' What ihu <>1.1 
ukni.ni viui I ’ " ' r It ;i r- . .i>.l .•'< j tin .ij\ w. vl 
i.di ' U h\ ' \\ ■ iiiii I'• 'in VS ipv !i'"-ii r t [i, 4 t nn'rniiiL: t" 
' ,''iK)r»n. nil 1" 1 •( r^ ii'v, pk k< .1 ur \l I'lf. nn k r« 
Vnd n< '\\ Ir ’ll n-' r ’ /11 r ' lb - v nt '\ r .-iv u’m '* 

A crini u c p.i--e.l' .' r' ’ tir. lai«, •>(•. m' i.iiui liaJuk. ! 
byiratbe an'i'k- in ■< iM-iar. if'najiiunij bi (i.it, 
Ik k It t}.' Ill i' ti .• ■' 

“ ' pr-'i ' r ■ I irnV’.'i. Mrkt n ;.si r. j . inni, 

“ Vi'U nnulit il V'-i pv L il. tt on i! -tone \<->-. n ^ .m 

ironi>..! w-r! i ' 

In tin k 1*1 ib'W f'-'in 'i. l‘>r ^lr l.av\rciut wa^ I’oinv !■ k 
i<» 'i'own bv (.iT H( I'i< k (if idin in \m' li hini, the j-r..v a 
ion- oI ibe '' ‘i hr. inu b'en quirtiv .ii>-lo'^cvl Mn.h.iel 
loiind Snmiier cr\ inu md lir kaihl' up tlir t lindi, m.i in tin 
libr.irv \\ iniirt >t atid \ d, who hu.i comi.vMih 
fht fun’riJ, >.1' liin? ujih in' <>, such .o thev ucr< 

AniRitc w■!' ’.Mill Kji in tI.c nur'-cr; Mu h.j< 1 up io 
1 Icur in the rijoni slic u'^cJ to ti.r.c as u hit!.* firl .i sin^'k 
room, VI in.ii he had i>eer slcu'inc cbevsheri 
bhc w.ib bini: on hir b<d. cr.uetiil. ;inJ .a it wulioui 
life 

Ttic v\C' she uirncd on Mui, ul Mcmed i<> in.ik' oj him 
no 1('S, but no mure, tlian ihev vs^rc m.ikin^» of the cciiina 
li \N..s not so much that tht spirit Uhind them w.is awav 
^mewhere. .i- that ificrr via- rmwiitrt for it to go He 
went up to the bed, and put his h md on hers. 
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** I)( Hcjrt ! ” 

Fleur rurncd l'<‘i eMv on him agdin, but of rhc ](Kik 
ihcni he could m.iLc nothing 

“ The Dinment \ou wish, darling, we’ll take Kit liomc ‘ 

“ Any time, Michael ” 

“ 1 knuu txatiK how \ ou feel,” said Michael, km. 
well that lie did not ” Riggs has been telling 1 
-plendid )our father was, up there with the fire,” 

" Don't! ” 

'i’herc was that in her face \chich baffled hmi i oinplctcK- 
something not natural, howeccr much she might be mourn 
ing tor her fatlier. Suddcnlc she said . 

“Give me lime, Michael Nothing matter^, 1 suppose, 
in the long run And don't worr\ about me—I’m not 
worth if.” 

More con'^cious than he had ever been in his life that 
word'' were of no use, Michael put his lips to her lorehcad 
and Uft her lying there 

Ho went out and dovvn to the river and stood watching it 
riow, tranquil and bright in this golden autumn weather, 
wKidi had lasted so long Soames’ cow’s were feeding 
oppoMte. They would come under the hammer, now; 
all this that had belonged to him would come under the 
* ■'hammer, he suppo.'cd Annette was going to her mother 
in France, and Fleur did not wish to keep it on. He 
looked back at the house, still marked and dishevelled by 
fire and water. And melancholy brooded in his heart, as 
if the dry grey spirit of its late owmer were standing beside 
him looking at the passing away of his possessions, of all 
that on which he had lavished so much time and trouble. 
‘ Change,' thought Michael, * there's nothing but change. 
ItV the one Ooostant. Well! Who wouldn't have a river 
rather than a pond !' He went towards the flower border 
under the kitchen garden wall. The hollyhocks and sun- 
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%wcr8 were m hloom ihrrt. .mj }u turned to them .u if tor 
rmth. In tiu intlc >umnu-rhoU't .it the uirncr lie <a\n 
■‘ cone Mttmi; Mrs. \ .»] D.iriif ' HolK -- .i nice vojnun' 
i, suddenly, in MkIkicI, out of the h.ifikment iic hud felt 
’ear’s prc-'cnce, tin rttd to .isk .i question shuped Useh 
1), a'-hamediv at fu^t, linii Uddh. in^istentl) He 
t up to her Sin !i.u] . 1 1'o.il . i-ui not reading 
‘ Hou !■' i'lcur r 'lu '.aid 
Michael shook ho le ul and -at down 
" I v\ani to V'Ui a qiitoioti |)on'l answer if \nii 
Jon’lwant, I’ut 1 le-1 Ike pot to .i^k Cin\ou vm1!\.>u 
tell me How are tlunif'' 1' iw - n \our \ounp brother and 
f.cr r I knovN what ihert vsa^ in the pa*'! Is there any- 
rlunp in the prcsini ’ I'n a-lv 1 n^' for her sake not my 
own Whatever \oa ',i\ -Itan'i hurt her” 

She looked straipht at him, .»nd Michael searched her 
lace d'herc was that in it from which he knew that 
A'haicccr "he did say, if indeed > 11 : said anything, would be 
the truth. 

“Whatever tlicrc has been between them,” she said, at 
last, “ and rticre has been something sime he c.imc back, is 
over for gcKid I know that fur certain It ended the da\ 
before the fire ” 

“ I .see,” .s.ud Michael, very still. “ Wh\ do vou sa\ it is 
over for good ? *' 

“ Because I know m\ \oung brother. He has given \m 
wife bis word never to see Fleur again He mu^i have- 
blundered into something, 1 know there has been a crisii; 
but once jon gives his wt)rd—notiuog -noising will make 
him go back on it. Whatever u was is over for good, and 
Fleur knows it.” 

And again Michael said ■ “ 1 see.” And then, as if to 
himself; “ Whatever it wa.s.” 

She put out her hand and laid it on hw. 
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All nphl,*’ he said . 1 shall my necond wind in 

minute. You^nccdn’i be afraid that I shall go back on ni 
word, cither. I know Tve alwa\s played second fiddle. 1 
shan’t hurt her.” 

The pressure on his hand imreaped; and, lookintj •* 
he saw tears in her eyes. 

“ Thank you very much,” he said ; “ I understand no 
It’s when vou don’t understand liiat \iui feel such a dud 
Tliank vou \cry much ” 

He withdrew his hand gently and ?oi up. I.ooking d'nvn 
at her still sitting there w.th tears m her eves. Ik ^milevi. 

“ It's pretty hard sometimes lo rcnn nihcr ih.ii it’s all 
comedy ; but one gets there, vou know 

Good luck ! ” said Holl\ And Michael answered 

(lood luei> to all of us ! " 

'Dial evening when tlu- huusi was ‘•huitercd, he lit Jiis 
pipe and stole our again ' He had got his second wind. 
Whether he would have, but for ^oames’ death, lie did not 
know. It was as if, b\ l\inu' in iliat shadowy corner 
under a crab-apple tree, “old horsvtc' were &till pro¬ 
tecting his beloved For her, Michael Iclt nothing but 
compassion. 'Die bird had been shot with both barrels, 
and still lived; no one with an\ 'poriiiu: instinct could 
fiur» it further. Nothing fc)r u but to pick her up and 
mend the wings as best he could bomethmg strong in 
Michael^ so strong that he hadn’t known of its cxistcnct. 
had rallied to his aid. bportsmansiup—chivalry 1 Nn! 
it was nameless ; it was an instinct, a fechng that there was 
something beyiMid self to be considered, even when seif was 
bruisitf nnd cast down. All hus life fie had detested th< 
cbulKonteguiMU of the (rimf p<iSitond^ the wronged spouse 
hon&nr, vengeance, ' all that tomroy-rot and nakco 
.savagery.* Jo be c.\cusc«.l trom being a decent man 
One was never excused from ilui. Otherwise life was ju 
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here it was m ihc reindeer ape, ilic pure the 

rjmeval honterK, Indurc civih'.iiiun and comedy bej^an 
Whalt\cr liad been Ktween tht>'C two -and he felt 11 
ad bc<n all -it was omt, and she, ’ duwn and oiii ’ 
lu -t bt uui h) her and ktep his month hhur tt lie amldn't 
(»that n<»wjie ouirht never tf* have married lur»lukew,trni 
' he had known lier t-i lx And, dr*uinc di<.pl\ at hi 
wtiudowntlu d irk e «rd« n t\i th< rivtr 
The 'I'. Was stirrs, uid with ihc Itr-t inudi of told 1 
1 i:;ht ini't wa- riane, lilnnnj tin hhuk w it<r mi that it 
. iTiiK (.{.inetl !.) \nw and then in ih> '•mIIikssIm' 

ould h'Mr the dneic ot < di : .nt i a. ..nd s"mcwli- r«‘ a litth 
K.i't 'C|iKakinL: ^lar'aL’!.t, and the (Kh'ur ut huslu' and 
he cariii. tiu h^-'-t ut Oi '.wl, hats thmn;^. and those tall 
poplar -lupf', dirl-i ihiii i!i> d tltn-' wliat Ixitir 

I itine t‘’r hi' rn"od ji.-’ tla 11 ' 

An ironical world, Im tatlur h.id nd ! Ye*, ipieirb 
iroiin.d, with sliapt nuliinij into 'hip<, mood into im-od, 
'ound itiiu sound, and nothing h\td anvwhen, unU*s 11 
>^e^e that siarliwht, and the instinct within all living thing's 
wlucli said : “ (lo on ' ” 

A drift of musK cainr down the ri\cr There would be a 
party at some liouse Thc\ were daiuing probably, as 
}u had seen the gnaf^ daneini; that aftcrnoim ! And then 
■•omethinj; out ot the nichi seemed to latch him by the 
throat. God! It wa* beautiful, ama/.ing! Breathing, 
in thU darknesH, as main billion shapes as there were siar^ 
ibovc, all living, and all different! What a world ! 'I’he 
Ktemal Mood at work I And if you died) like that old 
b<w, and Jay for eser l>cncjth a erab-appic tree—well, it 
was the Mood resting a moment in youi still shape—co! 
not even resting, moving on in iIk- m) sterious rhythm that 
me called life. Who cuuid arrest the moving Mood—who 
anted to { And if some pale pt^rt^casor like that poor (M 
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chap, tried and succeeded for a moment, the stars twinkled 
just a Ettle more when he was gone To have and to hold ! 
As though you could ! 

And Michael drew-in his breath A sound of singing 
came down the water to him, trailing, distant, high ,inJ 
sweet. It was as if a swan had sung! 


THli END 



